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PREFACE 


TO THE FIRST EDITION. 


Christian Reader, 

I intended, at first, to have given thee the trouble of a larger 
Preface to these Epistles ; but I perceived, upon second thoughts, 
that as thou shouldst be at a loss in being thereby kept up too long 
at the entry, so I should gain but little by following my first look ; 
and, therefore, I have, on purpose, forborne what I intended : 
wherein, as I have pleased myself no worse, so I am sure I have 
pleased thee much better, than if I had followed forth a design, 
whereby thou couldst have reaped so little advantage : and, there- 
fore, leaving and laying it aside, I shall confine myself to what 
doth more peculiarly relate to this great little book. 

And, in the entry, give me leave to tell thee, that as there are 
many of the Author’s Papers, both polemical and practical, which 
he intended for public use and advantage, that will never see the 
light ; because, being like the picture of Apelles, which was 
either to be perfected by his own pencil, or wholly laid aside, he 
carried his pen away with himself, leaving few r in the generation 
that would undertake to follow his notion, and finish it ; or, if 
they should essay it, it would in the issue be, humano capiti cer- 
vicem jungere equinam : upon which account the Church of God 
may lament the loss of such a Master in Israel : as the world is at 
no small loss by being robbed of so rich a treasure, which was in- 
tended for them ; so these few, which the Author did not at all 
intend for public use, are here sent abroad. He did violence to 
tho desires of many in refusing to publish them, (howbeit he was 
known to consult the satisfaction and advantage of the truly godly, 
more than his own contentment and ease,) not because he thought 
them unworthy of a scholar, as not being stuffed with a great many 
steril notions; — if any allege this, it is non causa pro causa ; — but 
the true reason why he endeavoured to suppress and conceal them 
from the world, was, lest any man should think of him above what 
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viii. 

was meet ; if not because of the abundance of revelation, which 
yet God did indeed give his suffering servant, as will be clear by 
comparing what he foresaw, both as to the work in general, and as 
to some particular persons, with the event ; yet, of the abundance 
of soul-refreshing manifestations that he had. This was the true* 
reason which made him inexorable, and kept him from listening 
to the most pressing and assiduous entreaties of his friends : he # 
had many things which commended him to the people of God ; but 
his covering his great attainments as a Christian, and the preg- 
nancy of his parts as a scholar, with the vail of humility, (which is 
the chief ornament of a gracious spirit,) as it did render him pecu- 
liarly and deservedly dear to them ; so it made both the one and 
the other shine more brightly, and did, besides their native and 
intrinsic beauty, give an adventitious brightness and lustre to all 
that great stock of grace, and store of parts, which were found, 

( rara avis in terns.) jointly in him. It was manifest to all who 
were but a little acquaint with him, that his modesty and humility 
were such, that in all his most eminent appearances for God, he 
studied to disappear, lest he should, bv standing np, be guilty of 
intercepting any part of that glory, which belongs to Him alone, 

“ of whom are all things, and for whom are all things.” Neither 
was he at any loss hereby ; for thus he became great in the King- 
dom of God. His growing downward, in that high and Gospel- 
adorning grace of humility, made him grow upward in favour with 
God and all good men ; and thus, by denying himself, and seeking 
God alone, he both found what he sought, and got what he was 
not willing to take, nor would own as his due. 

But, besides this true account which I have given why the 
world was deprived of so useful and edifying a piece to this day ; I 
think it should not pass without a remark, that God in his good 
providence, hath reserved the publication thereof, for such a time 
as this, wherein it seems to promise a singular advantage, beyond 
and above what was probably attainable at any other season. First, 
as to the suffering people of God, who, while they are deprived of 
these things in public, for the most part, which comforted them 
over all their sorrows, and while the songs of the Sanctuary, 
(because the Philistines have stopped most of these wells out of 
which they used to draw and drink with joy, that which was 
sweeter to the taste than honey to the mouth ; or they have thrown 
that into them, which hath not only made them lose their former 
relish and sweetness ;* but hath rendered them so bitter, that they 
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are now become gall and wormwood,) are turned into howling and 
bitter lamentation ; while it is thus, I say, with the people of God, 
that instead of being made glad in his bouse of prayer as formerly, 
they are sighing for the ceasing of these solemn assemblies ; they 
•may in their sad hours commune with this sufferer, who, not being 
willing to eat his morsel alone, speaks to them good words and 
comfortable. He tells you, beloved Sufferers, what a heaven is to 
be had in Christ’s company, even when ye are put to bear the 
cross, and to have shame and suffering for his sake, as your 
inseparable companion. Neither is his discourse upon this sub- 
ject, an empty or idle speculation ; nay, he speaks what he knows : 
the God for whose cause he suffered, comforted him in the like 
tribulation, and so he is in case to comfort you, by the comforts 
wherewith he himself was comforted of God. Next, as to those of 
the ministers of the Gospel, who by the violence of their adver- 
saries are driven from their flocks, (which to a godly Minister is 
the greatest of all afflictions,) such, I say, may see for strength- 
ening of their hands, while they are put to contend with these that 
are too strong for them, how this noble witness, who suffered for 
the same cause, carried, how he acquitted himself, and overcame. 
The archers shot sore at him, but his bow abode in its strength : 
the arms of his hands were made so strong, by the hand of the 
mighty God of Jacob, that he was too hard for all that entered the 
lists with him : and when they thought they had done sufficient, 
either to force him to a compliance, or to make him faint under 
the effects of their fury, by depriving him of his ministry, which 
was dearer to him than his life ; he was not by all this, so much 
put to suffering, (to speak properly,) as he was for a season 
a little removed from the noise and distraction that is abroad in 
the world, to be alone with God, — oh, blessed solitude! oh, sweet 
society ! — he was taken out of the clamour and confusion that is 
here below, up to the Mount, where he was admitted to a near 
familiarity, and experienced the sweetness of that fellowship with 
God which he had preached unto others. Though he was not 
takdn from the earth ; yet he was not only kept from the evil that 
was then, and is now, in the world ; but he enjoyed such a heaven 
under his heavy pressures, that, if the being about his Master’s 
business had not been prized by him as preferable to his own con- 
solation, he would have been in hazard of forgetting the troubles 
of Zion, and of saying, “It is good for me to be here,” but he 
was such a servant, as made it his meat and drink to do his Master’s 
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will ; he had so learned Christ, as to prefer his concernments to 
his chief joy : and, therefore, ye will find him often in these 
Epistles, feasting upon the consolations of God, with the tear in 
his eye, while he remembers Zion, and calls to mind the desolate 
condition of the flocks of Christ, particularly his own, for whom 
nothing was prepared. He found in his solitude such a measure 
of presence, as could hardly have been expected, out of the 
chamber of presence, where there is fulness of joy and pleasures 
for evermore. He knew more in this happy retirement, of the 
exercise of them who are above, — who being made kings unto God, 
have crowns upon their head, and being made priests also, sacrifice 
these to the Giver, — than he could have learned, by revolving all 
the volumes that are written, in many ages amidst the greatest out- 
ward calm and tranquillity. This is the summer fruit which grew 
out of the hard tree of the cross of Christ that he was put to bear, 
which was so sweet to his taste, that it made him disdain the 
dainties of his adversaries, and disrelish those sour and unsavoury 
delights of the sons of men, which, however they may at first seem 
to have some petty sweet in them, yet quickly set the teeth of the 
eater on edge, and are found bitter in the belly and of a bad 
digestion. These were the quiet fruits of righteousness that his 
servant reaped by his sufferings for Christ, and that in such plenty, 
that out of his abundance, he sends some baskets of these sweet 
fruits abroad amongst his friends, both to bring up a good report 
upon his liberal Lord and Master, who allows his followers, while 
they are pinched with penury of other comforts, “ full measure, 
heaped up, running over, and shaken together and upon the 
cross of Christ also, to the end it might appear, that this burden is 
so far from embittering the life of a suffering saint, that, by the 
contrary, as the sufferings of Christ abound in him, so his conso- 
lation also abounds by Jesus Christ. The publication then, I say, 
of these Epistles, seems in providence to be trysted on purpose, 
with the sufferings of his servants at this time, that we may be 
encouraged by his example, to a zealous faithfulness, and a cheerful 
suffering, and may wax bold by his bonds, under, and in which: he 
did experience much of the glorious liberty of the sons of God. 
How often do we find him preferring his confinement, to all the 
sublunary contentments of his persecutors ? Here did he feed 
upon these pure and unraixed delights, which put such gladness in 
the heart, as expels all the latent and lurking griefs that are there, 
and causes the soul, while surrounded with all outward trouble to 
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sing ; while they feed upon ashes and fill their belly with the 
east wind, who feast upon the tears of the people of God, and seem 
to have nothing else to interrupt their tranquillity, but how they 
may trouble the children of peace. It was under this restraint, 

9 and in this house of his bondage, when being shut up from, and 
spoiled of all creature-comforts, that he found the surpassing 
sweetness of the consolations of God, which taste best, when they_ 
Ve most free of the mud and mixture of other enjoyments : there 
it was where he found the truth of that saying of Augustine, 
“ Tanta est dulcedo calestis gaudii , ut si una guttula difflueret in 
Infemum , tot am amaritudinem Infemi absorberet If one drop of 
heavenly joy should fall into hell, it would swallow up, or sweeten, 
all the bitterness of that place of torment. The love of God and 
the joy of the Holy Ghost, was so abundantly shed abroad in his 
heart, while he was in the furnace, that his cross was not only 
made thereby light and easy, and his life pleasant ; but ye have 
him often saying, (because he found by these foretastes, what 
inconceivable consolation must be in the immediate vision and full 
fruition of God,) that if there were no other way, to come at the 
possession of that blessedness, he would, not only choose to swim 
through a sea of outward troubles ; but he would wade through the 
lake of fire and brimstone, to be possessed of God himself : and 
there is none, who knew the gracious sobriety of this holy man, 
that will judge he complimented in saying so: nay, there are none, 
who have found what a cool refreshing shade and abundant conso- 
lation the soul finds, in the company of the Son of man, while they 
walk with him amidst the flames of the most scorching fiery trials ; 
but they would think it strange, if he spake otherwise. Let us, 
then, be ashamed, to scaur at the cross, or at Christ’s company 
because of it ; since it bears the man who bears it. Let us resolve 
to take joyfully the loss of all things, life itself not excepted, in the 
service of such a Master, who makes us gainers by our losses, and, 
then, in a special way makes up all our wants, according to 
his riches in glory, when we have forsaken all to follow him. Let 
ug study to carry in the sight of adversaries, as men who cannot be 
made miserable by affliction ; for if we be but, indeed, faithful to 
Him, then we know that we are more happy at our worst, or 
rather that we are only in so far miserable, as we know not how 
happy we are. He who is admitted to know that he has a place in 
the heart of God, needs but care little what he meet with from the 
hand of man. This may wipe all tears from his eyes, even while 



he sighs out that sad word, 44 I am poor and needy,” that he 
knows, and is in case to add that other, 44 Yet the Lord thinketh 
upon me, and doth earnestly remember me still.” 

And by the way, (though it is neither far out of my way nor 
thine, nor eccentric to my present purpose,) let me say, that if the 
question were moved, how it comes to pass, that he found so much, 
and other worthy sufferers also before him, that these things seem 
almost dreams, incredible to us ? truly, (without speaking any 
thing of the absolute sovereignty of God, who may do with his 
own w T hat he wills, and dispense as he pleases, both as to measure 
and time,) the reason may seem to be very obvious. His, and 
their witness-bearing for Jesus Christ, did every way, and in all re- 
spects, exceed ours. They gave to God as kings, though it was of 
his own with which they served him. Their testimonies, against 
the corruptions of their times, whether in King, or in Parliament, 
or in Churchmen, 'll ad so much of ministerial faithfulness, so much 
of freedom, so much of grave and gospel-becoming boldness in 
them, so much holy zeal, even for the least of those concernments 
of the Kingdom of Christ, — upon which we are loath to state our 
sufferings, or for the keeping whereof, we are unwilling to hazard 
the loss of any thing, — that it was apparent, they loved him so well 
that they loved not their lives unto the death, and that Christ could 
require nothing of them, as a signification of their zeal for his in- 
terests, which they were not at a point to part with, and were not 
ready to give away. And he, upon the other hand, to make it ap- 
pear, that they could not serve the Lord for nothing, and to evi- 
dence his special complacency in such a zealous frame of spirit, did 
not only extraordinarily support them under their trouble, so that 
they did not sink, even when they seemed to others, to be pressed 
out of measure, and beyond strength ; but did manifest himself in 
a most familiar manner unto them, so that when they were almost 
at this, that they had not whereupon to lay their head, they had 
then free access, to lean it and lay it on his bosom. In a word, 
God did declare, that he thought nothing too great, or too good 
for them who gave themselves away so entirely to him : so that if 
the question were asked at God, Whence is it, that there is so vast a 
difference, betwixt his dealing with his former witnesses, and those 
who now give some kind of testimony to his name ? he could quickly 
silence and put to shame the movers of that question, by sending ub 
back, to see what a difference there is, betwixt what these worthies 
did and suffered for him, and what we have done ; though under 
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more obligations, at least subjective, under more oaths, covenants, 
engagements, protestations, and these often reiterated, then many 
of them were. He met them, as men whose hearts were lifted up 
in the ways of the Lord, as men who rejoiced in and wrought 
righteousness, and could neither be flattered nor frowned out of 
their fidelity and freedom ; and he hides himself from us, ashamed, 
as it were, of such witnesses, whose very testimony is so unworthy 
•of such a Master, and so f.ir short of what it ought to be, as if, 
indeed, we were ashamed of him and of his truth, or thought the 
torn and the lame a sufficient sacrifice for him. It was not the 
main question with those men, in a suffering time, how much they 
might let go, and yet keep the suhstantials of religion, or, how long 
they should be silent, out of fear, lest while they endeavoured to 
acquit themselves faithfully, they should both be reputed rash and 
imprudent, and provoke the magistrate, by venting their needless 
jealousies, to do what he intended not. They did not think it 
enough to give some oblique intimation of their dislike, or half 
signification of their detestation of those courses, whereby they 
conceived their Master’s interests wronged, his prerogative en- 
croached upon, and the whole endangered. Nay, nay, those men 
of God who knew the times and what Israel had to do, thought 
such a carriage unworthy of the ambassadors of Christ, who are set 
for the defence of the Gospel ; and, even upon the matter of but 
as a couching of asses under the burden, they would sooner have 
parted with their lives, than with one hoof of what belonged to 
their Master. They thought it more worthy of a watchman, to 
put all on their guard upon the least appearance of the approach 
of an enemy, than suffer themselves to be shamefully surprised in 
their security: and they thought it more like the good soldiers of 
Jesus Christ, to cover the ground where they stood with their dead 
bodies, than, as afraid or terrified by their adversaries in anything, 
to make a dishonourable retreat. He, who would have put them 
from witnessing a good confession, when the danger of the work 
of God called them to cry aloud and not to spare, behoved not 
only to have threatened them, (for that would not have done the 
business, they being men of such metal, as could have looked death 
out of countenance in its most formidable shape, and carried, in the 
face of all opposition, as those whom no affliction could make miser- 
able,) but to silence them perfectly, he behoved to have sent them 
into the other world ; which could not be terrible to them who had 
the certain expectation, that, if so dismissed, they should take up 
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their place amongst the souls under the altar, slain for the word of 
God and their testimony which they held. And I may say pa rtic u- 
larly to the commendation of the grace of God, in this his faithful 
servant, (who having served his generation according to the will of 
God, is now fallen asleep,) that to the observation of all, he never , 
was afraid of the face of man, in appearing for the interests of 
Christ; neither knew he what it was to be silent, when he saw 
these in hazard: nay, he was such a son of Levi, as knew neither* 
friend nor brother in the matters of God : which blessed disposi- 
tion did accompany him to his grave ; though such was the indul- 
gence of his Master to so faithful a servant, that he would have him 
to die in peace — though he denied him not the honour of a martyr, 
dyh)g under a sentence of confinement to his own house — plucking 
him out of the jaws of a bloody death, wherewith he was threatened, 
and which was intended for him, by them whose indignation had 
almost come to that height, as to say upon the matter, u Bring him 
hither upon the bed that we may kill him for not being satisfied 
with the testimony of the physicians, or of the magistrates, or of 
the ministers of the place, certifying, that he was not able to travel 
to Edinburgh, as by the sequel was too sadly confirmed, he was 
confined in his own house, when he was not able to go abroad, and 
put to shame in that place, where he had deservedly gained the re- 
pute of one of the most learned and successfully laborious doctors, 
that ever had filled that chair, and one of the most faithful and dili- 
gent ministers that ever watched over, or laboured amongst a people. 

Ah, Scotland ! Scotland ! whither hast thou caused thy shame to 
go ? If it had been an enemy who had sought to deal thus with 
thy seers and faithful prophets, it had become thee better, to have 
hid these by fifties in caves, from the fury of their enemies, or, if 
thou couldst not have preserved the lives of such worthies, either 
to have died with them, or to have made it appear that thou livedst 
only, to lament the loss of a greater treasure, than if thou hadst 
lost all the gold of India and Ophir : but, — for thy own sword to 
devour thy own prophets, and that under the colour of law ! what 
canst thou say for this that will satisfy ? What apology canst thou 
make to God, for misusing his prophets, and shedding the blood 
of the just in the midst of thee ? What canst thou say for satisfy- 
ing the nations, who have heard of the renown of those men, those 
precious sons of Zion comparable to fine gold, who have been 
dashed in pieces in the midst of thee, and dealt with, as earthen 
pitchers, the work of the hands of the potter ? Wilt thou not be 
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speechless, and not have wherewith to answer him that reproveth 
and reproacheth thee ? Canst thou look forward, and not blush to 
think, what succeeding generations will say of thee ? What wilt 
thou say, when it shall be asked, by One whom thou must answer, 
What manner of men were those whose blood thou didst shed ? 

* However thou hast represented them now as malefactors, that thou 
mightest deal so with them ; yet then must thou say that all of 
# them were as the sons of kings. Ah, Scotland! Scotland! the 
most solemnly engaged to God, and the most guilty and ungrateful 
of all the nations under the heaven ! dost thou not fear after all 
this, the cry of the souls under the altar, “ saying, with a loud 
voice, How long, O Lord, holy and true, dost thou not judge and 
avenge our blood, on them that dwell on the earth ?” Thou wast 
once made use of as a carpenter, to stay the horns of them, who 
did punish the inheritance of the Lord ,* but now, the spirit of the 
horns has entered into the carpenters ; and dost thou think thyself 
secure after all this ? It is true that there is no visible power or 
party upon earth, of whom thou hast much reason to be afraid ; 
but, remember that He who is higher than the highest regardeth. 
He will make inquisition for the blood of his saints which thou hast 
shed, and for his interests. If thou wilt fear nothing else, let me 
recommend the Scythians’ fear unto thee, of whom it is reported, 
that they fear nothing, but that the heavens shall fall upon them. 
Alas! if thy enemy be above thee, how wilt thou guard thy head, 
or secure thy heart, when he gives the blow, and recompenses thy 
way upon thine own head ? But, if thou wilt still go on, and, 
instead of smiting on thy thigh and saying, u What have I done ?*’ 
wilt harden thyself and think to prosper, I shall desire grace to 
have such a frame of soul, as to weep for thee in secret. 

But to return to my purpose, from which this sad meditation 
has a little withdrawn me ; though such, I say, was the tenderness 
of his Master to this servant ; yet, when he had nothing else to 
complain of, (being for many days together before his death, filled 
with as much joy of the Holy Ghost as he could hold,) he went 
away regretting this, (though with a sweet submission to his 
Master’s will,) that he died not in that bed of honour, and was not 
brought forth, to breathe out his life and last upon a scaffold, since 
his Master was dealing such favours amongst his followers — for to 
some, (and eternally blessed be He who carried them honourably 
through !) it was given, not only to believe, but also to suffer, and 
to the conviction of their enemies, as men who seemed rather to 
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triumph over that king of terrors, than to be daunted by bis 
dreadful aspect — and, since he was taking such proofs of the fidelity 
and affection of some of his followers. It will not be amiss, for 
this purpose, to insert his own words which were taken from his 
mouth, not once, but often reiterated : u Now,” said that faithful 
servant, even when he was upon the threshold of glory, ready to 
receive the immortal crown, “ my tabernacle is weak, and I would 
think it a more glorious way of going hence, to lay down my life e 
for the cause, at the Cross of Edinburgh or St. Andrew’s ; but I 
submit to my Master’s will.” Is it any wonder then, I say, since 
his, and those other worthy men’s way in witnessing for God, was 
so unlike ours, and so far beyond what is to be found in our faint 
appearances for him, as that the one keeps no proportion with the 
other ; that there should he so remarkable a difference, betwixt his 
bearing witness to, and testifying his complacency in what they did, 
and what we do : if there be, as for the most part there is, some 
proportion betwixt the dispensation of God, and the disposition of 
men, — what wonder, that he who admitted them to the nearest 
familiarity with himself, deals thus with us, and so let us know his 
breach of promise. Nay, if there be anything strange, and to be 
wondered at in this, it is rather, that he has not been more terrible 
to us, by writing his displeasure against our lukewarmness in greater 
characters ; than that we have not been more indulgently dealt 
with. It exceeds all our other concernments, to lay this to heart, 
and seriously to consider, whether this be not the very thing that 
makes him keep at a distance from us. I suppose, that upon a very 
overly search, and survey of our way, it will be found, that by our 
unworthy carriage in his matters, we have rewarded this evil to our 
own souls. Our suffering, (if it deserves that name,) is with less 
edification and advantage to the Church, and less comfort to our 
own souls : because if our testimony be weighed in the balance of 
the Sanctuary, it will be found light, and to want many pounds, 
not only of what it ought to have, but what theirs had whose work 
was found perfect before God. But if we be really desirous, to be 
dealt with as they were, (and what is so desirable, next to heaven, 
and the coming of the Kingdom of the Son of God upon the earth,) 
let us endeavour to carry as they did. Were they not men of the 
like passions and infirmities with us ? why then, should we not aim, 
to be men of the like faithfulness and zeal with them ? Then it is, 
that we may hope to have sweet and halcyon days in his service ; 
such as will make us the envy of our enemies, a comfort to our 
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friends, and an ornament to our possession. Hereby shall a good 
report be brought up upon the ways of God, and we shall be living 
witnesses that godliness, with all disadvantages, and when accom- 
panied with the fiery trial, is great gain, and hath its hundred-fold 
in this life, even with persecution. Let us study to be like them in 
• going about our Master’s work, and then we have rational ground 
to hope, that He who showed by his dealing with the cloud of wit- 
nesses that went before us, and do still compass us about, and calP 
us to follow on, that he was not unrighteous, to forget their zeal in 
doing, their patience in suffering, their work and labour of love ; 
will also remember us, with the favour that he bore to those who 
went before us. Then, may we expect that he will say to our souls 
in secret, when we have faithfully acquitted ourselves for him in 
public, 41 Go your ways now, and eat your bread, though it be 
brown, with joy, and drink your drink, though it be not wine, with 
a merry heart ; for I have accepted your works, and these are come 
up in remembrance with me.” Oh, but one of these hours which 
Mr. Rutherford had in God’s company, were worth many gears’ 
suffering and sweating in the heat of the day ! 

I know that the Prelates, and their party, will think themselves 
at a lo-s, to hear of it, or have it .said, that God did admit to such 
familiarity with himself, his faithful witness against the wickedness 
of their way — 1 grant indeed, that it is a special prejudice to them, 
for though it be strange, yet they who persecute his favourites and 
followers, would ever be thought to do God good service — but lest 
I should seem to say, that there was some singularity in God’s 
dealing with him, — which 1 know would grate the ear of one of 
them, who pretends to be the chief among the rest, that had a par- 
ticular spleen against this eminent servant of Jesus Christ, — I need 
not trouble the world with telling them who he is, that being no 
secret, though I know not whether he would blush to have it said, 
that he hated and persecuted a man so greatly beloved of God, and 
dear to all his people, or, if he would not rather boast of it : (I owe 
him the charity that the latter of the two will be his choice, and 
that for fear of being charmed, he will stop his ear from hearing 
that, “ Why persecutest thou me?” and will essay to justify him* 
self, and satisfy others, by saying, according to his accustomed 
candour and conscience, that he was a ringleader amongst the Fana* 
tics:) — it will sound harsh, also, I know, in the ears of them who, 
in joining with him, have served themselves heirs to those who 
went before them, in persecuting him, and such faithful mea as he 



was : (for as they have come in their places, so they persist in their 
practices, only with this difference, that in making havock of the 
Church of God, they outdo all that ever made apostasy to that way, 
and run at that rate, in endeavouring the ruin of the work of re- 
formation, as if they were afraid to be outrun by any who should 
come after them, or to have it said, that there had ever been men, 
who, with more malice did persecute, and stretch forth their hands, 
not against certain of the disciples, but against the whole Church 
of God :) — Reader, pardon I pray thee, that I now and then digress 
in a parenthesis, while these men come my way ; for thou knowest 
very well according to the proverb, that the devil should have his 
due ; and I desire to do them justice, and here I close it: — if they 
should take it ill, I say, to have so much said to the advantage of 
this worthy man, if it will be acceptable to them to hear it, I have 
a mind to gratify them so far, as to say, that Mr. Rutherford was 
not alone in this, for as his practice in that opposition, was not 
peculiar to himself, (seeing he but walked in the way of them who 
left him an example, to continue with Christ in his temptations,) 
so his privileges were not so peculiar to himself, that he had none 
to share with him : and, therefore, I say, if they can reap any satis- 
faction by having it said, (or, if they have a mind still to quarrel, 
see if there be any of them in case to convict me of a falsehood,) 
that God made it known, not only to themselves, but to the world, 
how highly he esteemed the fidelity of others, also, before him, who 
were his constant witnesses against the introducing and establishing 
of prelacy in Scotland. He not only made themselves find what 
favourites they were, by putting them, (if I may say so,) upon his 
secrets : — for Mr. Davidson, Mr. Welsh, Mr, Bruce, and many 
others of the valiant soldiers of Christ and worthy witnesses in their 
time, were known to have been prophets, (which I could evince by 
many particular passages, but they deserve a more honourable men- 
tion — and it may be some will undertake it — than to be shut up 
within the limits of a parenthesis,) particularly renowned Mr. 
Welsh, who at home, and abroad in France, was taken notice of, 
as an extraordinary man, and as a servant from whom his Master 
did not conceal what he was about to do : but not one word has 
fallen to the ground, of all that, which by that seer was foretold 
concerning the trouble of Scotland : — Has not the sword of stran- 
gers, according to his prediction, been made drunk with the blood 
of the slain ? is not Christ crucified this day in Scotland, which he 
foresaw would follow ?~ yea, and buried too ; and for fear that he 
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shall rise again, there is by the procurement of the Chief Priests, a 
watch set, the great stone rolled to the mouth of the sepulchre is 
sealed, and all made as sure as they can : because if he rise upon 
them again, this last error will prove worse than the first by far : — 
the Lord, I say, has fulfilled in every circumstance the word of his 
servant hitherto ; only the last part of it is not yet accomplished, 
wherein he foretells of the glorious resurrection of Christ crucified 
and buried in Scotland ; but the exact accomplishment of the for- 
mer, puts us in expectation of the latter, notwithstanding that the 
great stone of an Act Rescissory and many subsequent acts suitable 
to that sad one, is rolled to the mouth of the sepulchre, and not- 
withstanding that the priests, (the Prelates, I should say,) have by 
their importunity, procured an order from the magistrate to make 
it as sure as they can, and, being now clothed with the formality of 
that law whereby he was crucified, (for alas we have a law now, by 
which law he must die !) they are most diligent in setting their 
watches and making all fast. This is the thing, I say, that his 
sad-hearted disciples are in expectation of; notwithstanding all the 
endeavours of his enemies to the contrary, and then prelacy in 
Scotland will breathe out its life and last together: for between 
Christ’s rising and reigning, and their falling, there has ever been 
seen amongst us, a certain connexion : and truly for as great an 
enemy as they may think me, I would make a very friendly overture 
unto them, — I grant I come to counsel uncalled, and I hope also, 
that my soul shall never enter into their secrets, — and this is the 
advice I have to give them, that they would even look so far before 
their nose, as to make their testament, so long as they are in case 
to go to kirk and market ; but I fear that I lose my labour ; for ere 
ever Judas will part with his pieces, he is in the next door to bang 
himself, and who can help it. God not only dealt thus with them, I 
say, as to put them upon his secrets ; but he made their very enemies 
take notice of them ofttimes, as men that had been with Jesus. 
Has it not been the heart-staying, and hand-strengthening remark 
amongst the servants and people of God in our native land, espe- 
cially in a declining time, that God did singularly shine from heaven 
upon, and show his satisfaction in the way, and towards the persons 
of those of his servants, who stood firm in their opposition to pre- 
lacy ; and that he did as signally, one way or other, either sooner 
or later, give significations of his dislike of the way and persons of 
them who turned aside to these crooked courses ? and was it ever 
^jmore visible, as to the latter part, than at this day ? — It may be that 
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they will think it sufficient to convince me of a lie, that their great* 
ness and grandeur is such, as if they had monopolized to themselves 
all the riches and honour of, the nation; but, if they will have 
patience to hear me to amen, I may possibly convince them of a 
truth they are not willing to hear ; for I not only grant, that they 
have forgotten their Master’s directions, inhibiting them to lift up * 
themselves above their brethren ; but I will grant them this also, 
(for they must have much given them,) that they have carried aw r ay 
the primacy and precedency from the nobility, on whose necks they 
now trample; but when all this is granted them, yet they have not 
convinced me of telling an untruth: they must have leave to put 
out mine and other men’s eyes besides, (which we are not willing to 
give them — though if any man would gratify his Grace, and their 
Lordships, he must part with these in the first place ; for an implicit 
faith is the basis and foundation of their kingdom of darkness ; 
without which, it would fall about their ears, and overwhelm them 
in the rubbish ; and that would he very sad to them, for I suspect 
they have no great mind to die,) before this come so much as under 
debate, almost with indifferent men, whether God he angry at their 
way? — his very giving of them up to persecute his people and ser- 
vants, says nothing, if it say not this, that, whatever be their out- 
ward prosperity, he has classed them with Pharaoh, in pouring out 
his plagues upon their heart: — is not this seen, that so soon as a 
man becomes serious in the seeking of God ; he becomes the butt 
of their malice, and the mark against which they bend their bow, 
and shoot the arrows of their indignation ? — and so soon as any 
begins to mind seriously the concernments of his soul, then, sine 
rnonitore , he falls into a dislike with them and their way: — I do- not 
say, that all who hate the Prelates are saints, for there is sufficient 
in their way to make them odious to others ; hut is not this known, 
that those who once begin to set their face towards God, turn their 
back upon them? I am sure that this observation does seldom fail, 
or can be proved false in our native land: and then, on the other 
hand, since these men were exalted, do not the wicked walk on 
every side? — is there not a profane spirit, the constant attendant of 
Episcopacy in Scotland, broken loose in the land ? — is there not 
such a flood of impiety running through the land, carrying most 
men down the current, as, in time passed, has hardly been seen?— 
has not this leprosy spread itself over the whole land, so that we 
are an abomination, and a talk to all about us? — anti if any would 
endeavour to accomplish a diligent search, to find out the fountain 
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that casts forth this mire and dirt, to the defiling of the land, and 
defacing of the congregations, he would it may be, find it where it 
ought least to be expected : these streams of impiety and impurity 
run from the Sanctuary; hence is it, that profanity goes forth 
through the whole land : and can it otherwise be when so many 
« faithful ministers are driven away, and men put into their places to 
handle the law, of most of whom, without breach of charity, it may- 
be said, that they know not God, and care not for the souls of his 
people? — it is under the shadow of this plant, (which, because it is 
not of our heavenly Father’s planting, we live under the expectation, 
and, though our eyes should be shut before we can see it, we hope 
to die in the faith, of its being plucked up,) that these weeds have 
grown up, so that, alas! the vineyard of the Lord of hosts, is now 
no more like his inclosure : it bringeth forth briers and thorns 
instead of good fruit. He planted the Church of Scotland a noble 
vine, wholly a right seed;” bufslnce it became a seminary for Pre- 
lates, the conversation of the generality proclaims this, that we are 
turned into “the degenerate plant of a strange vine unto him:’’ — 
this is the prelatica! reformation, which is suitable to itself all along: 
for having purged out of the Church, the faithful ministers of Christ, 
(and the few who are yet remaining, being in expectation of the 
same lot,) what can follow among the people, but that the land 
should be drowned with a deluge of profanity? and are we not for 
the most part, (oh, if with a suitable measure of sorrow I could 
make mention of it!) as the children of the Ethiopians to him? 
are not our spots unlike the spots of his people?— this observation, 
I say, as it was a very heart-staying consideration in former times, 
and was instead of many arguments amongst them who were no 
great disputants ; so I hope, (since it never was more evident,) that 
it will still prove a heart-establishing consideration in the u faith 
once delivered to the saints.*’ 

Reader, how desirous soever thou mayest be, to have dead Mr* 
Rutherford to live in the hearts of the present and succeeding 
generations, by an account of his singularly gracious life, and au- 
swerahly glorious death : yet, I shall not, (for that would lead me a 
length beyond the just limits of an Epistle, where, contrary to my 
purpose, I find myself almost arrived already,) be able to satisfy 
thy desire, nor answer thy expectation. It is not my present work 
to tell thee of his beiug a gentleman by extraction : of his being 
educated at schools and colleges, wh ere he was admired for the 
pregnancy of his parts, and deservedly looked upon, even then, as 
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a person of whom great things might be expected : of his being 
pitched upon for a profession of Philosophy by the College of 
Edinburgh, (where he was educated,) when he was yet very 
young: of his being called thence to the ministry in Anwoth, (to 
which charge he entered, by the means of that worthy nobleman 
my Lord Kenmure, without giving any engagement to the Bishop,) 1 
where he laboured night and day with great success, the whole 
country being to him, and accounting themselves, as his peculiar < 
flock — there it was, where he wrote that great masterpiece of 
learning against the Arminians, (which yet was but a compend of 
what he then intended,) his 41 Exercitationes Apologetic® of 
his persecution by the Prelates, who were so sound in the faith, as 
to challenge and accuse him for writing that book : of his being 
called before their High Commission Court, when he appeared and 
declined it, as none of the courts of Christ, — nor was there need 
of any thing else for a confirmation that it came not from on high, 
but from below, save its procedure ; for its acts had the very die 
and visage of hell upon them : if they will plead that it is from 
above, they will be puzzled to pitch upon a period, or fix upon any 
other time when it came down, except with the fallen angels ; but 
it may be that this please such angels of the Church, (so they will 
be called,) for they boast much of antiquity: and truly that which 
gives ground for this conjecture, that it came down from heaven 
in that company, is, that it persecutes the saints, and the servants 
pf The Most High ; and if there were none such upon earth, it 
would have no work, — and was, by this High Commission put 
from his ministry, and sent to Aberdeen, where the doctors found 
to their confusion, that the Puritans were clergymen as well as 
they : of his returning to his former charge, upon that happy 
change of affairs, in the year 1638 : and of his being shortly after 
sent to the profession of Theology in the University of St. Andrew’s 
by the General Assembly, where he was also called to be worthy 
Mr. Blair’s colleague in the ministry, which being the seat of the 
Archprelate, was the very nursery of all superstition in worship 
and error in doctrine, and the sink of all profanity in conversation 
amongst the students ; but where God did so singularly second his 
servant’s indefatigable pains, both in teaching in the schools, and in 
preaching in the congregation,that it became forthwith a Lebanon, 
out of which were taken cedars for building the house of the Lord 
through the whole land; not a few of whom are this day, amongst 
these, who have 'obtained mercy of the Lord, to be his faithful 
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witnesses, against Scotland’s present, shameful and unparalleled 
defection : of his being sent with other worthy ministers, by the 
General Assembly, to the famous Synod at London; where, during 
the time of his abode, he published several pieces : in a word, of 
]iis unparalleled painfulness, and holy zeal in being about his 
Master’s business ; so that he seemed to pray constantly, to preach 
constantly, to catechise constantly, to be still in visiting the sick, in „ 
^shorting from house to house, to teach as much in the schools, 
and to spend as much time with the young men, as if he had been 
sequestered from all the world besides, and withal, to write as 
much, as if he had been constantly shut up in his closet, (sufficient 
proof whereof, hath been given to the world, by the many pieces 
which he hath published ; but the great bulk of manuscripts which 
he hath left behind him, and which must lie buried with himself, 
will put this further out of doubt,) so that one Mr. Rutherford 
seemed to be many able, godly men in one, or one who was furnished 
with the grace, and abilities of many : — it is not, I say, my present 
purpose ; to give any particular account to the world of these ; or 
of the many things he had to wrestle with, especially towards the 
end of his days, and of his edifying death — that may be done here- 
after, by a more dexterous hand, and skilful pen, with much ad- 
vantage and edification to the Church of God : — only I may say, 
that if amongst the heathens, Hercules was looked upon, as so far 
both above the applause of any who undertook to commend him, 
and beyond the reach of the obloquy and reproach of any who had 
so fallen out with his wits, as to derogate from his worth ; that it 
was a problem amongst them, whether he who undertook to praise 
him, or he who vented any thing to his prejudice did commit the 
greatest solecism, (though it was but belluina gloria whereof he 
could boast ;) I suppose, with more reason, among them who know 
better to make the true parallel betwixt things that differ, and are 
more fit to judge of that which is of true worth, and great price in 
the sight of God, I should seem more ridiculous to say much to the 
advantage of the Author, whose praise, without the help of my 
[blunt pen, is in all the Churches of Christ ; whose manner of life, 

; 1 P a ^ g°^hne8S and holy conversation, rendered him dear to the 
j an( ^ w ho left his name for a blessing to the 

| chosen of God. He was a true John the Baptist indeed, totus vox , 

I a voice in habit, gesture, and conversation. In a word, in his life, 

| and at his death, he obtained that mercy of the Lord, even when 
he said nothing, to preach to all who beheld his conversation, 
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(which was observed to be in heaven, while he conversed amongst 
men,) that there was nothing good ; but to draw near to God. 
And now, being got up above, amongst these pages of honour, 
who wait upon the King’s own person, and having taken up his 
place amongst the spirits of just men made perfect, (after which 
this saint often panted, and for which he prayed night and day,) he 
doth, by these Epistles which he hath left behind him, (wherein 
thou wilt perceive how his soul was d’rawiTlorth in incessant long- 
ings after that whereof he is now possessed,) cry aloud to yo u his 
companions, the saints that are in the world, to come up hither 
and see that, which cannot be 6een while ye are there ; that, which 
is only worth the seeing, that which, if it were known, would make 
you quarrel with death for delaying to shut your eyes upon other 
objects. “ Leave the dark world,” does he say, u and come up 
hither to this blessed land of light, w here all our childish thoughts 
of God are gone, and evanished in this noonday vision, where the 
understanding is fully illuminated, and there is no cloud to benight 
or eclipse the soul in its uptakings of God, where the will has a 
thorough compliance with, and a perfect complacency in the will of 
God, where the affections do eternally run in a straight line to- 
wards him, and are for ever put beyond hazard of being diverted 
towards any other thing, or of being enamoured with any other 
object.” 

Though I have no purpose, to insist on the particulars of his life, 
or death, yet before I close this section, there are two things which 
I cannot, I ought not, for all the haste, to conceal or let pass with- 
out a remark, because one was looked upon by many, as a thing 
very observable, and the other will, I know, be taken notice of, and 
welcomed by all the people of God. The first relates to the time 
when this faithful labourer was removed to his rest, which was the 
night following that dark, and dismal day, wherein the Act Rescis- 
sory was past ; the Lord thereby showing a special piece of indul- 
gence to his servant, in not adding grief to his sorrow, but hiding 
it from those eyes, which had accustomed themselves to trickle 
down without intermission, both for what he saw, and what he fore- 
saw. Since t he Parliam ent Jn Scotland, so solemnly engaged to 
God, would at once burst all these bonds, and cast away these cords 
from them, which were neither our bondage nor our burden, but 
the badge of that glorious liberty, whereinto with a strong hand he 
had vindicated us ; and, upon the matter, they would needs say to 
the God, whose sworn subjects and servants they were, u Be gone 



PREFACE. 


XXV. 


from us/’ he would not let this faithful servant, (whose zeal to 
the work of God was such, that if the report of this shameful re- 
volt had not killed him at the first hearing outright ; yet it alone 
without any other sickness, would have been more than enough to 
^have brought down his head with sorrow to the grave,) see another 
sun arise upon that land, out of which the Sun of righteousness 
was banished by a law : and, alas ! who would desire to dwell, 
where Christ may not reside, with freedom, honour, and safety ? 
Who, that prefer Jerusalem to their chief joy, would love to out- 
live the departing of the glory? Might not Jesus Christ have said 
to our Parliament, “ For which of my good deeds is it, that ye 
stone me ? Have I been a wilderness or land of drought unto you? 
Were ye not honourable and renowned amongst the churches abroad, 
after ye became precious in my sight ? Did I not make your adver- 
saries sensible, that he who touched you, touched the apple of mine 
eye, so long as ye were steadfast in my Covenant ; and, even after 
ye had left your first love, and declined from the integrity of your 
espousals, I only visited this transgression with the rod, and this 
iniquity with stripes ; nevertheless, my loving-kindness did I not 
utterly take from you, nor suffered 1 my faithfulness to fail : though 
I punished you as a Nation, I dwelt amongst you as a Church ; and 
I did not remove your teachers into corners, but your eyes did see 
them, and ye did still hear the joyful sound, and, as if all that had 
been too little, I gave you the desire of your heart, restored you to 
your civil liberties, which ye had sinned away, and set you down in 
a free Parliament. And do ye thus requite me? What! is this 
my entertainment, where I was once crowned and cried up for a 
King ? What a strange and astonishing change is this, that the 
very persons who swore unto me the oath of allegiance, and did 
sing in my company, spreading their garments in the way with 
shouting, are now crying, 1 Crucify him ! crucify him !’ Shall I 
not have whereupon to lay my head, except it be on a cold stone in 
a prison, amongst a people, who after a most solemn manner, had 
given themselves away unto me ? Can these be the very men who, 
with hands lifted up to Heaven, did so often, and so solemnly swear, 
before my Father, and before his holy angels, and in the sight of all 
the nations, that they would be mine ; and that I should have their 
lives and fortunes at my disposal ? Is it possible that these are the 
men, who carried, as if they would have plucked out their very eyes 
and given them unto me, who now plat a crown of thorns and put 
it upon my head ? Is this the Nation and Parliament, who sworo 
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that they would serve the Lord their God, and that according to 
the pattern showed them in the mount, and bound their soul to his 
obedience by an oath, and as they should answer to him, or expect 
a comfortable appearance before the Judge of quick and dead ? Are 
they/* might he say, “ the very same persons, or is it another gene- 
ration, who have not heard of that solemn transaction betwixt me 
and the Nation, who have used me worse than the very Gadarenes ? 
Though these were void of religion ; yet they had so much civility 
as to compliment me out of their coasts and pray me to be gone, 
without committing any other act of hostility against me, or beat- 
ing me out of their borders with tuck of drum ; but now, shall it 
be by a law, sedition, and treason, to assert any obligation to me, 
from all these oaths ? shall it be a note of incapacity for auy place 
of trust in Church or State, to say, that the land is under the oath 
of God, and that no power on earth can loose themselves, or make 
void that obligation as to others ; nay, that the formal abjuring of 
these engagements to me, shall be, if not the unum necessarium ; yet 
the sine qua non , to qualify a man, for any public employment ?” 
Ah, Scotland 1 by dealing thus with thy covenanted God, what hast 
thou done ? May not God who was thy own God expostulate with 
thee, as he did with that people, (Jer. ii. 10 — 12.) Go abroad 
amongst the nations, turn over all history sacred and profane : call 
for the records of the nations, and see, if in these, thou canst find 
any who have dealt with their god as thou hast done ? A precedent 
thou mayest possibly find ; but a parallel in every respect thou canst 
not. Thou art singular, ancTEy thyself, in committing these two 
evils, (but such two, as are comprehensive of all others : such two, 
as a third is not possible ;) departing from the living God, and dig- 
ging to thyself broken cisterns that can hold no water. Thou wilt 
find what folly is in this, (1 wish it be not too late,) to pain thyself 
in forsakingthe Fountain of all consolation, and in digging an empty 
cistern, and that a broken one too ; as it hath nothing in it, so it 
can hold nothing if it had it : is not this to commit two such evils 
as make a soul or a nation truly miserable ? — and yet this hast thou 
done. Oh 1 may not the Heavens be astonished and horribly afraid 
at this requital which we have given unto Jesus Christ ? Yea, we 
were so bent on backsliding, and so hasty and head-strong in de- 
parting from him, that we seemed to have lost, together with our 
loyalty to the Son of God, all respect to our own reputation, — as 
it often falls out, that men lose the better part of their reason, to- 
getEer witfilfieir religion ; he who lets go the one, does seldom re- 
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tain the other, — for by that very vote, (never to be mentioned, with- 
out tears aud detestation,) whereby Christ was robbed of his prero- 
gative, they did, besides their design, divest themselves of their own 
privileges, and, while they unking Him whom God hath made King 
«n Zion, — or do that which he will account so, — they unparliament 
themselves — dirum omen to them, and it may be, a token for good 
to the Nation — l nothing doubt , but some of the most sagacious 
amongst them saw this then, (though the generality, without con- 
sidering either the ditch they were digging for themselves, by what 
they did ; or the danger that would follow upon their falling into 
it, suffered themselves to be carried down with the current, and 
did run as they were driven,) or they have had time enough since, 
to think in what capacity they could sit, and act, after that vote ; — 
for all laws being then repealed, which did exauctorate the Prelates, 
and incapacitate them for sitting, as one of the Estates in Parlia- 
ment, and these laws then, only being in force, which made them 
an integral and essential part of the High Court of Parliament, the 
Third Estate was wanting while they were away, without which the 
, other two were not in capacity to act as a Parliament : and if so, 
they may at their own leisure consider, whether the precious blood 
which they did shed after that vote, before the close of that session, 
may not be required at their hands ; as they would do well, to think 
what they would answer before men, if the question were asked, 
“ Quo warranto did ye shed this blood ?” It may be, that they 
would find themselves further to seek, as to what to say for satis- 
fying any, than they found these worthies in answering all the accu- 
sations of their accusers. But what shall I say ? It were more 
fit, to weep over this than to write it, and to cry unto Him against 
whom this is done, u Wilt thou refrain thyself for these things, 
O Lord ? Wilt thou hold thy peace and afilict us very sore ?” 
Alas ! w'e made such haste to pull down that beautiful house, 
wherein we and our fathers had praised him, and to overturn the 
very foundations of the dwelling-place of his name to the very 
ground ; that in our precipitation to raze it, we have buried our- 
selves under the rubbish ; for they are blind who do not see the 
men who have done this, snared in the work of their own hands : 
and this, till more come, should make the people of God sing a 
Higgaion-Selah. 0, if all who have had a hand in it would in time 
bethink themselves I Surely in that reflection, if they were seri- 
ous, they would smite on their thigh, and say, “ Alas ! what have 
we done ?” 
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The second thing that I have to acquaint thee with, and wherein 
I know that, (if thou be one of them, who take pleasure in the dust 
of Zion’s demolished walls,) thou wilt have a special complacency, 
is, that, as his servant did with much sorrow of soul foresee Scot- 
land’s shameful revolt, (which is plain by the last letter in this book,)' 
so, his Lord and Master, put him so far on his secrets, as to let 
him see a delivery to the church on the other side of it. Let us 
have but patience ; there is a plaudite for the saints and a song of 
praise for the Most High, after this storm is over and ended. 
Mourn we may and ought ; but let us mourn in hope ; for he is 
the Lord Jehovah who will hasten it in his time : which as it cannot 
be antedated by us, so it shall not lie in the power of all that oppose 
themselves to postpone it. And to that purpose, besides what thou 
mayest see in the last letter of this book, I shall set down some of 
his own words without either comment, alteration, or addition. 
Upon the last of February, 1661 ; which was about a month before 
he died, at the close of a large Testimony which he gave to the 
Work of Reformation ; these were his words, (after he had been 
speaking of suffering for Christ,) — 44 Blessed soul,” said he, u w T ho' 
loves not his life to death : for on such rests the Spirit of Glory 
and of God, (1 Pet. iv. 14.) But we cannot say, but this is a day 
of darkness, and a day of blasphemy, and rebuke. The Lord hath 
covered himself with a cloud in his anger. We looked for peace 
but beheld evil, our souls rejoiced when his Majesty did swear the 
covenant of God, and put thereto his seal and subscription, and 
after confirmed it by his royal promise, so, that the subjects’ mind 
blessed the Lord, and rested upon the healing word of a prince ; 
but now, alas! the contrary is enacted by law, the carved work is 
broken down, ordinances are defaced, so that we are brought to 
the former bondage and chaos of prelatical confusion and anarchy ! 
and the royal prerogative due to Christ, is pulled off his head. 
We have seen days of sorrow, and have just cause to fear we be 
made to read, and eat that book, wherein is written, 4 lamentation, 
and mourning, and wo but we are to believe, that Christ will not 
so depart from the land, but that a remnant shall he saved, and 
that he shall reigu a victorious, conquering king to the ends of the 
earth. Oh, that there were nations, kindreds, tongues, and all the 
people of Christ’s habitable world, encompassing his throne with 
cries, and tears from tbe spirit of supplication, promised to be 
poured upon the inhabitants of Judah, for that effect.” Thus he 
closed his Testimony. I shall only add another passage to this 
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purpose. About two hours and an half before he was removed ; 
amongst other things he spake, which did relish of heaven, and 
refreshed the souls of all that heard them, he had this expression : — 
“ I do nowise doubt of it, but Christ will arise and wound his 
inemies in their loins.” This only was taken, but the observer 
says that he had many to the same purpose. Now this was that 
very night, wherein the Act Rescissory was passed ; as if God, who 
hfid taken notice of such an high affront done to him, would let his 
dying servant know, to the end he might communicate it to others, 
that he would not only repeal that act, but that he would rescind 
the rescinders. A wound in the loins, when the blow is given by 
the hand of Him who is God Almighty, must prove mortal. If he 
wound them there, they must fall, though they were stronger than 
lions ; “ for who may stand before him, when once he is angry?” 
The men of might will not find their hands, when the party they 
engage with, is the Omnipotent God. When men are become so 
high, that they are too hard a party for any on earth to deal with ; 
if their way be contrary to him, then they fall directly into his 
hand, to deal with them ; “ and it is a fearful thing to fall into the 
hands of the living God.” — He is such a party, as thou canst neither 
fight nor flee. Oh, Scotland! Scotland! if thou wouldst yet think 
on thy way and remember this, before He come to enter the lists 
with thee, who quickly puts his enemies out of a posture of defence! 
Oh, if thou would yet yield before Him, whom God had made King 
in Zion, and kiss the Son lest he be angry ! For if he be angry 
thou must perish, and there is no way to prevent this, but to 
remember “ from whence thou art fallen, and repent, and do the 
first works.” 

As for the “ Letters,” themselves, I shall not offer to commend 
.them : they had letters of recommendation deeply engraven on the 
hearts of all who have seen them, and can savour the things that 
are of God ; this they had, I say, amongst them who have their 
senses exercised to discern good and evil, long before they were 
made thus public in the world ; so they need not my commendation ; 
nor will the detraction of any, who have a mind for that, blast their 
reputation ; as they are above the one, so they despise the other ; 
but sure I am, this may be said, if thou hast any acquaintance with 
the sweet breathings of the Spirit of God, if thou hast ever seen by 
t asti ng how good he is, or hast found what soul-anguish does follow 
upon the hiding of his face from a person, who has placed his satis- 
faction so entirely in the light of his countenance lifted up upon the 
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soul, that the man cannot enjoy himself, when he does not enjoy 
him, but carries as one deprived of all that, which made life more 
desirable than death; if thou be such, I say, then thou wilt jind 
somewhat here to take thee. Here thou wilt perceive both these 
conditions set before thine eye, and exemplified in an eminent saint • 
thou wilt both find what a heaven the saints have, or may have on 
this side of glory, and how, as a sensible presence makes them forget 
all their sorrows, so, a felt absence does embitter all their other 
enjoyments. 

In general, I may say this of these Epistles — and it may be, after 
thou hast perused them, thou wilt seal it — that thou hast many 
volumes wrapt up together in a few words ; a great soul shut up 
in a little body ; much of the marrow of real religion, enclosed in 
every line. If thou be only taken and delighted with abstruse and 
high-flown notions, which have not a native connexion with inflam- 
ing the heart with love to God ; but are rather the ignis fatuus of 
the age, being for the most part smoke for light, or, at best, a dim 
flash, rising out of the darkened understanding of men, whose light, 
till they be illuminated from above ; as it arises out of a dark duit- 
geon ; so, it leads to destruction, and, instead of directing the man 
who follows it to a place of rest, it leads him to the pit, and leaves 
him there to perish. If thou be tajsen, I say, with such kind of 
stuff; I shall not bide thee, but I know thou wilt go elsewhere; 
but if thou be one, who loves not to feed upon ashes, and hast no 
mind to fill thy belly with that east wind, which instead of nourish- 
ment, produces nothing but much torment in the inward parts, I 
know that thou wilt welcome this piece, as that which hath both 
meat and medicine for thy soul in it. Here thou wilt meet with 
one warmed with the love of God, shining and reflecting heat upon 
all that are about him, letting thee know from his own experience, 
what is to be found in a fellowship with God, and desirous of 
nothing so much, as that thou and others may share with him in 
that same love, which is better than life, and be partakers of that 
same blessedness, which made him boast of God all the day, and 
bless himself in his afflicted lot. He would have thee taste of that, 
which made him cheerful under the cross, and put him in case, not 
only to look, but to laugh all his troubles out of countenance. And 
if thou wilt but converse with him a little, it may be that thou find 
thy heart burn within thee while thou talkest with this warm soul, 
whose words seem, as they drop, to cast fire into the affections, and 
set the heart in a flame. The Author, in his other writings, (which 
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have always a special tincture of holiness ; for even in following 
the most abstruse notion, and apparently remote from practice, thou 
wilt still perceive him spirare sanctitatemj is much above many 
men ; but in these, how low soever at the first look they may 
appear, he is above himself ; being often, either as a man elevated 
above the pitch of mortality, and caught up already into the choir 
of angels, or, as an angel come down amongst men, showing the 
inhabitants of this lower world, somewhat of that, which will he 
still a great secret while we are here, namely, what a life they live 
who see God as he is, and enjoy him. 

For the subject-matter thou wilt meet with in these Epistles, I 
shall not say much ; — there is a sweet and pleasant variety of pur- 
pose to be found in them, whereof thou canst only expect a just 
account by a perusal of the whole — but mostly thou wilt find these 
things insisted upon: — 1. What high spring-tides of joy and con- 
solation, did fill and overflow the soul of this sufferer, so that 
sometimes ye have him expressing himself as pained with a surcharge 
of love — O rare and blessed disease ! — and having nothing else to 
seek. There are earnest longings after a more capacious soul, to 
contain more of that infinite Ocean, which has neither brim nor 
bottom. This is the gain of one w ho can suffer the loss of all things 
for Christ. This is the cool, refreshing shade that they find in the 
furnace, which not only keeps the fire of affliction from scorching 
them, or consuming them into ashes ; but makes it a more desirable 
lot, than what others account the best of lives: the soul, amidst 
these flames, being admitted to such a nearness to God, as causes 
joy to overflow all its banks, and perfumes the heart with delight, 
is so far from complaining, because of the fiery trial, that the cross 
of Christ is more desirable to it, than a crown ; and, since it is 
there, where, next to heaven, his people enjoy most of himself, it 
makes them sing sweetly amidst all the outward sorrows that befall 
them, and puts them in case to command a concert of music within, 
while others in their fool’s paradise, laugh as they list, have sadness 
at their heart, and find themselves pierced through with many sor- 
rows. 2. Ye have sometimes a felt emptiness — for this full feast is 
not, nor cannot be, the ordinary diet, it may well be the extraordi- 
nary dessert of the people of God, while they walk by faith and not 
by sight ; the constancy of that joy, as well as the fulness of it, is 
reserved for the chamber-of-presence ; no saint, how eminent soever, 
even in suffering for Christ, can expect, that all tears shall be wiped 
from his eyes, till he come to that land, where all the inhabitants 
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have everlasting joy upon their heads, and where he will he put 
beyond hazard of sinning, as well as without the reach of suffer- 
ing — there is sometimes a felt emptiness, I say, that casts into a 
fever of desires: that river of God that is full of water, which did 
overflow and refresh the soul, running again into that sea whence it 
came; and in this low ehh, ye see how the patient is pained with 
absence; and what a panting there is for a sensible presence; the 
soul as it were is evaporated in such wishes as these, *• Oh, when 
wilt thou come unto me!” or, Oh, when shall 1 come and appear 
before thee, and he put, once for all and for ever, beyond the fear 
of the arising of any cloud to eclipse the light of thy countenance !" 
The soul, in this absence, is scorched with the fever and flame of 
burning desires ; but to keep it from being burnt up, there is hope; 
and this holds the soul in life that it expire not ; this saves from 
swooning, and preserves from sinking into despondency. And 
though, while hope is deferred, the heart he sick ; yet there is ease 
in this very pain, for an unerring expectation of a future good, 
yields a present ease to the expectant, and makes the man give 
himself the check thus, 11 Why art thou cast down, O my soul? 
This sickness was never yet unto death, hut ever to the glory t)f 
God ; therefore, hope thou in him, for I shall yet praise him.” 
In a word, that which is principally insisted upon, in these short 
summaries of a communion with God, is this on the one hand, how 
a hungry and longing soul is filled and feasted with the consolations 
of God, and, when in that posture, how puzzled and nonplussed, as 
to what to think or say of God. It knows not what to do, or how 
to lay out itself for him, the satisfaction that it hath in him, and the 
obligation it sees itself under to him, making it look on every thing 
it does for him, speaks or thinks of him, with a kind of regret and 
holy dissatisfaction. It does not please itself in pleasing him, and 
though he accept what love offers, yet love desiderates so much in 
the offering, that it presents all with a blush: and, suitable to this 
amiable and orderly confusion of spirit, its greatest oratory and 
eloquence is a kind of abrupt, concise, and broken discourse. It is 
most desirous to speak, but not knowing what to say which is not 
unworthy of him, it falls into silent admiration, and yet, something 
it must say; wherein, though it do not please itself ; yet it makes 
good sense before him, and is a most pleasant melody in his ears; 
it is then, when he seems to be so taken with that, wherein the soul 
finds so many failings and defects, that he says, “ Speak on, let me 
see that blushing countenance, let me hear thy voice ; for sweet is 
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thy voice, and thy countenance is comely.” And truly thou mayest 
perceive much of this kind of discourse in these Epistles, whereto 
the holy writer was so habituated in those soliloquies with God, 
which were ordinary with him in his retirement, that his pen, and 

{ trenching, did ever after keep the tincture, and had the relish of it: 
or while many preached notions, and some spake because they 
believed ; he was perceived oft times, not so much to speak as be- 
lieving, but as seeing. His being «o long in the Mount with God, 
made bis face to shine ever thereafter in his public appearances. 
Ami there wa- some peculiar sweetness in his phrase, (especially in 
crying up and commending the love of Christ ; in mentioning the 
joy of the Holy Ghost, or the glory of the life to come,) beyond 
what was to he found, even with other holv men. Neither w ? as it 
amongst the dry schoolmen, nor at Aristotle’s feet, (though there 
were few in the age so well acquaint with either,) that he learned 
this. Nay. nay, flesh and blood did not, could not reveal it unto 
him ; he was a student above the clouds, and there it was, where 
he learned these metaphysics. 

This, 1 say, is the thing upon the one hand which is insisted 
upon, and on the other, thou hast the sad condition of a soul 
deprived of these sweet enjoyments. He who was just now taken 
into the banqueting-house, and had the banner of love for his 
canopy, has that spiced wine, which his soul was drinking with 
delight, snatched out of his hand, and is panting for a drop of the 
rivers of His pleasure, wherein not long ago he was bathing him- 
self: whereupon follows a night of sorrow in the soul; because the 
sun, that did illuminate and w r arm it with his rays, is set : then, as 
if the. soul would break forth at many passages together, for 
haste to be after Him who hath withdrawn himself, it runs out at 
the eyes in tears, and at the mouth in complaints, because of his 
absence; yet faith sets down the fainter, upon the brink of the 
river, and puts him under an arrest, that he run not away, till the 
sea flow again : and desire makes him look out with a watery eye 
as impatient of delay, the inward echo of the heart, in the mean 
time, being still this, “ How’ long wilt thou hide thy face from me? 
how long?” and while he is in this posture, ye wmuld not know 
him to be the man that a few minutes since he was and a few 
minutes hence he may and will be : — and no wonder, since that is 
wanting and away which was the health of his countenance, that he 
look pale. As the weeping man’s eye, being blinded with water, 
cannot take up objects as they are, especially if they be at any 
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distance ; so, ye have this holy man, in these heavy hours, venting 
his jealousies, and because of withdrawing, giving way to his 
sorrow. Now, as the joy of enjoying God is, by the former, made 
clear to he of all the greatest, (for, under these full manifestations, 
the soul may be transported to such an ecstasy of delight, that for 
the time, whether in the body, or out of the body, the man knows 
not,) so, the sorrow for being deprived of that, (the Giver seeing 
it necessary, to withhold and suspend these manifestations, knowing 
that heaviness for a season through manifold temptations is fit for 
those who are sons of consolation and who shall have, a few days 
hence, an everlasting year of Jubilee,) is, of all sorrows, seen to be 
the sorest and sharpest. This is soul-anguish, and so, least of any 
supportable ; because it makes the very spirit, which if it were 
sound would sustain a man’s infirmities, sink under it. While it is 
thus with him, ye may perceive that his bed cannot comfort him, 
nor his couch ease his complaint : and in this fever, there are 
some expressions dropped, which, after the height is over, he does 
retract, as rash and unadvised, and, upon more mature delibera- 
tion, is made to say, “ This was mv infirmity.” And truly, He 
who intends the advantage of the whole, in his way of dealing with 
every member of that body, whereof he is head, has excellently 
ordered this matter, that they who have the fullest feasts of joy, 
and are admitted to the nearest fellowship upon earth, to the end 
that pride may be hid from their eyes, have ordinarily the deepest 
down-castings. Those warm hours and hot blenks of a sensible 
presence, are often followed with a sharp shower and dark night 
of bitter desertion ; so that if poor souls in reading these, should 
begin to think or ^ay, 44 Alas! we are sparingly dealt with, we are 
great strangers to such a favourite’s feasts:” let them consider also, 
(besides, that he was an ambassador now in bonds, and so his 
Master allowed liberally upon him,) that their soul-anguish is short 
of his, and so, if they consider his condition well, they will see, 
that though he had much, yet he had nothing over ; and if they 
take notice of the mercy that is in their own, they will perceive 
also, that though they have little, yet they have no lack ; for He 
abounds towards his, in all wisdom and prudence. 

There is a third condition spoken frequently to in these Epistles 
also, which lies in the middle betwixt these two ; and that is, 9uch 
a communion with God, as consisfs in the soul’s being well- 
pleased with him, and being most desirous to please him in all 
things, abstracting from these extraordinary transports of joy upon 
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the one hand, and free likewise of these deep down-castings upon 
the other. And this is the more ordinary way of the saints, whose 
daily exercise it is, to come and take out their directions from 
their Master, and endeavour to walk according to these, both as 
•men who are still under their Master’s eye, and as those who must 
give an account of themselves to him : in which service, they want 
not their own sweet peace; for the way wherein they walk is a way 
of pleasantness, and all those paths are peace ; though it be not* 
such an overflowing peace as amounts to a u joy unspeakable and 
full of glory for, full joy is nothing else, but peace swelling 
without its ordinary channel and overflowing all its banks. And, 
on the other hand, they want not their own checks and challenges. 
They are often before God with the tear in their eye, and know 
what it is to sigh because of a body of death within them ; because 
of that law which is in their members warring against that law 
which is in their mind, and bringing them into captivity to the law 
of sin, which is in their members : yet this is short of the sorrow 
of some dear to him, who are made to roar, by reason of the dis- 
quietness of their heart, and to cry out of the arrows of the 
Almighty sticking within them and the poison thereof drinking up 
their spirit ; so that while they suffer this, they are, with wise 
Heman, almost distracted. These things, I say, are mainly in- 
sisted upon, which, according to an epistolary method, lie scattered 
in several parcels, up and down the book : in reading whereof, 
thou wilt easily perceive also, that, though the whole of these 
Epistles may be of singular use for a Christian in every condition, 
yet a great many of them have a more special reference, both to the 
comforts and the carriage of a Christian under the cross, (whether 
his affliction be outward trouble, or inward soul-exercise and 
terror,) where he is most frequently to be found ; — which is all I 
have to say for the matter. 

There are not a few in this generation I know, who will make it 
their business, and think it of their interest, to derogate from the 
esteem which these Epistles do justly challenge and will readily 
get, from all who know how to prize things according to their 
worth ; as knowing very well, that what respect these get and gain 
amongst readers, they lose ; though I may truly say, and they will 
at last find it so, that if they get the thing they seek by this artifice, 
they lose by that getting : and I may assure myself, also, if these 
either find thee a Christian or make thee such, they may well lose 
by this labour any esteem thou hadst for them, but they will not 
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proselyte thee to their profane contempt of so spiritual matter ; yet 
I know that they will essay it. First, somewhat to this purpose 
may be said and will be suggested by them, That here is a needless 
and nauseating repetition of the same thing ; though it may be, 
that they are not so displeased, that it is said often, as that it is said* 
at all ; or, if the frequency of it offend them, it is out of a fear, 
that what is often said, be once listened to, and at last learned. I 
grant that the same matter and purpose is divers times touched 
and insisted upon : But, consider — 1. That this is to divers per- 
sons : — and is there either reason or religion in it, to envy him the 
liberty of telling all the fearers of God, to whom he writes, what 
was done for his soul ; or, the people of God, the advantage of 
that relation ? Was it not for the edification of the Church, that 
all who had heard of his persecution for the Gospel, should hear 
also, that the world, do their worst, cannot make a sufferer truly 
miserable, while God makes him happy in a communion with him- 
self. The heat of persecution may dry up, or embitter all the 
nether springs, but then the soul hath free access to the upper, and 
is admitted to drink, yea, drink abundantly of these rivers of His 
pleasure. This is the spiced wine that he drinks, and the meat that 
he gets to eat in secret, which the world knows not of, and can- 
not take from him ; and, having found how sweet to the taste this 
bread of God, which comes down from heaven, is, he cannot for- 
bear to tell others, how he is feasted ; to excite desires in all to 
come and share with him in these dainties, and to forbear to sur- 
feit themselves with the world’s deceitful meat. 2. Consider, that 
it is at divers times : — and, surely, he finding the consolations of 
God new every morning, and abounding every moment, it had 
been a piece of base ingratitude in him, to have made mention of 
that but once, which God had given him often. 3. Consider, 
though the same matter be often mentioned ; yet it is mostly with 
a sweet and taking variety of phrase. He brings forth the old and 
new together ; nay, there is ever so much new in it, as may con- 
tribute to kindle new desires in thee, in order to the satisfaction of 
thy own soul, to seek what he found. And when thou hast fallen 
upon that, and art filled with it, thy practice in telling it over to 
others, will, without doubt, have such a coincidency with his, as 
will justify what he hath done, and thou wilt then judge, that an 
apology for publishing and frequently proclaiming the goodness of 
the Lord in the land of the living, is either wholly superfluous, or 
it does suppose the reader not to be a Christian, at least in case. 
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Secondly, Something will be said by malicious mutterers, I 
know, against the apparent coarseness of some phrases, and com- 
monness of some words made use of by the Author; who allalongst 
sets himself, to make use of the most ordinary expressions, which are 
•in use among the common sort of people. Something I say, of 
this kind may probably be belched forth, by this carping, criticising, 
profane, and prejudiced age ; but, if they would remember, what 
fta 3 said, by men much more knowing than themselves, and more 
able to discern what ought to be spoken, both as to matter and" 
words, to the commendation of Plautus who made use of the most 
common words that were in use amongst the most common sort of 
people in Rome, — Si ipsa; Muses loquerentur , ore Plautino uterentur , 
— they would see reason, rather to commend a dexterous making 
use of common phrases, in writing to people of no extraordinary 
capacity, than take, because of this, any occasion to quarrel at, or 
cry down, that which is so useful and excellent. And, if in the 
opinion of men, faithful and famous in their generation, he be the 
best preacher to a people, (and, consequently, writer too,) Qui , 
quam maxime triviality , pueriliter , populariter docet , as to words, 
and phrases ; I see no great reason that such have to carp, nor 
necessity that I have to make an apology. But there is sufficient 
to be said, if not for silencing of babblers, whose tongue hath more 
dimensions than their reason, (which makes it not worth the while 
to take notice of their barking,) yet, for satisfying of the more 
sober-minded: — 1. Consider, that this disciple learned at his 
Master, both so to write and speak, as not to hide his purpose in a 
cloud of new-coined words. He consulted his own reputation so 
little, while he sought his Master’s honour, that he would rather 
seem a babbler to them who minded nothing but words ; than a 
barbarian to the meanest who was taken with spiritual matter. If 
Christ’s example, who taught those high and heavenly mysteries 
of salvation by plain and obvious similitudes, be not sufficient to 
silence such persons, who have habituated their tongue to drop 
satires against what is good, whether persons or things ; yet it is 
enough to guard against the prejudice of what they take liberty to 
say. 2. Consider, that the most common words and ordinary 
phrases in use amongst a people, may, by the greatest orator, be 
very pertinently used, for illustrating and pressing his purpose : 
nay, in some cases, these have a special emphasis, beyond what can 
be wrapped up, in a great many more cornpt words, and seemingly 
neat expressions, and then, they are so far from being a blemish to 
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a discourse, that they seem to give a kind of life and to add a cer- 
tain lustre to the whole frame : and thou wilt find it often fall out 
here, that the Author has so happy a dexterity in making the most 
common, and sometimes contemptible-like, phrase, with a graceful 
Bweetness, subservient to his purpose, that, let the greatest master, 
of words, alter but one of these words, or change one of these ex- 
pressions, (which if they stood not there, might almost seem a 
barbarism,) he mars what he undertook to mend, and, while hb 
endeavours to correct the Author, he leaves himself to be put in 
amongst the errata . 3. Consider, that a great many of the persons 

to whom he wrote, were no scholars ; nay, had so little acquaint- 
ance with that which passes in the world for elegancy of speech, 
that he had as good have said nothing at all to them, as have made 
use of any other words than what are pitched upon, in expressing 
his purpose; and so, his design being to make affection, or to move 
it in the hearts of those to whom he w r rote, there was a necessity to 
suit his style to their capacity ; which condescension in him, is yet 
managed with so much spiritual prudence and discretion, as it is 
without debasing high matter or giving the least rational ground to 
mock at spiritual mysteries : yea, I may say further, that there is 
so much majesty in the strain, as that the lowness of the style is 
abundantly thereby made up. And further, I might ask thee, if 
thou who makest the challenge dost pretend to be a master of rea- 
son, whether he is the best orator, who can, with the least noise, 
cast fire into the affections of those to whom he speaks or writes, 
and bring down the highest mysteries in religion, to the capacity of 
the meanest hearer and reader, or he who wraps up plain truths 
and obvious purposes, in such an obscurity of phrase and perplexing 
intricacy of words, as carries the matter quite beyond the reach of 
a vulgar capacity, without making any other impression upon the 
mind of the hearer, than that the man has forgotten his message, 
and, while he seeks himself, slights his Master’s business ? It 
often creates, also, a suspicion, that the writer or speaker either 
desires not to be understood, or, that while he endeavours to soar 
too high above others, he has fallen into such a confusion as he 
knows not where to find himself. And, if thou concede here, 
what with reason thou canst not deny, thou hast granted all against 
thyself, which I need seek, for putting thee to silence. 4. Con- 
sider, that though there be some here written to, of the greatest 
quality in the Nation, and a great many others, who are eminent 
for their understanding and parts, as well as their grace ; yet, as 
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those of the greatest quality and parts, may reap advantage, by 
what has been written to the meanest and most obscure person, 
God, in his providence, led his servant to speak to those of under- 
standing and parts, so, that what was particularly intended for 
them, might be of special use and advantage to every one. And 
thus all occasion of carping is taken away ; unless, amongst the 
rest of the regularities of this time, Episcopal authority be inter- 
ppsed, to make us read and understand that axiom backward, 
Bonum quo communius eo melius ; which if it be, I have no more to* 
say, but that it is of a piece with the rest of their Reformation. 

I suppose, by this time it may be thought, I have said too much 
upon this head, since it vvould seem that something ought rather to 
be said, for making many things in them plain that are mysterious 
and dark ; than to say so much for taking off prejudice, because of 
some common words and expressions ; but, as to that, I shall not 
undertake it ; for there are many things in them, only intelligible 
by tasting : and he who wants that commentary, will never under- 
stand this text. I have no more to say, either for the one or the 
other, thah that if any dislike them, he may let them alone; for I 
intend to obtrude them upon no one who distastes them; yet I can- 
not forbear to advise even such, so far to consult their own reputa- 
tion, as, by speaking against what the Author has here written, not 
to discover that secret to the world that they are persons void of a 
gracious principle, to whom the things that are of God are unsa- 
voury. The wind of thy mouth, though accompanied wdth all the 
venom thou canst vomit up, will not blast the Author’s reputation, 
it will only be a blazing of thy owm shame, and then thou wilt see 
thyself so unhappy, as to have hit the mark at which thou didst not 
aim ; for, without doing him any hurt, who is far above thy reach, 
thy tongue falls upon thy own head ; and, in striking at one whom 
thou canst not wound, thy sword rebounds back upon thyself, and 
enters into thine own bowels ; but, if thou remainest a man of im- 
persuasion, and hast so much pleasure in publishing thy own shame, 

I cannot help it, it is sufficient for me to have warned thee of thy 
hazard; nor shall I endeavour, henceforth, to deprive the world of 
their liberty, since thou wilt have it so, to look upon thee accord- 
ing to the character which thou hast given of thyself, and that is, 
deest aliquid intus , to make thee a man and a Christian : and, since 
this brutish shape pleases thee, thou mayest go eat grass and let 
alone this bread, which is only designed for children. And so I 
leave thee to make use of that liberty of saying what thou pleasest, 
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which thou hast now purchased with the loss of thy own reputation. 

If any think, it had been more convenient, to have concealed the 
names of those to whom the Author wrote, for some reasons obvious, 
in regard of the present lamentable posture of affairs, (when it is 
almost sufficient, to make a man guilty, that ever he was really zealous 
for God,) I have only this to say for myself, that I designed their 
honour and not their prejudice nor hurt in prefixing their names: 
neither can I well imagine, (whatever others may apprehend,) what 
prejudice they can sustain, by this ; since none, or very few of them, 
come from the Author, as returns to any thing they had written to 
him; and there being no law, either discharging him to write, or 
any persons to receive his letters, there can be no transgression upon 
their part, and so nothing to ground a prejudice, or found a rational 
plea against them ; — and much less in that their names are prefixed : 
— or, if there be any thing in this blameworthy, I alone am in the 
transgression, who have done it without consulting themselves, or 
asking their consent: — yet, in order to the satisfaction of any who 
may be offended at what is done, I have this to say for myself fur- 
ther, that I was induced to it ; — 1. That thereby, it might appear 
that these were, indeed, the very Letters, which that faithful suf- 
ferer and witness of Jesus Christ wrote, (though there is sufficient in 
the st}le and strain to put this beumd debate,) and no forgeries. 
2. Many of these worthy persons being removed, (whereby the 
Church of God is at a seen and sad loss, in that she is deprived of 
so many who would have wept and made supplication on her behalf 
in this day of her distress, w hen not a few of her friends have dealt 
treacherously with her, and are become her enemies,) their posterity 
might think themselves wronged, if I should have deprived their 
worthy predecessors, by suppressing their names and smothering 
their affection to the work of God, of the honour of making their 
faithfulness known to the world. And, truly, I judged it the least 
that was due to the memory of these, who ought to be had in ever- 
lasting remembrance, to erect this poor monument over their grave, 
whereby they may live amongst the posterity, when they are gone, 
as persons who obtained mercy of the Lord to be faithful in their 
generation ; and that, when the account of such comes to be taken, 
it may be said, “ This and that man was born there.” 3. I did it 
to encourage the posterity of such, to be followers of the faith and 
patience of their worthy progenitors, and that they may not, without 
shame and horror, think of declining or turning aside, either to the 
right or left hand, from the way of these dear relations, who, by 
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following the Lord fully in an evil time, left them & noble pattern, 
worthy of imitation. 4. As for such as are yet alive, I hope they 
will think, that God by bis providence, is making an honourable 
mention of their fidelity before the nations, and is remembering 
for them, the love of their espousals, when they went after him ; 
thereby to engage them, to cleave more closely, and adhere more 
firmly to him, with full purpose of heart, when the generality have 
gadded about to change their way, and many of his professed 
disciples have gone back, and are like to walk no more with him. ~ 
And, upon the other hand, God will have this to be a witness 
before the world, against any of them who shall depart from the 
good way of the Lord, and he offended in him, because of per- 
secution. I hope whatever hazard threaten those who abide in 
Christ’s company, that they will never forsake him, nor give him 
cause to say, 44 What iniquity have ye found in me, that ye are gone 
far from me ?” But if it should prove otherwise, they may he sure, 
that He whose soul has no pleasure in any man that draws back, 
and hates the work of such as turn aside, will count himself engaged 
in a peculiar way, to lead them forth with the workeis of iniquity : 
but we hope for better things of them all, though we thus speak. 

If none of these reasons which moved me to do this be strong 
enough, then let it he judged my weakness, for it is more fit, that 
I should pass in the world as such, (which is no great mistake,) 
than those honourable and worthy persons, should suffer any pre- 
judice, by a deed w hereto they had not the least accession. 

Reader, much pains has been taken, in collecting these toyether, 
that they might he in the hands of many, (a thing greatly desired of 
along time by the godly,) which have been hitherto only in some 
broken and imperfect parcels, in the hands of a few. Several of 
the most correct copies that could be had, have been carefully com- 
pared, and many faults thereby corrected, which had crept in by 
their being often transcribed and that by unskilful hands. If it fall 
out so, (as I suppose it will not often be found,) that they who have 
the autographs by them, perceive any difference in a word or sen- 
tence, betwixt this printed copy and these, let them impute it to my 
want of the principals ; for, though I had a good number of them, 
yet it was not possible for me to get the most part. In some very 
few places also, to the end that this book might be of more universal 
use, it may be, that a Scottish word, which would have darkened 
the sense, or rendered the sentence wholly unintelligible to strangers, 
is either changed into some equivalent one, or a synonymous term 
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inserted by it ; but in most places these words are retained, without 
any alteration ; because either alteration or addition, would have 
made them less taking with, and acceptable to them for whom they 
were at first written, and to those for whom they are now princi- 
pally intended ; because the life and emphasis of the phrase, is often 
found to lie, in that very word. 

But having kept thee under too long an arrest in the entry, I 
leave thee now to peruse these profitable Epistles ; which are a$ 
account of the many sweet hours and comfortable soliloquies which 
that eminent saint and sufferer had with God in the furnace of 
his affliction : wherein there is much to be seen, beyond the ordinary 
attainments of a Christian even who has made some remarkable 
progress, and is no small proficient in the ways of God. I nothing 
doubt, but when thou perceivest, while thou readest, how much 
pure zeal to God, does burn in these lines, thou wilt lament the loss 
of such a blessed instrument, now, when the Church of God is 
brought so very low, and there are so few of all the sons whom she 
has nourished and brought up to take her by the hand. I grant it 
is both a rational and a religious sorrow ; for, when we remember 
the many eminent lights, (the removal of whom has brought a sad 
and dark night upon the Church,) which did lately shine amongst 
us, and must say that they are gone who were our faithful guides, 
it would almost seem pardonable to abandon ourselves to sorrow, 
and refuse to be comforted. Quis talia fando temperet a Inchrymis ¥ 
Yet give me leave to suggest these things : — 1. Let not the tear 
so blind thine eye, as not to observe the goodness of God, who gave 
us such. It was a saying of an eminent and exercised Christian, 
(worthy to be remembered in this present case, and to he put upon 
record for posterity,) perceiving many sorrowful, upon the removal 
of one of the most burning and shining lights that Britain had to 
boast of, (that great interpreter, Mr. Durham, I mean,) 44 Turn 
your tears and sighs for this loss,” said that worthy person, 44 though 
it seem to you almost irreparable — an age hardly producing such 
another — into songs of praises, and do not so indulge your sorrow, 
because the Master has called home an ambassador, who did so 
faithfully and successfully negotiate for him ; as that ye forget, in 
the mean time, to praise the Lord of the harvest, who thrust forth 
auch a labourer into his vineyard : let not the greatness of your 
grief, make you forget the riches of his goodness to the Church of 
Christ in Scotland, in that there was a Mr. Durham to die out of 
it." So I aay, when in reading of these, thou rememberest that 
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the worthy Author is gone to his rest ; yet be not guilty of so 
much ingratitude, through the excess of thy grief, as to forget 
God’s care of, and kindness to the Church of Scotland, who, 
amongst others, gave her a Mr. Rutherford, one who was not 
only famous at home and abroad for his great learning : but such a 
hiinister of the Gospel, as, I suppose, there is not a godly minister 
in the Nation who knew his painfulness, his tenderness, his zeal, 
Ijis shining, and gospel-adorning conversation, that will think he 
wrongs himself, in giving the preference to him whose watchings 
and weeping, and unwearied pains to propagate the truth, and 
profit the souls of men, made him without a match or equal, and 
left deep convictions of short-coming, even upon them, who may, 
with a rational confidence, expect the approbation of u Well done, 
good and faithful servants,” at the day of their appearance, and die 
in the faith of this, that when the great Shepherd shall appear, they 
shall receive a crown of glory, u that fadeth not away.” 

2. If no other consideration can dry up thy tears, or divert thy 
sorrow, while thou dost remember thy own and the Church’s loss ; 
yet remember that this is sufficient to make thee mourn in hope, 
that the residue of the Spirit is with Him. We cannot, I grant, 
weep back again, (though it is like some would be content to weep 
themselves blind, if that were lawful, and conld do it,) our famous 
and faithful Knoxes, Davidsons, Welshes, Bruces, Hendersons, 
Rutherfords, Gillespies, Guthries, with a great many besides, of 
their brethren and companions, who did build and fight with them, 
and were the restorers of the breaches amongst us ; whereby they 
obtained a good report, and are at this day of blessed memory 
indeed : but is there no hope to see them alive in other men’s per- 
sons ? I grant there is but little appearance of that, for the present : 
for u Alas !” may we say, 44 where is there a man of that spirit to 
be found ?” Yet let us not add this to all the rest of our provo- 
cations in this wilderness-lot, to limit the holy one of Israel I Since 
these had nothing but what they did receive ; he can furnish the 
Church with men of the same parts and zeal, — with men who will 
shine in light, so that their enemies must lay their hand upon their 
mouths when they have spoken ; and burn in love to God and his 
interests. And truly it concerns all the people of God, to be much 
in importuning him, that he would again give us such standard- 
bearers, and that he would remember us now, in our low estate, by 
raising up such, as may be as the chariots and horsemen of Israel, 
when the spirit of most is under such a faint, and the men of might 
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do not find their hands. If we were up and doing in this, Which 
is one great part of our work in such a sad time, and gave him no 
rest, who knows but he would yet breathe upon many, who are 
now as dry bones, without life or motion, and make them stand up 
for him, and plead his cause against them who have lifted up their 
head against Heaven, and their heel against his people? They, 
who by falling asleep till their hair was cut, were not in case to 
shake themselves, as at other times, when their enemies were upon 
them, might yet spoil their adversaries’ sport, and bring down their 
Babel about their ears, if the Spirit of the Lord came upon them 
as at other times. Or, if this were not to be expected, he could 
raise up a generation, who would serve him with more zeal and 
faithfulness, than we have done, and that in such a number, as 
should make his Church say, “ Who hath begotten me all these? 
and, where have they been ?” It may be that He who waits to be 
gracious, is waiting to be entreated to do this good thing for us. 
Surely if we were a people of prayer, and particularly for this 
Church and nation mercy, we might be surprised now, when we 
have scarce a token for good, and when our lukewarm temper has 
banished the faith of such a mercy almost out of the earth, with 
such a return as that, I will clothe thy priests with salvation, and 
thy saints shall >et shout aloud for joy : I will pour down such a 
plentiful measuie of the Spirit upon them, that by their zeal and 
faithfulness, the years which this canker-worm and caterpillar of 
lukewarmness has eaten up, shall be restored unto vou sevenfold 
which would carry alongst with it, the accomplishment of that other 
great and gospel-promise, “ His enemies will I clothe with shame, 
but upon himself shall his crown flourish . Fuxit Deus , et Festi - 
net I should he the constant echo of our hearts. 

Reader, there is one thing more that I have to acquaint thee with, 
and so I have done, and that is to tell thee, that 1 have made bold for 
this once, to send these Epistles abroad into the world, without the 
Prelate’s imprimatur. If he please to take this for an apology, that 
the Author sought not his permission to write them, which embold- 
ened me to transmit them to thy hands without his approbation, he 
may; for 1 am not in a humour to give him any other account of this 
action. I know it is very probable, that the fate of these may be the 
fire ; for our late furious Prelates (that draco volant, which, being 
got upon the wing, spouts down fire upon the Church, whereby the 
Tabernacles of God are burnt up through the land : for the appear- 
ance of this fiery meteor did always portend somewhat fatal to the 
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Church to follow upon it,) are a little more hot than their prede- 
cessors. It is true, these went so high in their persecution, and 
drove so hard, that it was thought scarce possible for any to outdo 
them in persecuting, for they run themselves out of breath, and 
never drew bridle till they fell into the ditch, and we thought that 
\hey had died there without succession ! But, alas ! the Church 
finds this day, that in respect of their successors, they were mere 
i^ovices, and had scarce served their apprenticeship in the Black 
Art. And this puts me to think whether the people of God should, 
not rather submit to be chastised even with this scourge of scorpions, 
than to wish that he would throw the rod into the fire, lest, if they 
were gone, and we not fit for a delivery — as, indeed, we are not — 
it should fall out with us, according to the story of the old wife of 
Syracuse, who was afraid of the death of Dionysius, lest the devil 
should succeed him. But if any should say to me, ^What ! and 
if he be already come? For if the Holy Ghost call those men 
such, (Rev. ii. 10,) who did but cast into prison, and did but cast 
some into prison ; may he not he said to be already come down 
now, having great wrath ; when deposition, imprisonment, banish- 
ment, yea, any thing less than declared worthy to die, is thought a 
favour?" If any should urge me with this, I say, I confess he 
would pose me into an absolute silence ; or force an acknowledge- 
ment from me. If the Prelates themselves, who are of age, be in 
case to make a reply, let them answer it. For the truth is, they 
are so hot upon their work, that if it be a heresy to think so of 
them, they who plead the necessity of their office for preventing of 
schism and heresy, are like to turn the better half of the world 
heretics. But to my purpose, I say, there is some reason to fear, 
that this be thought very fit fuel to make a fire in the hall of Caia- 
phas. However, though it should be so, yet this is not the first 
time, that some of the worthy Authors works, have got such enter- 
tainment : and truly there is so much zeal to the interests of Christ, 
so much love to God, and to the salvation of men, burning in these 
lines, that that spirit whose element is fire, will endeavour to blow 
the bellows, and seek this as a sacrifice at their hands whose once 
professed sincerity, and personated zeal for God and his interests, 
is now broken out into such high acts of rebellion against him, and 
hatred against his servants ; whereby the proverb is become plain 
Scottish, or English, or both if ye will : Oninis apostata sectce sum 
osor. But if the Prelates would take a poor presbyter’s advice, 
they would even let it alone, lest the smoke of that fire wherein 
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they butn this, kindle a flame of just indignation against them, in 
the hearts of all the lovers of God, as men who have a very perfect 
hatred against piety ; but if they care not to be so looked upon, I 
have no more to say ; be it so. It is like, nothing that I can say, 
will hinder them, from putting this piece in his hands to whom, as 
I hear, they have committed the revising of learned and worthy 
Mr. Wood’s Testimony, &c., and who, it seems, is made choice of 
by them, as secretary in chief, for revising all such pieces, to wit,, 
Joannes Dunmurms , cum fratribus , et collegia suis : and, therefore, 
I must leave them to their own liberty, which I only do because I 
cannot help it: and I am afraid besides, lest, if I should work too 
hard in carrying water to cool them, I over-heat myself, and leave 
them, at last, nothing cooler than I found them. But as for thee, 
Christian Reader, it will be a sufficient imprimatur to tell thee that 
these are Me. Rutherford’s Letters ; wherein he gives thee an 
account of many a good day, and joyful hour, which he had in his 
Master’s company, while his fellow-servants did heat and thrust him 
out of the vineyard : and he invites thee to take a share of his feast, 
and, truly, I wish that both of us would go, try, and taste, since 
neither of us are like to have very good entertainment any where 
else. 

I have but one word more to say, for I know it is long since thou 
expectest that I should have made an end, and it is only to crave of 
thee pardon that I have not done it sooner. When I wrote the 
first lines, I thought to have made the end and the beginning so 
contiguous, that I should neither have put thee to this trouble, nor 
myself to the necessity of an apology ; and in order to that, I did 
really forbear what, as 1 told thee, at first I intended, and am car- 
ried this length besides my design : but if the length of what is here 
offend thee, thou art in case, without doing me any wrong, to give 
thyself the same satisfaction, as if I had said nothing, by passing it, 
as so much waste paper, and turning over to the Episflcs them- 
selves. If thy soul be profited by these, as I hope it shall, I have 
my design ; and all I seek of thee besides is, that thou wouldest 
wish his soul’s welfare, who was at this little pains, in order to 
thine ; and who desires to be reckoned by thee, amongst the meanest 
and most unworthy of the favourers of the dust of Zion, and thy 


Well-wisher. 
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Christian Reader, 

Considering how little need Mr. Rutherford’s Letters have of any 
man’s Epistle Commendatory, his great Master whom he served 
with his spirit in the Gospel of his Son, having given them one, 
written by his own hand on the heart of every one who is become 
his epistle, and savours the things of God, and is experimentally 
acquainted with that heart-calming, that marvellously sweet, that 
near and dear intercourse betwixt himself and the soul, and hath 
experienced those rare, those most refreshing, yea, and, beyond all 
expression, ravishing immanations of the love of God upon the soul; 
and, as the nature and necessary result thereof, which cause and 
produce those emanations of its love back again upon Him, who 
shed abroad his love in the heart : — a thing as much and manifestly 
exemplissed in these Epistles, as in any piece, (that incomparable, 
that every way, in all things and respects, matchless, that truly non- 
such book of God, the Holy Scriptures, alone excepted,) which the 
world has yet seen, or which this day can show : — for, in each of 
these Letters thou mayest perceive how the writer’s heart is in- 
flamed with a holy fire, and how his soul ascends in the smoke, as 
snatched up to heaven, and caught above all that is below’ God: — 
oh, how much is what drops from his pen above the ordinary attain- 
ments and experience even of such as seem to have outrun others! — 
so that in respect of us, this angel of the Church speaks, as one 
standing already in the choir of angels, or as an angel come down 
from heaven among men, to give us some account of what they are 
doing above: — considering, I say, that these Epistles stand not in 
need of any man’s Epistle Commendatory, much less of what was pre- 
fixed to the first impression, 1 have by choice, wholly laid it aside, not 
as retracted, but rather because it is in all respects defective, and in 
every way short of what ought to have been said of, and to the 
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things therein touched ; neither purpose I to prejudice thee by sub* 
stituting any thing else in its place ; every Letter, as has been 
already hinted, having its own Epistle Commendatory, and the 
foregoing being that to itself, and to the following, which nothing 
coming from another pen can be. 

I have only these few things to acquaint thee with concerning 
this impression : — 1st, While some were at pains to gather those 
Letters, which are now added for public use, there came fortW a 
second impression, but so miserably misprinted, that the sense is, in 
many places, so manifestly marred and perverted, that the reader 
cannot know what to make of it ; so that this impression was neces- 
sary, not only because of the wrong which the Author had received, 
and of the injury done to the reader, but, also, for preventing a 
third, (perceiving how acceptable any thing is which bears but that 
name,) and which w'ould probably have been so much worse, even 
than that second, as to be only a bundle of blurred papers, sent 
into the world under the name of Mr. Rutherford's Letters. 

2ndly, Know, that besides the great pains which have been taken 
to send forth this edition correctly, for the use and edification of 
those who want it, and long much after it, there is an addition of 
sixty-eight Epistles, of the same author, not formerly printed. 

3rdly, Know, that as it was the edification of the Church and 
the common interest of the saints, which was at first aimed at, in- 
tended, and consulted, in gathering and publishing these Letters ; 
so to convince thee that it is not gain, nor filthy lucre which drives 
to this edition, there are so many of those additional Letters printed 
by themselves, as that they who have the first — (for I could allow 
none to that called the second ; which I desire may not be owned as 
a true copy ; and count myself obliged, if I could, to bury it in the 
grave of perpetual oblivion, or to banish it out of the world) — may 
have that part by itself, without being put to the necessity of buy- 
ing the whole again together. 

And thus, leaving thee to peruse what is made public for thy edi- 
fication, and to press this pomegranate, and squeeze this grape, and 
to suck till thou find thy soul refreshed with its spiced wine ; and 
wishing thee an experimental knowledge of that surpassing and in- 
conceivable sweetness which is in the fruition of God, and is to be 
enjoyed in a fellowship with the Father, and with his Son Jesus 
Christ ; and a full draught of those pure streams of solid joy and 
consolation, wherein the soul of the saint swimmed, and which ran 
through these lines ; without which — while he speaks as coming 
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forth out of the King’s banqueting-house, to persuade thee to go 
in thither, and feast, and bathe thy soul in the same pure delights 
and permanent pleasures, whereon he fed, and which flow in upon 
the soul, and overflow it, while the saint finds himself with his Be- 
lcwed’s left hand under his head, and his right hand embracing him 
— he will be to thee a barbarian, I shall only wish £nd beg that thou 
wouldst seek of God, the same thing for him, who seeks this for 
th£e, and has his design in the pains taken in publishing these 
Letters, if thou be thereby provoked to seek till thou find. This 
is that adequate recompense which he seeks, earnestly entreats, and 
expects, who is 

Thy soul’s Well-wisher, 

And Servant in Christ Jesus. 


AD LECTOREM IN EPISTOLAS. 

Quon Chebar et Patmos, divinis vatibus olim. 
Hoc, fuerant sancto claustra Abredaea viro : 

Profuit ut quondam tibi plus Ecelesia career, 
Libera quam patuli copia facta fori ; 

Hie tibi sic scriptis career plus profuit istis, 
Pulpita, quam rauea quae sonuere tuba. 

Pharmaca in hoc prostant, contritis corde, libello. 
Hie crucis Elysiis, e»t via strata rosis. 

Hie amor et Christi decor, hie coelestis et aul® 
Gloria depicta est, horrida et ira Dei. 

Ardua materies, sublimibus apta cotburnis, 

Hie tenui et facili fusa, legenda stylo est. 

Lividus at voces si carpat Zoilus ullas, 

Non divina sapit, cor sine mente gerifc. 

Pr®8ulibu8 celerem attulerant hsec Scripta ruinam 
Impressa, extremum preestituuntque diem. 
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LETTER I. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGUT. 

Well-beloved and Dear Sister, 
— My love in Christ remembered 
— I have sent to you your daugh- 
ter, Grizzel, with Robert Gordon, 
who came to fetch her. I am in 
good hopes that the seed of God 
is in her, as in one horn of God, 
and God’s seed will come to God’s 
harvest. I have her promise that 
she will be Christ’s, for I have 
told her that she may promise 
much in his worthy name ; for 
he becometh caution to his Fa- 
ther for all such as resolve and 
promise to serve him. I shall re- 
member her to God. I trust that 
you will acquaint her with good 
company, and be diligent to know 
with whom she loveth to haunt. 

Remember Zion, and our ne- 
cessities. I bless your daughter 
from our Lord, and pray the 
Lord to give you joy and comfort 
of her. Remember my love to 
your husband, to William and 
Samuel, your sons. 

The Lord Jesus be with your 
spirit. Yours, at all power in the 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Anwoth, June 6, 1624. 


LETTER II. 

TO A GENTLEWOMAN. 

Mistress, — I beseech you to 
have me excused if the daily em- 


ployments of my calling shall hin- 
der me to see you, according as 
I would wish ; for I dare not go 
abroad, since many of my people 
are sick, and the time of our com- 
munion draweth near. But fre- 
quent the company of your wor- 
thy and honest-hearted pastor, 
Mr. Robert, to whom the Lord 
hath given the tongue of the 
learned, to minister a word in 
due season to the weary. Re- 
member me to him, and to your 
husband. 

The Lord Jesus be with your 
spirit. Your affectionate friend, 
S. R. 


LETTER III. 


Mistress, — My love in Christ 
remembered to you : — I was, in- 
deed, sorrowful at my departure 
from you, especially since ye were 
in such heaviness after your daugh- 
ter’s death ; yet I do persuade 
myself that ye know that the 
weightiest end of the cross of 
Christ, which is laid upon you, 
lieth upon your strong Saviour ; 
for Isaiah saith, (chap. Ixiii. 9,) 
44 In all your afflictions he is af- 
flicted.” O blessed Second, who 
suffereth with youl and glad may 
your soul be, even to walk in the 
fiery furnace, with one like uuto 
the Son of Man, who is* also the 
Son of God. Courage! up your 
heart, when ye do tire, he will 
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bear both you and your burden 
(Psalm lv. 22.) Yet a littl 
while, and ye shall see the salva- 
tion of God. 

Remember of what age your 
daughter was ; so long was your 
lease of her. If .she was eighteen, 
nineteen, or twenty years old 1 
know not ; but sure I am, seeing 
her term was come, and your 
lease run out, ye can no mon 
justly quarrel with your great 
Superior for taking his own, at 
his just term-day, than a pool- 
farmer can complain that his mas- 
ter taketh a portion of his owr 
land to himself when his lease is 
expired. Good Mistress, if ve 
would not he content that Christ 
should hold from you the hea- 
venly inheritance, which is made 
yours by his death, shall not that 
same Christ think hardly of you. 
if you refuse to give him your 
daughter willingly, who is a part 
of his inheritance and conquest : 
I pray the Lord to give you all 
your own, and to grace you with 
patience, to give God his also. 
He is an ill debtor who payeth 
that which he hath borrowed with 
a grudge. Indeed, that long 
loan of such a good daughter, an 
heir of grace, a member of Christ, 
(as I believe,) desc^rveth more 
thanks at your Creditor’s hands, 
than that ye should gloom and 
murmur when he craveth but his 
own. I believe ye would judge 
them to he but thankless neigh- 
bours who would pay you a sum 
of money after this manner. But 
what? Do ye think her lost, 
when she is but sleeping in the 
bosom of the Almighty ? Think 
not her absent who is in such a 
Friend’s house. Is she lost to you , 
who is found to Christ ? If she 
were with a dear friend, although 
ye should never see her again, 
your care of her would be but 
small. Oh, now, is she not with I 


a dear Friend, and gone higher, 
upon a certain hope that ye shall, 
in the resurrection, see her again, 
when (be ye sure) she shall neither 
he hectic, nor consumed in body? 
Ye would be sorry either to be, 
or be esteemed, an athiest ; and 
yet not I,huttheapostle, (1 Thess. 
iv. 13,) thinketh those to be hope- 
less athiests who mourn exces- 
sively for the dead. But this is 
not a challenge on my part ; I 
do speak this only fearing your 
weakness, for your daughter was 
a part of yourself; and, therefore, 
nature in you being, as it were, 
cut and halved, will indeed be 
grieved : hut we have to rejoice, 
that when a part of you is on earth, 
a great part of ym is glorified in 
heaven. Follow her, but envy 
her not ; for, indeed, it is self- 
ove in us that maketh us mourn 
for them that die in the Lord. 
Why? Because for them we can- 
not mourn, since they are never 
happy till they be dead ; therefore, 
we mourn for our own private 
respect. Take h< el, then, that, in 
showing your affection in mourn- 
ng for your daughter, ye be not, 
mt of self-affection, mourning 
for yourself. Consider what the 
Lord is doing in it. Your daugh- 
ter is plucked out of the fire, and 
she resteth from her labours ; 
and your Lord in that is trying 
you, and casting you into the fire. 
Go through all fires to your rest: 
and now, remember that the eye 
of God is upon you, beholding 
your patience and faith ; he de- 
lighteth to see you in the burning 
bush and not consumed ; and he 
s gladly content, that such a weak 
woman as ye should send Satan 
away, frustrated of his design. 
Now, honour God, and shame the 
strong roaring lion, when ye seem 
weakest. Should such an one as 
ye faint in the day of adversity ? 

11 to mind the days of old: 



LETTER IT. 


53 


the Lord yet liveth : trust in him , | 
although he should slay you. 
Faith is exceedingly charitable, 
and believe; h no evil of God. 
Now is the Lord laying in the 
one scale of the balance your mak- 
ing conscience of submission to 
his gracious will ; and, in the 
other, your affection and love to 
yof!r daughter — which of the two 
will ye then choose to satisfy r 
Be wise, then ; and, as 1 tiust 
that ye love Christ better than a 
sinful woman, pass by your daugh- 
ter and kiss the Lord's rod. Men 
do lop the branches off their trees 
round about, to the end they may 
grow up high and tall ; the Lord 
hath, in this way, lopped your 
branch, in taking from you man\ 
children, to the end ye should 
grow upward, like one of the 
Lord's cedars, setting your heart 
above, where Christ is at the right 
hand of the Father. What i 
next, but that your Lord cut 
down the stock after he bath cut 
the branches ? Prepare your 
self ; ye are nearer your daugh 
ter this day than you were yester- 
day ; while ye prodigally spend 
time in mourning for her, ye art 
speedily posting after her. Rur 
your race with patience; let Goc 
have his own, and ask of him, in- 
stead of your daughter, whom h 
hath taken from you, the daughter 
of faith, which is patience ; an< 
in patience possess your soul 
Lift up your head ; ye do no 
know how near your redemptiui 
doth draw. 

Thus recommending you t( 
the Lord, who is able to estahlisl 
you, I rest, your loving and af- 
fectionate friend, in the Lore 
Jesus, 

Anwoth, April 23, 1628. 


LETTER. IV. 

TO THE VISCOUNTESS OP 
KENMURE. 

Madam , — All dutiful obedience 
n the Lord remembered — I have 
icard of your Ladyship’s infir- 
nity and sickness with grief, yet 

trust that ye have learned to 
.ay, It is the Lord, let him do 
whatsoever seemeth good in his 
j yes.” It is now many years 
ince the apostate angels made a 
juestion, whether their will or 
lie will of their Creator should 
he done ; and since that time, 
froward mankind hath always, 
n that same suit of law, com- 
pared to plead with them against 
God, in daily repining against his 
vill : but the Lord, being both 
>artv and judge, hath obtained a 
leereet, and saith, (Isaiah xlvi. 
10,) “ My counsel shall stand, 
ind I will do all my pleasure.” 
It is then best for us, in the obe- 
lience of faith, and in a holy sub- 
uission, to give that to God 
which the law of his almighty 
and just power will have of us. 
Therefore, Madam, your Lord 
wTlleth you. in all states of life, 
to say, “ Thy will be done on 
‘arth, as it is in heaven and 
herein shall ye have comfort, 
that He, who seeth perfectly 
through all your evils, and know- 
*tli the frame and constitution of 
vour nature, and what is most 
healthful for your soul, holdeth 
every cup of affliction to your 
head with his own gracious hand. 
Never believe that your tender- 
hearted Saviour, who knoweth the 
.strength of your .stomach, will 
mix that cup with one dram- 
weight of poison. Drink then 
with the patience of the saints ; 
and the God of patience bless 
your physic. 
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I have heard your Ladyship ing in the bed of fleshly security, 
complain of deadness, and want Therefore, worthy Lady, so count 
of the bestirring power of the little of yourself, because of your 
life of God; but, courage! He, own wretchedness and sinful drow- 
who walked in the garden, and siness, that ye count not also 
made a noise that made Adam little of God in the course of tyis 
hear his voice, will also, at some unchangeable mercy ; for there 
times, walk in your soul, and be many Christians, most like 
make you hear a more sweet unto young sailors, who think the 
word — yet ye will not always hear shore and the whole land do mdve, 
the noise and the din of his feet when the ship and they them* 
when he walketh. Ye are, at selves are moved ; just so, not a 
such a time, like Jacob mourn- few do imagine that God raoveth, 
ing at the supposed death of and saileth, and changeth places, 
Joseph, when Joseph was living, because their giddy souls are 
The new creature, the image of under sail, and subject to altera- 
the second Adam, is living in tion, to ebbing and flowing — but 
you ; and yet ye are mourning the foundation of the Lord abid- 
at the supposed death of the life eth sure. God knoweth that ye 
of Christ in you. Ephraim is are his own. Wrestle, fight, go 
bemoaning and mourning, (Jer. forward, watch, 'Tear, believe" ) 
xxxi. 18,) when he thinketh God pray! and then ye liave aJTthe \ 
is far off, and heareth not ; and infallible symptoms of one of the^ 1 
yet God is like the Bridegroom, elect of Christ within you. 

(Cant, ii.,) standing only behind Ye have now, Madam, a sick- 
athin wall, and laying to his ear; ness before you ; and also after 
for he saith himself, (ver. 18,) that, a death : gather then now 
u I have surely heard Ephraim food for the journey. God give 
bemoaninghimself.” I have good you eyes to see through sickness 
confidence, Madam, that Christ and death, and to see something 
Jesus, whom your soul, through beyond death. I doubt not that 
forests and mountains, is seek- if hell were betwixt you and 
ing, is within you : and yet I Christ, as a river which ye be- 
speak not this to lay a pillow hoved to cross ere ye could come 
binder your head, or to dissuade at him, but ye would willingly 
you from a holy fear of the loss put in your foot, and make through 
of your Christ, or of provoking to be at him, upon hope that he 
and stirring up the Beloved be- would come in himself into the 
fore he please, by sin. I know deepest of the river, and lend you 
that in spiritual confidence, the his hand. Now I believe that 
devil will come in, as in all other your hell is dried up, and that 
good works, and cry, u Half- ye have only these two shallow 
tnine!* and so endeavour to bring brooks, sickness and death, to 
you under a fearful sleep, till He, pass through ; and ye have also 
whom your soul loveth^ be de- a promise that Christ will do 
parted from the door, and have more than meet you, even that 
left off knocking; and, therefore, he will come himself and go with 
here the Spirit of God must hold you foot for foot, yea, and bear 
your soul’s feet in the golden you in his arms. Oh then! oh 
mid-line, betwixt confident rest- then ! for the joy that is set be- 
ing in the arms of Christ, and fore you, for the love of the Man 
presumptuous and drowsy sleep- (who is also God over all, blessed 
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for ever,) that is standing upon 
the shore to welcome you ; run 
your race with patience. The 
Lord go with you. Your Lord 
will not have you, nor any of his 
servants, to exchange for the 
worse. Death, in itself, includ- 
eth both the death of the soul 
and the death of the body ; but 
to^God’s children the bounds and 
the limits of death are abridged, 
and drawn into a more narrow 
compass : so that when ye die, a 
piece of death shall only seize 
upon you, or the least part of 
you shall die, and that is, the 
dissolution of the body ; for in 
Christ ye are delivered from the 
second death ; and, therefore, as 
one born of God, commit not sin, 
(although ye cannot live and not 
sin,) and that serpent shall but 
eat your earthly part — as for 
your soul, it is above the law of 
death. But it is fearful and 
dangerous to be a debtor and a 
servant to sin ; for the count of 
sin ye will not be able to make 
good before God, except Christ 
both count and pay for you. 

I trust, also, Madam, that ye 
will be careful to present to the 
Lord the present estate of this 
decaying Kirk ; for what shall 
be concluded in Parliament anent 
her, the Lord knoweth. Sure 1 
am that the decree of a most fear- 
ful Parliament in heaven is at the 
very point of coming forth, be- 
cause of the sins of the land ; for 
we have cast away the law of the 
Lord, and despised the words of 
the Holy One of Israel, (Isaiah 
v, 24.) “ Judgment is turned 

away backward, and justice stand- 
etn afar off ; for truth is fallen in 
the streets, and equity cannot en- 
ter, M (Isaiah lix. 14.) Lo, the 
prophet, as if he had seen us and 
our Kirk, resembleth justice to 
be handled as an enemy, holden 
out at the ports of our city, so is 


she banished ; and truth to a 
person sickly and diseased, fallen 
down in a deadly swooning fit in 
the streets before he can come to 
an house. The priests have caus- 
ed many to stumble at the law, 
and have corrupted the Covenant 
of Levi, (Mai. ii. 8.) But what 
will they do in the end ? (Jer. v._ 
31.) Therefore give the Lord 
no rest for Zion. 

Stir up your husband, your 
brother, and all with whom ye 
are in favour and credit, to stand 
upon the Lord’s side against Baal. 

I nave good hope that your hus- 
band loveth the peace and pros- 
perity of Zion. The peace of 
God be upon him for his intended 
courses anent the establishment 
of a powerful ministry in this 
land. 

Thus, not willing to weary 
your Ladyship farther, I com- 
mend you, now and always, to 
the grace and mercy of that God 
who is able to keep you that ye 
fall not. The Lord Jesus be with 
your spirit. Your Ladyship’s ser- 
vant, at all dutiful obedience in 
Christ, S. R. 

Auwotb, July 27, 1628. 


LETTER V. 

TO THE ELECT AND NOBLE LADY, 
MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — Saluting your Lady- 
ship with grace and mercy from 
God our Father, and from our 
Lord Jesus Christ — I was sorry 
at my departure, leaving your 
Ladyship in grief ; and should 
still he grieved at it, if I were 
not assured that ye have One with 
you in the furnace, whose visage 
is like unto the Son of God. I 
am glad that ye have been ac- 
quainted, from your youth, with 

D 
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the wrestlings of God ; and that 
ye get scarce liberty to 9wallow 
down your spittle, being casten 
from furnace to furnace, knowing 
that if ye were not dear to God, 
and if your health did not require 
so much of him, he would not 
spend so much physic upon you. 
All the brethren and sisters of 
Christ must be conformed to his 
i mage and copy i n suffering , (Rom . 
viii.,) and some do more vively 
resemble the copy than others. 
Think, Madam, that it is a part 
of your glory to be enrolled among 
those whom one of the elders 
(Rev. vii. 14)pointed out to John, 

These are they which came out 
of great tribulation, and have 
washed their robes, and made 
them white in the blood of the 
Lamb.” Rehold your Forerun- 
ner going out of the world, all in 
a lake of blood ; and it is not ill 
to die as he did. Fulfil, with joy, 
the remnant of the grounds and 
remainders of the afflictions of 
Christ in your body. 

Ye have lost a child — nay, she 
is not lost to you, who is found 
to Christ ; she is not sent away, 
hut only sent before ; like unt< 
a star, which, going out of our 
sight, doth not die and vanish, 
butshineth in another hemisphere, 
ye see her not, yet she doth shine 
in another country. If her glass 
was but a short hour, what she 
wanteth of time, that she hath 
gotten of eternity ; and je have 
to rejoice that ye have now some 
plenishing up in heaven. Build 
your nest upon no tree here ; for 
ye see God hath sold the forest 
to death ; and every tree, where- 
upon we would rest, is ready to 
be cut down, to the end that we 
might flee and mount up, and 
build upon the Rock, and dwell 
in the holes of the Rock. What 
ye love besides Jesus, your hus- 
band , is an adulterous lover : no w 


it is God's special blessing to Ju- 
dah, that he will not let her find 
her paths in following her strange 
lovers, (Hosea ii. 6,) 44 There- 
fore behold, I will hedge up thy 
way with thorns, and make a wall, 
that she shall not find her paths.” 
(Ver. 7,) 41 And she shall follow 
after her lovers, but she shall not 
overtake them.” Oh thrice ft&p- 
py Judah, when God buildeth a 
double-stone wall betwixt her and 
the fire of hell 1 The world, and 
the things of the world, Madam, 
is the lover that ye naturally affect, 
beside your own husband, Christ. 
The hedge of thorns, and the wall 
w r hich God buildeth in your way, 
to hinder you from this lover, is 
the thorny hedge of daily grief, 
loss of children, weakness of body, 
iniquity of the time, uncertainty 
of estate, lack of worldly comfort, 
fear of God’s anger for old unre- 
pented-of sins. What lose ye if 
God twist and plait the hedge 
daily thicker ? God be blessed ! 
the Lord will not let you find 
your paths. Return to your first 
hn-band. Do not weary, neither 
think that death walketh toward 
you with a slow pace. Ye must 
be riper ere ye ho shaken ? your 
days are no longer than Job’s, 
that were sw ifter than a post, and 
passed away as the ships of desire, 
and as the eagle that hasteth for 
the prey, (Job ix. 25, 20.) There 
is less sand in your glass now than 
there was yesterday ; this span- 
length of ever-posting time will 
soon be ended ; hut the greater 
is the mercy of God, the more 
years ye get to advise upon what 
terms, and upon what conditions, 
ye cast your soul into the hugo 
</ulf of never-ending eternity. 
The Lord hath told you what ye 
should he doing till he come : 
wait and hasten, saith Peter, for 
the coming of our Lord. All is 
night that is here, in respect of 
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ignorance and daily ensuing trou- 
bles, one always making way to 
another, as the ninth wave of the 
sea to the tenth ; therefore, sigh 
and long for the dawning of that 
rooming, and the breaking of that 
day of the coming of the Son of 
ManfWhen the shadows shall flee 
a\jay. Persuade yourself that 
the King is coming. Read his 
letter sent before him, (Rev. iii. 
11,) “ Behold, I come quickly.” 
Wait, with the wearied night- 
watch, for the breaking of the 
eastern sky, and think that ye 
have not a morrow ; as the wise 
father said, who, being invited 
against to-morrow to dine with 
his friends, answered, “ These 
many days 1 have had no morrow 
at all.” 1 am loath to weary you. 
Show yourself a Christian, by 
suffering without murmuring, for 
which sin fourteen thousand and 
seven hundred were slain, (Num. 
xvi. 49.) In patience possess 
your soul — they lose nothing who 
gain Christ. 

Thus, remembering my bro- 
ther’s and iny wife's humble ser- 
vice to your Ladyship, I commend 
you to the mercy and grace of 
our Lord Jesus, assuring you that 
your day is coining, and that 
God’s mercy is abiding you. 

The Lord Jesus be with your 
spirit. Yours, in the Lord Jesus 
at all dutiful obedience, S. R. 

Anwoth, Jan. 15, 1629. 


LETTER VI. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — Saluting you in Je 
sus Christ — to my grief 1 mus' 
bid you, it may be, for ever fare 
well, on paper, having small as 
surance ever to see your face 
again till the last general assem- 
bly, where the whole Church uni- 
vernal shall meet ; yet promising 


>y his grace to present your Lady- 
hip, and your burdens to Him, 
vho is able to save you, and to 
;ive you an inheritance with the 
aints, after a more special man- 
er than ever I have done before. 

Ye are going to a country where 
he Sun of righteousness in the 
~ ospel shineth not so clearly as. 
n this kingdom ; but if ye would 
now where He whom your soul 
oveth, doth rest, and where he 
»edeth at the noon-tide of the 
lay, wherever ye be, get ye forth 
>y the footsteps of the flock, and 
eed yourself beside the shepherds’ 
ents, (Cant. i. 7, 8,) that is, ask 
or some of the watchmen of the 
ord’s city, w>ho will tell you 
ruly, and will not lie, w’here ye 
hall find Him whom your soul 
oveth. I trust, that ye are so 
etrothed in marriage to the true 
Christ, that ye will not give your 
ove to any false Christ. Ye 
mow not how soon your mar- 
riage-day will come ; nay, is not 
eternity hard upon you ? It were 
ime, then, that ye had your wed- 
ding- garment in readiness. Be 
not sleeping at your Lord’s com- 
ng: 1 pray God that ye may be 
upon your feet standing when he 
knocketh. Be not discouraged 
o go from this country to another 
part of the Lord’s earth — the 
arth is his, and the fulness there- 
of, (Psalm xxiv. 1.) This is the 
Lord’s lower house ; and, while 
we are lodged here, w-e have no 
assurance to lie ever in one cham- 
ber, but must be content to re- 

I move from one corner of 
Lord’s nether house to another, 
resting in hope that, when we 
come up to the Lord’s upper city, 
Jerusalem that is above, we shall 
remove no more ; because then 
we shall be at home. And, go 
whithersoever ye will, if your 
Lord go with you, ye are at Rome; 
and your lodging is ever ti&ea 
d 2 
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before night, so long as He who 
is Israel's dwelling-house, is your 
home, (Psalm xc. 1.) Believe 
me, Madam, my mind is, that ye 
are well lodged, and that in your 
house there are fair ease-room? 
and pleasant lights, if ye can in 
faith lean down your head upon 
the breast of Jesus Christ ; and 
till this be, ye will never get a 
sound sleep. Jesus, Jesus, be 
your shadow and your covering. 
It is a sweet soul-sleep to lie in 
the arms of Christ, for his breath 
is very sweet. 

Pray for poor friendless Zion ! 
Alas! no man will speak for her 
now, although at home, in her own 
country, she hath good friends, 
her husband, Christ, and his Fa- 
ther, her father-in-law. Beseech 
your husband to be a friend tc 
Zion, and to pray for her. 

I have received many and divers 
dashes and heavy strokes since the 
Lord called me to the ministry : 
but, indeed, I esteem your depar- 
ture from us amongst the weighti- 
est : but I perceive that God will 
litve us to be deprived of what- 
soever we idolize, that he may 
have his own room. I see ex- 
ceedingly small fruit of my minis- 
try, and would be glad to know 
of one soul to be my crown and 
rejoicing in the day of Christ. 
Though I spend my strength in 
vain, yet my labour is with my 
God, (Isaiah xlix. 4.) I wish 
and pray that the Lord would 
harden my face against all, and 
make me to learn to go with my 
face against a storm. 

Again, I commend you, body 
and spirit, to Him who hath loved 
us, and washed us from our sins, 
in bis own blood. Grace, grace, 
grace, for ever, be with you. 
Pray, pray continually. Your 
Ladyship's, at all dutiful obedi- 
ence in Christ, S. R. 

Anwotb, Sept. 14, 1629. 


LETTER VII. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Loying and Dear Sister, — Jf 
ever you would pleasure me, en- 
treat the Lord for me, now when 
I am so comfortless, and so {all 
of heaviness, that I am not able to 
stand under the burden any long- 
er. The Almighty hath doubled 
his stripes upon me ; for my wife 
is so sore tormented, night and 
day, that I have wondered why 
the Lord tarrieth so long. My 
life is bitter unto me, and I fear 
that the Lord be my contrary 
party. It is (I now know by ex- 
perience) hard to keep sight of 
God in a storm, especially when 
he hideth himself for the trial of 
his children. If he would be 
pleased to remove his hand, I have 
a purpose to seek him more than 
I have done. Happy are they 
that can win away with their soul : 

I am afraid of his judgments. I 
bless my God, that there is a death 
and a heaven. I would weary to 
begin again to be a Christian, so 
bitter is it to drink of the cup 
that Christ drank of, if I knew 
not that there is no poison in it. 
God give us not of it whill we 
vomit again, for we have sick 
souls when God’s physic worketh 
not. Pray that God would not 
ead my wife into temptation. 
Wo is my heart that I have done 
o little against the kingdom of 
Satan in my calling; for he would 
Fain attempt to make me blas- 
pheme God in his face. I believe, 

I believe, in the strength of Him 
who hath put me into this work, 
hat he shall fail in that which he 
seeketh. I have comfort in this, 
hat my Captain, Christ, hath 
‘aid I must fight and overcome 
he world, (John xvi. 33,) and 
with a weak, spoiled, weaponless 
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devil ; (John xiv. 30,) u The 
prince of this world cometh, and 
hath nothing in me,” 

Desire Mr. Robert to remem- 
ber me, if he love me. Grace, 
grace be with you, and all yours. 
Remember Zion. 

There is a letter procured from 
the king, by* Mr. John Maxwell, 
to*urge conformity, to give the 
communion at Christmas in Edin- 
burgh. Hold fast that which ye 
have, that no man take the crown 
from you. 

The Lord Jesus be with your 
spirit. Yours, in the Lord, 

S. R. 

Anwoth, Nov. 17, 1629. 


LETTER VIII. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — I have longed ex- 
ceedingly to hear of your life and 
health, and growth in the grace 
of God. I lacked the opportunity 
of a bearer, in respect l did not 
understand of the hasty departure 
of the last, by whom I might have 
saluted your Ladyship ; and, 
therefore, I could not write be- 
fore this time. I entreat you, 
Madam, to let me have two lines 
from you, concerning your pre- 
sent condition. I know that ye 
are in grief and heaviness ; and 
if it were not so, ye might be 
afraid, because then your way 
should not be sojike the way that 
our Lord saith leadeth to the New 
Jerusalem. Sure I am, that if 
ye knew what was before you, or 
if ye saw but some glances of it, 
ye would with gladness swim 
through the present floods of sor- 
row, spreading forth your arms 
out of desire to be at land. If 
God have given you the earnest 
of the Spirit, as part of payment 


of God’s principal sum, ye have 
to rejoice ; for our Lord will not 
lose his earnest, neither will he 
go back nor repent him of the 
bargain. If ye find, at some time, 
a longing to see God, joy in the 
assurance of that sight, howbeit 
hat feast be but like the Passover, 
that cometh about only once a year. 
Peace of conscience, liberty of* 
prayer, the doors of God’s trea- 
sure casten up to the soul, and a 
clear sight of himself looking out, 
and saying, with a smiling coun- 
tenance, 14 Welcome to me, af- 
flicted soul,” — this is the earnest 
that he giveth sometimes, and 
which maketh glad the heart ^nd 
is an evidence that the bargain 
will hold. 

But to the end that ye may get 
this earnest, it were good to come 
oft into terms of speech with God, 
both in prayer and hearing of the 
word ; for this is the house of 
wine, where ye meet with your 
Well-beloved. Here it is wnere 
he kisseth you with the kisses of 
his mouth, and where ye feel the 
smell of his garments ; and thtef 
have indeed a most fragrant and 
glorious smell. Ye must, I say, 
wait upon Him, and be often 
communing with Him, whose lips 
are as lilies, dropping sweet smell- 
ing myrrh, and by the moving 
whereof he will assuage your 
grief ; for the Christ that saveth 
you is a speaking Christ ; the 
Church knoweth him (Cant, ii.) 
by his voice, and can discern his 
voice among a thousand. I say 
this, to the end that ye should not 
love those masks of Antichristian 
ceremonies, which the Church, 
where ye are for a time, hath 
casten over the Christ whom your 
soulloveth. This is to set before 
you a dumb Christ. But when 
our Lord cometh, he speaketh to 
the heart in the simplicity of tha 
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I have neither tongue nor pen 
to express to you the happiness of 
such as are in Christ. When ye 
have sold all that ye have, and 
bought the field wherein this pearl 
is, ye will think it no bad market : 
for if ye be in him, all his is yours ; 
and ye are in him ; 44 therefore, 
because he liveth, ye shall live 
also,” (John xiv. 19.) And what 
is that else, but as if the Son had 
said, 44 I will not have heaven, 
except my redeemed ones be with 
me? — they and I cannot live asun- 
der ; — abide in me and I in you,” 
(John xv. 4.) Oh sweet com- 
munion, when Christ and we are 
thr<*igh other, and are no longer 
twol 44 Father, I will that those 
whom thou hast given me, he with 
me where I am, to behold my 
glory, that thou hast given me,” 
(John xvii. 24.) Amen : dear 
Jesus, let it be according to that 
word. 

I wonder that ever your heart 
should be casten down, if ye be- 
lieve this truth. And they are 
not worthy of Jesus Christ, who 
will not suffer forty years’ trou- 
ble for him, since they have such 
glorious promises. But we fools 
believe those promises as the man 
that read Plato’s writings con- 
cerning the immortality of the 
soul. So long as the nook was 
in ‘his hand, he believed that all 
was true, and that the soul could 
not die ; but so soon as he laid 
by the book, presently he began 
to imagine, that the soul is but a 
smoke or airy vapour, that pe- 
rTsheth with the expiring of the 
breath : so we at starts do assent 
to the sweet and precious pro- 
mises; but laying aside God’s 
book, we begin to call all in ques- 
tion. It 19 faith, indeed, to be- 
lieve without a pledge, and to 
hold the heart constant at this 
work, and when we doubt, to run 
to the law and to the testimony, 


and stay there. Madam, hold 
you here. Here is your Father’s 
testament, read it: in it he hath 
left to you remission of sins and 
life everlasting. If all that ye 
have here be crosses and trot*- 
hies, downcastings, frequent de- 
sertions, and departure of the 
Lord, who is suiting you in mar- 
riage, courage ! He who is 
wooer and suiter, should not be 
an household-man with you, till 
ye and he come up to his Father’s 
house together. He purposeth 
to do you good at your latter 
end, (Deut. viii. 16,) and to give 
vou rest from the days of adver- 
sity, (Psalm xciv. 13.) It is 
good to bear the yoke of God in 
your youth, (Lam. iii. 27.) Turn 
in to your stronghold as a prison- 
er of hope, (Zech. ix. 12.) 44 For 
the vision is yet for an appointed 
time, but at the end it shall speak 
and not lie: though it tarry, wait 
for it ; because it will surely come, 
it will not tarry,” (Hab. ii. 3.) 
Hear himself saying, (Isa. xxvi. 
20,) 41 Come my people,” — re- 
joice, he calleth on you — “Enter 
thou into thy chambers, and shut 
thy doors about thee; hide thy- 
self, as it were for a little mo- 
ment, till the indignation be over- 
past.” Believe then, 44 believe 
and be saved.” Think it not 
hard, if ye get not your will, nor 
your delights in this life ; God 
will have you to rejoice in nothing 
but himself. God forbid that ye 
should rejoice in any thing but 
in the cross of gphrist, (Gal. iv. 
16.) 

Our Church, Madam, is decay- 
ng ; she is like Ephraim’s cake, 
and grey hairs are here and there 
upon her, and she knoweth it 
not, (Hos. vii. 9.) She is old 
and grey-headed, near the grave, 
and no man layeth it to heart — 
her wine is sour and is corrupted. 
Now if the wife of Phipeas did 
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live, she might travail in birth 
and die, to see the ark of God 
taken, and the glory departing 
# from our Israel — the power and 
life of religion is away. u Wo 
ufito us, for the day goeth away, 
for the shadows of the evening 
are stretched out,” (Jer. vi. 4.) 
Mjdam, Zion is the ship wherein 
ye are carried to Canaan. If 
she suffer shipwreck, ye will be 
casten overboard, upon death and 
life, to swim to land upon broken 
boards. It were time for us, by 
prayer, to put upon our master- 
pilot, Jesus, and to cry, u Mas- 
ter, save us, we perish !” 

Grace, grace be with you. 
We would think it a blessing to 
our Kirk to see you here ; but our 
sins withhold good things from 
us. The great messenger of the 
covenant preserve you, in body 
and in spirit. Yours, in the 
Lord, S. R. 

Anwoth, Feb. 1, 1C30. 


LETTER IX. 

TO THE LADY KENMtJRE. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be multiplied upon you. I 
received your Ladyship’s letter, 
in the which I perceive that your 
case in this world smelleth of 
worship and communion with the 
Son of God in his sufferings. 
Ye cannot, ye must not, have a 
more pleasant or more easy con- 
dition here, than he had, who 
through afflictions, was made per 
feet, (Heb. ii. 10.) We may in 
deed think, cannot God bring us 
to heaven with ease and pros- 
perity ? Who doubteth that he 
can ? But his infinite wisdom 
thinketh, and decreeth the con 
trary ; and we cannot see a rea 
son for it, yet he hath a most jus 


eason. We never with our eyes 
law our own soul, yet we have & 
ioul; we see many rivers, but we 
now not their first spring and 
•riginal fountain, yet they have a 
>eginning. Madam, when ye are 
ome to the other side the water, 
and have set down your foot on 
he shore of glorious eternity, 
and look back again to the watersT 
and to your wearisome journey, 
and shall see, in that clear glass 
f endless glory, nearer to the 
bottom of God’s wisdom, ye shall 
hen be forced to say, u If God 
lad done otherwise with me than 
le hath done, I had never come 
to the enjoying of this crown of 
>-lory.” It is your part now to 
>elieve, and suffer, and hope, and 
wait on : for I protest, in the 
presence of thatall-discerningeye, 
who knovveth what I write, and 
what I think, that I would not 
want the sweet experience of 
the consolations of God, for all 
he bitterness of affliction : nay, 
whether God come to his child- 
en with a rod or a crown, if he 
Come himself with it, it h well. 
Welcome, welcome Jesus, what 
way soever thou comest, if we 
can get a sight of thee. And 
sure I am that it is better to be 
sick, providing Christ come to 
the bed-side, and draw by the 
curtains, and say, “ Courage! I 
am thy salvation !” than to enjoy 
health, being lusty and strong, 
and never to be visited of God. 

Worthy and dear Lady, In the 
strength of Christ, fight and over- 
come. Ye are now your lone ; 
but ye may have, for the seeking, 
three always in your company, the 
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit — I 
trust they are near you. Ye are 
now deprived of the comfort of a 
lively ministry, so was Israel in 
their captivity : yet hear God’s 
promise to them, (Ezek. xi. 16,) 
u Therefore say, thus saith the 
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Lord God, Although I have cast 
them far off among the heathen, 
and although I have scattered 
them among the countries, yet 
will I be to them ajsjf Jit tie sane 
tuary, in the countries where 
tKey shall come.” Behold a sanc- 
tuary ! for a sanctuary God him- 
self, in the place and room of the 
temple of Jerusalem. I trust in 
God that, carrying this temple 
about with you, ye shall see Je- 
hovah’s beauty in his house. 

We are in great fears of a 
great and fearful trial to come 
upon the Kirk of God; for those 
who would build their houses 
and nests on the ashes of mourn- 
ing Jerusalem, have drawn our 
king upon hard and dangerous 
conclusions, against such as are 
termed Puritans, for the rooting 
of them out. Our Prelates — the 

Lord take the kejs of his house 
from these bastard porters ! — as- 
sure us that for such as will not 
conform, there is nothing but im- 
prisonment and deprivation. The 
spouse of Jesus shall ever be in 
the fire ; but I trust in my God 
that she shall not be consumed, 
because of the good-will of Him 
who dwelleth in the bush, for he 
dwelleth in it with good-will. All 
sorts of crying sins, without con- 
trolment, abound in our land 
The glory of the Lord is depart- 
ing from Israel, and the Lord is 
looking back over his shoulder, 
to see if any will say, u Lord! 
tarry,” and no man requesteth 
him to stay. Corrupt and false 
doctrine is openly preached by 
the idol-shepherds of the land. 
For myself I have daily griefs, 
through the disobedience unto 
and contempt of the word of God. 

I was summoned before the 
High Commission by a profligate 
person in this parish, convicted 
of incest. In the business, Mr. 
Alexander Colville, for respect 


to your Ladyship, was my great 
friend, and wrote a most kind 
letter to me. — The Lord give 
him mercy in that day. Upon 
the day of my compearance, the 
sea, and winds, refused to giw 
passage to the Bishop of St. 
Andrews. I entreat your Lady- 
ship, to thank Mr. Alexander 
Colville, with two lines of a letter. 

My wife now, after a long dis- 
ease and torment, for the space 
of a year and a month, is de- 
parted this life ; — the Lord has 
done it ; blessed be his name. I 
have been diseased of a fever ter- 
tian for the space of thirteen 
weeks, and am yet in that sick- 
ness, so that I preach but once 
on the Sabbath with. great diffi- 
culty. I am not able either to 
visit, or examine the congrega- 
tion. 

The Lord Jesus he with your 
spirit. Your Ladyship’s, at all 
obedience, S. R. 

Anwoth, 26th June, 1630. 


LETTER X. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUOBT. 

Well-beloved and Dear Sister, 
— My love, in the Lord Jesus, 
remembered — I understand that 
you are still under the Lord’s 
visitation, in your former busi- 
ness with your enemies, which is 
God’s dealing. For till He take 
his children out of the furnace, 
who knoweth how long they should 
be tried, there is no deliverance ; 
but after God’s highest and ful- 
lest tide, that the sea of trouble 
is gone over the souls of his chil- 
dren, then cometh the gracious 
long-hoped-for ebbing, and dry- 
ing up of the waters. Dear Sis- 
ter, do not faint ; the wicked 
may hold the bitter cup to your 
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head, but God mixeth it, and 
there is no poison in it ; they 
strike, but God moveth the rod ; 
Shimei curseth, but it is because 
' the Lord biddeth him. 

Itellyou,and Ihaveitfrom Him 
jffefore whom I stand for God’s 
people, that there is a decreet 
given out in the great court of 
this highest heavens, that your 
present troubles shall be dispersed 
as the morning cloud, and God 
will bring forth your righteous- 
ness as the light of the noon-tide 
of the day. Let me entreat you 
in Christ’s name, to keep a good 
conscience in your proceedings 
in that matter, and beware of 
yourself — yourself is a more dan- 
gerous enemy than I, or any with- 
out you. Innocence, and an up- 
right cause, is a good advocate 
before God, and will plead for 
you, and shall win your cause ; 
and count much of your Master’s 
approbation, and his smiling. He 
is now as the king that is gone 
to a far country. God seemeth 
to be from home, (if I may say 
so,) yet he seeth the ill servants, 
who say, 44 Our Master deferreth 
his coming,” and so strike their 
fellow-servants. But patience, 
my Beloved, Christ, the King, 
is coming home ; the evening is 
at hand, and he will ask an ac- 
count of his servants. Make a 
fair, clear count to him. So carry 
yourself, as at night you may say, 
44 Master, I have wronged none : 
behold, ye have your own with 
advantage.” Oh your soul then 
will esteem much one of God’s 
kisses and embracements, in the 
testimony of a good conscience ! 
The wicked, howbeit they be cast- 
ing many evil thoughts, bitter 
words, and sinful deeds behind 
their back, yet they are, in so 
doing, clerks to their own pro- 
cess, and doing nothing all their 
lives, but gathering dittays against 


themselves ; for God is angry at 
the wicked every day. And I 
hope your present process shall 
be sighted one day by him who 
knoweth your just cause ; and 
the bloody tongues, crafty foxes, 
double-ingrained hypocrites, shall 
appear as they are before his 
Majesty, when he shall take the 
mask off their faces : and oh4 
thrice happy will your soul be 
then, when God findeth 
covered with nothing but the 
white robe of the saints’ inno- 
cence, and the righteousness of 

You have been of late in the 
King’s wine-cellar, where you 
were welcomed by the Lord of 
the inn, upon a condition that 
you would w r alk in love. Put on 
love, and brotherly kindness, and 
long-suffering. Wait as long 
upon the favour and turned hearts 
of your enemies as your Christ 
waited upon you, and as dear 
Jesus stood at your soul’s door 
with dewy and rainy locks, the 
long, cold night. Be angry, but 
sin not. I persuade myself that 
that holy unction within you, 
which teacheth you all things, 
is also saying, 41 Overcome evil 
with good.” If that had not 
spoken in your soul, at the tears 
of your aged pastor, you would 
not have agreed, and forgiven his 
foolish son who wronged you : 
but my Master bade me tell you, 
that God’s blessing shall be upon 
you for it ; and from him I say, 
44 Grace, grace, and everlasting 
peace be upon you.” It is my 
prayer for you, that your carriage 
may grace and adorn the Gospel 
of that Lord who hath graced 
you. I hear that your husband 
also was sick, but I beseech you, 
in the bowels of Jesus, to welcome 
every rod of God ; for I find not, 
in the whole book of God, a 
greater note of the child of God, 
d 5 
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than to fall down and kiss the 
feet of an angry God ; and when 
he seemeth to put you away from 
him, and to loose your hands 
that grip him, to look up in faith, 
and say, u I shall not, I will not 
be put away from thee : howbeit 
thy Majesty draw to free thyself 
of me, yet, Lord! give me leave 
to hold and cleave unto thyself.” 
I shall pray that your Husband 
may return in peace. Your de- 
creet cometh from heaven, look 
up thither ; for many (saith So- 
lomon) seek the face of the ruler, 
but every man’s judgment cometh 
of the Lord ; and be glad that it 
is so, for Christ is the clerk of 
your process, and will see that all 
go right : and I persuade myself, 
that he is saying, “ Yonder ser- 
vants of mine are wronged ; for 
my blood, Father, give them 
justice.” Think you not, dear 
Sister, but our High Priest, our 
tJesuS, the Master of requests, 
preBenteth our bills of complaint 
to the great Lord Justice ? Yea, 
I believe it, since he is our Ad- 
vocate, and Daniel calleth him 
the Spokesman, whose hand pre- 
sented all to the Father. 

For other businesses, I say 
nothing, whill the Lord give 
me to see your face. I am 
credibly informed, that multi- 
tudes of England, and especially 
worthy preachers, and silenced 
preachers of London, are gone 
to New-England ; and I know 
one learned holy preacher, who 
hath written against the Armini- 
ans, who is gone thither. Our 
blessed Lord Jesus who cannot 
get leave to sleep with his Spouse 
in this land, is going to seek 
an inn where he will be better 
entertained ; and what marvel ? 
Wearied Jesus, after he had 
travelled from Geneva, by the 
ministry of worthy Mr. Knox, 
and was laid down in his bed, 


and reformation begun, and the 
curtains drawn, had not gotten 
his dear eyes well together, when 
irreverent bishops came in, and, 
with the din and noise of cere- 
monies, holy-days, and other Ro- 
mish corruptions, awoke our Re- # 
loved. Olliers' came to his bed- 
side, and drew the curtains, and 
put hands on his servants, ba- 
nished, deprived and confined 
them ; and for the pulpit, they 
got a stool, and a cold fire in the 
Blackness : and the nobility drew 
the covering off him, and have 
made him a poor, naked Christ, 
in spoiling his servants of the 
tithes and kirk-rents : and now 
there is such a noise of crying 
sins in the land, as the want of 
the knowledge of God, of mercy 
and truth, such sw ? earing, whor- 
ing, lying, and blood touching 
blood, that Christ is putting on 
his clothes, and making him, like 
an ill-handled stranger, to go to 
other lands. Pray him, dear 
.Sister, to lie down again with his 
Beloved. 

Remember my dearest love to 
John Gordon, to whom 1 shall 
write w hen I am strong ; and to 
John Brown, Grizzle, Samuel, 
and William — grace upon them. 
As you love Christ, keep Christ’s 
favour • and put not upon him 
when he sleepeth, to awake him 
before he please. The Lord 
Jesus be with your spirit. Your 
Brother in Christ, S. R. 

Anwoth, July 2), 1630. 


LETTER XI. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Well-beloved Sister, — I have 
been thinking, since my departure 
from you, of the pride and malice 
of your adversaries : and ye may 
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not (since ye have heard the booh 
of Psalms so often) take hardly 
with this ; for David’s enemies 
snuffed at him, and through the 
ride of their hearts said, 44 The 
iord will not require it,” (Psalm 
x. 13.) I beseech you, therefore, 
in the bowels of Christ, to set 
before your eyes the patience of 
ycfbr forerunner, Jesus, 44 Who, 
when he was reviled, reviled not 
again ; when he suffered, he 
threatened not, but committed 
himself to him that judgeth righte- 
ously,” (l Pet. ii. 23.) And, 
since our Lord and Redeemer, 
with patience, received many a 
black stroke on his glorious body, 
and many a buffet of the unbe- 
lieving world, and saith of him- 
self, (Isaiah 1. 6,) 4,4 I gave my 
back to the smiters, and mv 
cheeks to them that plucked off 
the hair ; 1 hid not my face from 
shame and spitting;” follow him, 
and think it not hard that you re- 
ceive a blow with your Lord : 
take part with Jesus of his suffer- 
ings, and glory in the marks of 
Christ. If this storm were over, 
you must prepare yourself for a 
new wound. For, five thousand 
years ago, our Lord proclaimed 
deadly war betwixt the seed of 
the woman and the seed of the 
serpent. And marvel not that 
one town cannot keep the child- 
ren of God and the children of 
the devil; for one belly could not 
keep Jacob and Esau; one house 
could not keep peaceably together 
Isaac the son of the promise, and 
Ishmael the son of the handmaid. 
Be you upon Christ’s side of it, 
and care not what flesh can do. 
Hold yourself fast by your Sa- 
viour, howbeit ye be buffeted, and 
those that follow him. 44 Yet a 
little while, and the wicked shall 
not be.” See 2 Cor. iv. 8, 
“ We are troubled on every side’ 
| yet not distressed ; we are per- 


plexed, but not in despair ;” (ver. 
9,) 44 persecuted, but not forsa- 
ken; cast down, but not destroy- 
ed.” If you can possess your 
soul in patience, their day is 
coming. 

Worthy and dear Sister, know 
how to carry yourself in trouble; 
and when ye are hated and re- 
proached, the Lord showeth it To 
you. (Psalm xliv. 17.) “ All this . 
is come upon us, yet have we not 
forgotten thee, neither have we 
dealt falsely in thy covenant.” 
(Psalm cxix. 92,) 44 Unless thy 
law had been my delights, I had 
perished in mine affliction.” Keep 
God’s covenant in your trials. 
Hold you by his blessed word, 
and sin not. Flee anger, wrath, 
grudging,envying, fretting. For- 
give an hundred pence to your 
fellow-servant , because your Lord 
hath* forgiven you ten thousand 
talents ; for, I assure you by the 
Lord, that your adversaries* shall 
get no advantage against you ex- 
cept ye sin, and offend your Lord 
in your sufferings. But the way 
to overcome is by patience, for- 
giving, and praying for your ene- 
mies; in doing whereof you heap 
coals upon their heads, and your 
Lord will open a door to you in 
your trouble. Wait upon him, 
as the night-watch waiteth for the 
morning. He will not tarry ; go 
up to your watch-tower, and come 
not down ; but by prayer, and 
faith, and hope, wait oh. When 
the sea is full, it will ebb again ; 
and, so soon as the wicked are 
come to the top of their pride, 
and are waxed high and mighty, 
then is their change approaching 
— they that believe make not 
haste. 

Remember Zion, forget her 
not ; for her enemies are many, 
for the nations are gathered to- 
gether against her ; 44 But they 
know not the thoughts of the 
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Lord, neither understand they 
his counsel ; for he shall gather 
them as the sheaves into the floor. 
Arise and thresh, 0 daughter of 
Zion,” (Micah iv. 12, 13.) Be- 
hold, God hath gathered his ene- 
mies together as sheaves to the 
threshing — let us stay and rest 
upon these promises. Now again, 
1 trust in our Lord, that ye shall 
by faith sustain yourself, and 
comfort yourself in your Lord, 
and be strong in his power ; for 
you are in the beaten, and com- 
mon way to heaven, when you 
are under our Lord’s crosses. 
Ye have reason to rejoice in it 
more than in a crown of gold, 
and to rejoice, and be glad to bear 
the reproaches of Christ. 

I rest — recommending you, and 
yours, for ever to the grace and 
mercy of God — yours, in Christ. 

S. R. 

Anwoth, Feb. 11, 1631. 


LETTER XII. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Well-beloved in the Lord, — 
Ye are not unacquainted with the 
day of our communion. I en- 
treat, ’therefore, the aid of your 
prayers for that great work , which 
is one of our feast-days, wherein 
our Well-beloved, Jesus, rejoic- 
eth, and is merry with his friends. 
Good cause have we to wondei 
at his love, since the day of his 
death was such a sorrowful day 
to him, even the day when his 
mother, the Kirk, crowned him 
with thorns, and he had many 
against him, and compeared his 
lone in the open fields against 
them all — yet he delighteth with 
us to remember that day. Let 
us love him, and be glad and re- 
joice in his salvation. 1 am con- 


fident that you shall see the Son 
of God that day ; and I dare, in 
his name, invite you to his ban- 
quet. Many a time you have 
been well entertained in his house, 
and he changeth not upon hi^ 
friends, nor chideth them for too 
great kindness. Yet I speak not 
this to make you leave off to pray 
for me, who have nothing of nfy- 
self, but in so far as daily I re- 
ceive from Him, who is made of 
his Father a running-over foun- 
tain, at which I and others may 
come with thirsty souls, and fill 
our vessels. Long hath this well 
been standing open to us. Lord 
Jesus, lock it not up again upon 
us. I am sorry for our desolate 
Kirk ; yet I dare not but trust, 
that so long as there be any of 
God’s lost money here, he will 
not blow out the candle. The 
Lord make fair candlesticks in 
his house, and remove the blind 
lights ! 

I have been, this time by-pass- 
ed, thinking much of the incom- 
ing of the Kirk of the Jews. 
Pray for them. When they were 
in their Lord’s house, at their 
Father’s elbow, they were long- 
ing for the incoming of their 
Little Sister, the Kirk of the 
Gentiles. They said to their 
Lord, (Cant. viii. 8,) 41 We have 
a little Sister, and she hath no 
breasts ; what shall we do for our 
Sister in the day when she shall 
be spoken for ?” Let us give 
them a meeting. What shall we 
do for our Elder Sister, the 
Jews? Lord Jesus give them 
breasts ! That were a glad day, 
to see us and them both set down 
at one table, and Christ at the 
head of the table. Then would 
our Lord come shortly with his 
fair guard , to hold his great court. 

Dear Sister, be patient for the 
Lord’s sake, under the wrongs 
that you suffer of the wicked. 

I 
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Your Lord shall make ye see 
your desire on your enemies ; 
some of them shall be cut off, 
(Job xv. 33.) They shall shake 
•off their unripe grapes as the 
vine, and cast off their flower as 
the olive : God will make them 
like unripe, sour grapes, shaken 
off the tree with the blast of God’s 
wwath ; and, therefore, pity them , 
and pray for them. Others of 
them must remain to exercise 
you; God hath said of them, Let 
the tares grow up whill harvest. 
(Matt, xiii ) It proveth you to 
be your Lord’s wheat. Be pa- 
tient. Christ went to heaven with 
many a wrong. His visage and 
countenance were all marred more 
than the sons of men. Ye may 
not be above your Master. Many 
a black stroke received innocent 
Jesus, and he received no mends, 
but referred them all to the great 
court-day, when all things shall 
be righted. 

I desire to hear from you with- 
in a day or two, if Mr. Robert 
remain in his purpose to come 
and help us. God will give you 
joy of your children. I pray for 
them, by their names. I bless 
you, from the Lord, your hus- 
band and children. Grace, grace 
and mercy be multiplied upon you. 
Yours, in the Lord, for ever, 
S. R. 

Anwoth, May 7, 1631. 


LETTER XIII. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Well-beloved Sister, — My love 
in Christ remembered — I have 
received a letter from Edinburgh, 
certainly informing me, that the 
English service, and the organs, 
and king James’ psalms, are to 
be imposed up$p our Kirk, and 


that the bishops are dealing for 
a General Assembly. A. R. 
hath confirmed the news also, 
and saith, he spoke with Sir Wil- 
liam Alexander, who is to come 
down with his prince’s warrant 
to that effect. I am desired, in 
the received letter, to acquaint 
the best affected about me witjj 
that storm ; therefore, I entreat 
you, and charge you, in the Lord’s 
name, to pray ; but do not com- 
municate this to any whill I see 
you. My heart is broken at 
the remembrance of it ; and it 
was my fear, and answereth to 
my last letter, except one, that I 
wrote unto you. 

Dearly beloved, be not casten 
down ; but let us, as the Lord’s 
doves, take us to our wings, for 
other armour we have none, and 
flee into the hole of the rock. It 
is true that A. R. saith that the 
worthiest men in England are 
banished and silenced, about the 
number of sixteen or seventeen 
choice gospel-preachers, and that 
the persecution is already begun. 
Howbeit, I do not write this unto 
you with a dry face, yet I am 
confident in the Lord’s strength, 
that Christ and his side shall over- 
come ; and you shall be assured 
that the Kirk were not a Kirk, if 
it were not so. As our dear 
husband, in wooing his fcrk, re- 
ceived many a black stroke, so 
his bride in wooing him getteth 
many blows ; and in this wooing 
there are strokes upon both sides. 
Let it be so. The devil shall 
not make the marriage go back, 
neither can he tear the contract ; 
the end shall be mercy. Yet, 
notwithstanding all this, we have 
no warrant of God to leave off 
all lawful means. I have been 
writing to you the counsels and 
draughts of inen against the Kirk ; 
but they know not, as Micah saith, 
the counsel of Jehovah. The 
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great men of the world may make 
ready the fiery furnace for Zion, 
but, trow ye that they can cause 
the fire to burn ? No. He that 
made the fire, I trust, will not 
say Amen to their decreets. 1 
trust in my Lord, that God hath 
not subscribed their bill, and that 
their conclusions have not yet 
passed our great king’s seal. 
Therefore, if ye think good, ad- 
dress yourself first to the Lord, 
and then to A. R., anent the 
business that you know. 

I am most unkindly handled 
by the Presbytery ; and, as if 1 
had been a stranger, and not a 
member of that seat to sit in 
judgment with them, I was sum- 
moned, by their order, as a wit- 
ness against B. A. ; but they 
have got no advantage in that 
matter. Other particulars you 
shall hear, God willing, at meet- 
ing. 

Anent the matter betwixt yon 
and J. E., I remember it to God. 
I entreat you in the Lord, to be 
submissive to his will ; for the 
higher that their pride mounts up, 
they are the nearer a fall : the 
Lord will more and more dis- 
cover that man. Let your hus- 
band, in all matters of judgment, 
take Christ’s part for the defence 
of the poor, and needy, and op- 
pressed, for the maintenance of 
equity and justice in the town. 
And take you no fear that he 
will take your part, and then 
you are strong enough. What: 
howbeit ye receive indignities, 
for your Lord's sake let it be so. 
WTifln^he will put his holy hand 
up to your face in heaven, and 
dry your face, and wipe the tears 
from your eyes, judge ye if ye 
will not have cause then to re- 
joice ? 

Anent other particulars, if ye 
would speak with me, appoint any 
of the first three days of the next 


week, in Carlton, when Carlton 
is at home, and acquaint me with 
your desires. 

Remember me to God, and 
my dearest affection to your hus- 
band : and, for Zion’s sake, hold 
not your peace. 

The grace of our Lord Jesus 
be with you, and your husband, 
and children. Yours, in the Lokd, 
S. R. 

Anwotb, June 2, 1631. 


LETTER XIV. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Dear Mistress, — I have not 
time, this day, to write to you ; 
but God, knowing my present 
state, and the necessities of my 
calling, will, I hope, spare my 
mother’s life for a time — for the 
which I have cause to thank my 
Lord. 1 pntreat you not to be 
cast down, for that w hich I wrote 
before to you, anent the planting 
:)f a minister in your town. Be- 
lieve, and you shall see the salva- 
tion of God. I write this be- 
cause, when you suffer, my heart 
suffereth with you. I do believe 
that your soul shall have joy in 
your labours and holy desires for 
that work, 

Grace upon you, and your hus- 
band, and your children. Yours 
ever, in Christ, S. R. 

Anwoth. 


LETTER XV. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — Having saluted you 
in the Lord Jesus — I thought it 
my duty, having the occasion of 
this bearer, to write again unto 
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your Ladyship. Though I have 
no new purpose, but what I wrote 
of before, yet ye cannot be too 
often awakened to go forward 
toward your city, since your way 
is long, and (for any thing ye 
kdow) your day is short ; and 
your Lord requireth of you, as 
ye advance «in years, and steal 
forward insensibly towards eter- 
nity, that your faith may grow 
and ripen for the Lord’s harvest. 
For the great husbandman giveth 
a season to his fruits, that they 
may come to maturity; and having 
got their fill of the tree, that 
they may be then shaken, and ga- 
thered in for his use ; whereas 
the wicked rot upon the tree, and 
their branch shall not bo green, 
(Job xv. 33,) u He shall shake 
off his unripe grapes as the vine, 
and shall cast off his flower as 
the olive.” It is God’s mercy to 
you, Madam, that he giveth you 
your fill, even to loathing, of this 
bitter world, that ye may willingly 
leave it, and, like a full and sa- 
tisfied banqueter, long for the 
drawing of the table ; and at last, 
having trampled under your feet 
all the rotten pleasures that are 
under sun and moon, and having 
u rejoiced as though ye rejoiced 
not, and having bought as though 
ye possessed not,” (l Cor. vii. 
30,) ye may, like an old, crazy 
ship, arrive at your Lord’s har- 
bour, and be made welcome, as 
one of those who have ever had 
one foot loose from this earth, 
longing for that place where your 
soul shall feast and banquet for 
ever and ever upon a glorious 
sight of the incomprehensible Tri- 
nity, and where ye shall see the 
fair face of the Man, Christ, even 
the beautiful face, that was once 
for your cause, more marred thar 
any of the visages of the sons 01 
naeti, (Isa. lii. 14,) and was al 
covered with spitting and blood 


Be content to wade through the 
waters betwixt you and glory 
vith him, holding his right hand 
ast ; for he knoweth all the 
ords. Howbeit ye may be duck- 
ed, yet ye cannot drown, being 
n his company ; and ye may, all 
he way to glory, see the way be- 
lewed with his blood, who is 
he Forerunner. Be not afraid^ 
herefore, when ye come even to 
he black and swelling river of 
leath, to put in your foot, and 
wade after him. The current, 
how strong soever, cannot carry 
you down the water to hell : the 
loath and resurrection of the 
Son of God are stepping-stones, 
and a stay to you ; set down your 
feet by faith upon these stones, 
and go through as on dry land. 
If ye knew what he is preparing 
for you, ye would be too glad. 
He will not, it may be, give 
you a full draught till ye come up 
to the well-head, and drink, yea, 
drink abundantly, of the pure 
river of the water of life, u that 
proceedeth out from the throne 
of God, and from the Lamb,” 
(Rev. xxii. 1.) Madam, tire not, 
weary not. I dare find you the 
Son of God caution that when ye 
are got up thither, and have 
casten your eyes to view the 
golden city, and the fair and 
never-withering tree of life, which 
beareth twelve manner of fruits 
every month, ye will then say, 
“ Four and twenty hours’ abode 
in that place is worth threescore 
and ten years’ sorrow upon earth.” 
If ye can but say that ye long 
earnestly to be carried up thither, 
(as I hope ye cannot for shame 
deny him the honour of having 
wrought that desire in your soul,) 
then hath your Lord given you 
an earnest: and, Madam, do ye 
believe that our Lord will lose 
his earnest, and rue of the bar- 
gain, and change his mind, as if 



70 


LETTER XVI. 


he were a man, that can lie, or 
the son of man, that can repent ? 
Nay, he is unchangeable, and the 
same this year that he was the 
former year. And his Son, Jesus, 
who upon earth ate and drank 
with publicans and sinners, and 
spake and conferred with whores 
and harlots, and put out his holy 
handand touched the leper’s filthy 
skin, and came evermore nigh 
sinners, even now, in glory, is 
yet that same Lord : his honour 
and his great court in heaven 
have not made him forget his 
oor friends on earth ; in him 
onours change not manners, and 
he doth yet desire your company. 
Take him for the old Christ, 
and claim still kindness to him, 
and say, “ Oh, it is so! he is not 
changed, but lam changed:” nay, 
it is a part of his unchangeable 
love, and an article of the new 
covenant, to keep you that he 
cannot dispone him nor sell him. 
He hath not played fast and loose 
with us, in the covenant of grace, 
so that we may run from him at 
our pleasure. His love hath made 
the bargain surei than so ; for 
Jesus, as the cautioner, is bound 
for us, (Heb. vii. 22,) and it 
cannot stand with his honour to 
die in the burrows, (as we use to 
say.) and lose thee, whom he 
must render again to the Father, 
when he shall give up the king- 
dom to him. Consent, and say 
u Amen” to the promises, and ye 
have sealed that God is true, and 
Christ is yours. This is an easy 
market : ye but look on with 
faith ; for Christ suffered all, and 
paid all. 

Madam, fearing lest I be tedi- 
ous to your Ladyship, I must stop 
here, desiring always to hear that 
your Ladyship is well, and that 
ye have still your face up the 
mountain. Pray for us. Madam, 
and for Zion, whereof ye are a 


part. We expect a trial. God’s 
whjgat in this land mustjgo through 
SjatarTs sieve, but their faith shall 
not fail. I am still wrestling in 
our Lord’s work, and have been 
tried and tempted by brethren, 
who look awry to the gospel. 

Now He, that is able to keep 
you until that day, preserve your 
soul, body, and spirit, and pre- 
sent you before his face with his 
own Bride, spotless and blame- 
less. Your Ladyship’s, — to be 
commanded always in the Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Anwotb, Nov. 26, 1631. 


LETTER XVI. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — I am grieved exceed- 
ingly that your Ladyship should 
think, or have cause to think, that 
such as love you in God, in this 
country, are forgetful of you. 
For myself, Madam, I owe to 
your Ladyship all evidences of 
my high respect (in the sight of 
my Lord, whose truth I preach, 
I am bold to say it,) for his rich 
grace in you. 

My communion, put off till the 
3nd of a longsome and rainy har- 
dest, and the presbyterial exercise 
(as the bearer can inform your 
Ladyship) hindered ine to see you. 
And for my people’s sake, (finding 
them like hot iron, that cooleth 
being out of the fire, and that is 
pliable to no work,) I do not stir 
abroad, neither have I left them 
at all since your Ladyship was in 
the country, save at one time 
only, about two years ago ; yet I 
dare not say but it is a fault, bow- 
beit no defect in my affection ; 
and I trust to make it up again 
so soon as possibly I am able to 
wait upon you. 



LETTER XVI. 


71 


Madam, I have no new purpose 
I to write unto you, but of that 
which I think, nay, which our 
Lord thinketh, needful — that one 
[thing, Mary’s good part, which 
yp havejch osen , (Luke^x. 42.) 
K Madam, aTTthat God hath, both 
himself and the creatures, he is 
dealing and parting amongst the 
son^ of Adam. There are none 
so poor as that they can say in his 
face that he hath given them no- 
thing : but there is no small odds 
betwixt the gifts given to lawful 
bairns and to bastards; and the 
more greedy ye are in suiting, 
the more willing is he to give, de- 
lighting to be called open-handed. 

I hope that your Ladyship la- 
boureth to get assurance of the 
surest patrimony, even God him- 
self. Ye will find in Christianity 
that God airneth, in all his deal- 
ings with his children, to bring 
them to a high corifempt of, and 
deadly feud with the world ; and 
to seta high price upon Christ, 
and to think him one who cannot 
be bought for gold, and well wor- 
thy the fighting for. And for no 
other cause, Madam, doth the 
Lord withdraw from you the 
childish toys and the earthly de- 
lights that he giveth unto others, 
but that he may have you wholly 
to himself. Think, therefore, of 
the Lord, as of one who cometh 
; to woo you in marriage, when ye 
are in the furnace ; he seeketh 
his answer of you in affliction, to 
Bee if you will say, 41 Even so I 
take him.” Madam, give him 
this answer presently, and in your 
tind do not secretly grudge* nor 
turmur. When he is striking 
you in love, beware to strike 
pgain ; that is dangerous, for 
hose who strike again shall tret 
he last blow. 

If I . hit not upon the right 
ftnng, it is because I am not ac- 
[Uainted with yoyr Ladyship’s 


present condition ; but I believe 
that your Ladyship goeth on foot 
laughiqg, and putting on a good 
countenance before the world, 
and yet ye carry heaviness about 
with you. Ye do well, Madam, 
not to make them witnesses of 
your grief who cannot be curers 
of it ; but be exceedingly chari-_ 
table of your dear Lord. As 
there be some friends worldly, of 
whom ye will not entertain an 
ill thought, far more ought ye to 
believe good evermore of your 
dear Friend, that lovely, fair per- 
son, Jesus Christ. The thorn is 
one of the most cursed, and angry, 
and crabbed weeds that the earth 
yieldeth, and yet out of it spring- 
eth the rose, one of the most 
sweetly smelled flowers, and most 
delightful to the eye, that the 
earth hath. Your Lord will 
make joy and gladness out of your 
afflictions ; for all his roses have 
a fragrant smell. Wait for the 
time when his own holy hand shall 
hold them to your nose ; and, if 
ye would have present comfort un- 
der the cross, be much in prayer ; 
for at that time your faith kisseth 
Christ, and he kisseth the soul — 
and oh ! if the breath of his holy 
mouth be sweet ! I dare be cau- 
tion out of some small experi- 
ence, that ye shall not be be- 
guiled ; for the world (yea not a 
few number of God’s children) 
know not well what that is which 
they call a Godhead. But, Ma- 
dam, come near to the Godhead, 
and look down to the bottom of 
the well : there is much in him, 
and sweet were that death to 
drown in such a well. Your grief 
taketh liberty to work upon your 
mind, when ye are not busied in 
the meditation of the ever-delight- 
ing and all-blessed Godheads If 
ye would lay the price ye give 
out (which is but some few years’ 
pain and trouble) beside the cot$- 
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modities ye are to receive, ye 
would see that they were not 
worthy to be laid in the balance 
together ; but it is nature that 
inaketh you look to what you give 
out, and weakness of faith that 
hindereth you to see what ye shall 
take in. Amend your hope, and 
frist your*faithful Lord a while. 
He maketh himself your debtor 
in the new covenant ; he is honest 
— take his word. (Nahum i. 9,) 
44 Affliction shall not spring up the 
second time.” (Rev. xxi. 7,) 
44 He that overcometh shall in- 
herit all things.” Of all things, 
then, which we want in this life, 
Madam, I am able to say nothing, 
if that be not believed which w'e 
have. (Rev. ii. 7 ; iii. 5,) 44 The 
overcomer shall be clothed in 
white raiment,” &c. ; and, (ver. 
21,) “ To the overcomer 1 will 
give to sit with me in my throne, 
as I overcame and am set down 
with my Father in his throne.” 
Consider, Madam, if ye are not 
high up now, and far ben in the 
palace of our Lord, when ye are 
upon a throne, in white raiment, 
at lovely Christ’s elbow. Oh, 
thrice fools are we, who, like 
new-born princes weeping in the 
cradle, know not that there is a 
kingdom before them ! Then let 
our Lord’s sweet hand square us. 
and hammer us, and strike off' 
tile knots of pride, self-love, and 
world-worship, and infidelity, that 
he may make us stones and pillars 
in his Father’s house ; (Rev. iii. 
Y2.) Madam, what think ye to 
take binding with the fair Cor- 
ner-stone, Jesus ? The Lord 
give you wisdom to believe and 
hope that your day is coming. I 
hope to be a witness of your joy, 
as I have been a hearer and be- 
holder of your grief. Think ye 
it much to follow the Heir of the 
crown, who had experience of 
sorrows, and was acquainted with 


grief? (Isaiah liii.) It were 
pride to aim to be above the 
King’s Son : it is more than we 
deserve that we are equals in, 
glory, in a manner. 

Now, commending you to the 
dearest grace and mercy of God, 
I rest, your Ladyship’s, at all 
obedience in Christ, S. R. 

Anwotk, Jan. 4, 1632. 


LETTER XVII. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — Understanding, a 
little after the writing of my last 
letter, of the going of this bearer, 
I would not omit the opportunity 
of remembering your Ladyship, 
still harping upon that string 
which, in our whole lifetime, is 
never too often touched upon, nor 
is our lesson well enough learned, 
that there is a necessity of ad- 
vancing in the way to the King- 
dom of God, of the contempt of 
the world, of denying ourself, and 
of bearing of our Lord’s cross ; 
which is no less needful for us 
than daily food. And among 
many marks that we are on this 
journey, and under sail toward 
heaven, this is one, when the love 
of God so filleth our hearts that 
we forget to love and care too 
much for the having or wanting 
of other things ; as one extreme 
heat burneth out another. By 
this, Madam, ye know that ye 
have betrothed your soul in mar- 
riage to Christ, when ye do make 
but small reckoning of all other 
suitors or wooers, and when ye 
can, (having little in hand, but 
much in hope) live as a young 
heir during the time of his non- 
age and minority, being content 
to be as har jly handled, and un- 
der as precise a reckoning as ser- 
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vants, because his hope is upon 
tHe inheritance. For this cause, 
God’s bairns take well with the 
spoiling of their goods, (Heb. x. 
$4,) knowing in themselves, that 
th^y have in heaven a better and 
an enduring substance. That 
day that the earth and the works 
therein shall be burned with fire, 
(2 Pet. iii. 10,) your hidden hope 
and your hidden life shall appear. 
And, therefore, since ye have not 
now many years of your endless 
eternity, and know not how soon 
the sky above your head shall rive, 
and the Son of man be seen in 
the clouds of heaven, what better 
and wiser course can ye take than 
to think that your one foot is 
here, and your other foot in the 
life to come, and to leave off lov- 
ing, desiring, or grieving for the 
wants that shall be made up, when 
your Lord and ye shall meci, and 
when ye shall give in your bill 
that day of all your wants here ? 
If your losses be not made up, ye 
have place to challenge the Al- 
mighty ; but it shall not bo so. 
Ye shall then rejoice with joy un- 
speakable and full of glory, and 
your joy shall none take from you ; 
(1 Pet. i. 8 ; John xvi. 22.) 

It is enough that the Lord hath 
promised you great things ; only 
let the time of bestowing them be 
in his own carving. Itisnotforus 
to set an hour-glass to the Creator 
of time, pince he and we differ 
only in the term of payment. 
Since he hath promised payment, 
and we believe it, it is no great 
matter, we will put that in his 
own will ; as the frank buyer, 
who cometh near to what the sel- 
ler seeketh, useth at last to refer 
the difference to his will, and so 
cutteth off the course of mutual 
prigging. Madam, do not prig 
with your frank-hearted and gra- 
cious Lord about the time of the 
fulfilling of your joys. It shall 


be — God hath said it. Bide his 
harvest, wait upon his Whitsun- 
day. His day is better than your 
day. He putteth not the hook 
into the corn till it be ripe and 
full-eared. The great Angel of 
the covenant bear you company, 
till the trumpet shall sound and 
the voice of the archangel awak- 
en the dead. Ye shall find it 
your only happiness, under what- 
ever thing disturbeth and crosseth 
the peace of your mind in this 
life, to love nothing for itself, but 
only God for himself. It is the 
crooked love of some harlots, that 
they love bracelets, ear-rings, and 
rings, better than the lover that 
sendeth them : but God will not 
be so loved : for that were to be- 
have as harlots, and not as the 
chaste spouse, to abate from our 
love when these things are pulled 
away. Our love to him should 
begin on earth, as it shall be in 
heaven . For , as the bride taketh 
not, by a thousand degrees, so 
much delight in her wedding-gar- 
ment as she doth in her bride- 
groom, so we, in the life to come, 
howbeit clothed with glory as 
with a robe, shall not be so much 
affected with the glory that goeth 
about us as with the Bridegroom’s 
joyful face and presence. Ma- 
dam, if ye can win to this here, 
the field is won ; and your mind, 
for any thing ye want, or for any 
thing your Lord can take from 
you, shall soon be calmed and 
quieted. Get himself as a pawn, 
and keep him, till your dear Lord 
come and loose the pawn, rue 
upon you, and give you all again 
that he took from you, even a 
thousand talents for one penny. 
It is not ill to lend God willingly, 
w ho otherwise both will and may 
take from you against your will. 
It is good to play the usurer with 
him*, and take in, instead of ten 
of the hundred, an hundred of 
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ten, often an hundred of one. 

Madam, fearing to be tedious 
to you, I break off here, com- 
mending you, as I trust to do 
while I live, your person, ways, 
burdens, and all that concerneth 
you to that Almighty, who is able 
to bear you and your burdens. 1 
still remember you to Him, who 
will cause you one day to laugh. 
I expect that whatever ye can do, 
by word or deed, for the Lord’s 
friendless Zion, ye will do it. She 
is your mother, forget her not, 
for the Lord intendeth to melt 
and try this land ; and it is high 
time that we were all upon our 
feet, and falling about to try what 
claim we have to Christ. It is 
like that the Bridegroom will be 
taken from us, and then we shall 
mourn. Dear Jesus, remove not, 
else take us with thee 1 

Grace, grace be with you for 
ever. Your Ladyship’s, at all 
dutiful obedience, S. R. 

Anwoth, Jan. 14, 1632. 


LETTER XVIII. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — Your Ladyship will 
not, I know, weary nor be of- 
fended, though I trouble you 
with many letters : the memory 
of what obligations I am under 
to your Ladyship is the cause of it. 

I am possibly impertinent in 
what I write, because of my ig- 
norance of your present estate ; 
but, for all that is said, I have 
learned of Mr. William Dal- 
gleish that ye have not changed 
upon, nor wearied of, your sweet 
Master, Christ, and his service ; 
neither were it your part to 
change upon Him, who resteth 
in his love. Ye are among- ho- 
nourable company, and such as 


affect grandeur and court. But, 
Madam, thinking upon your es- 
tate, I think that I see an impro- 
vident wooer, coming too late tQ 
seek a bride, because she is con- 
tracted already, and promised 
away to another ; and so the 
wooer’s buskingand bravery (who 
cometh to you as, who but he !) 
is in vain. The outward pomp 
of this busy wooer, a beguiling 
world, is now coming in to suit 
your soul too late, when ye have 
promised away your soul to Christ 
nany years ago. And I know, 
Madam, what answer ye may 
justly make to the late suitor; 
even this, u Ye are too long in 
coming. My soul, the bride, is 
away already, and the contract 
with Christ subscribed ; and I 
cannot choose but I must be ho- 
nest and faithful to him.” Ho- 
nourable Lady, keep your first 
love, and hold the first match 
with that soul-delighting, lovely 
Bridegroom, our sweet, sweet 
Lord Jesus, fairer than all the 
children of men, the Rose of 
Sharon, and the fairest andsweet- 
est-smelled rose in alibis Father’s 
garden. There is none like him. 

1 would not exchange one smile 
of his lovely face with kingdoms. 
Madam, let others take theii* silly, 
feckless heaven in this life. Envy 
them not ; but let^rour soul, like 
a tarrowing and mislearned child, 
take the dorts, as we use to speak, 
or cast at all things, and disdain 
them, except one only — either 
Christ or nothing. Your Well-be- 
loved, Jesus, will be content that 
ye be here devoutly proud, and ill 
to please, as one that contemneth 
all husbands but himself. Either 
the King’s Son or no husband at 
all — this is humble and worthy 
ambition. What have ye to do 
to dally with a whorish and foolish 
world ? Your jealous husband 
will not be content that ye lool* 
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by him to another : he will be 
jealous indeed, and offended, if 
ye kiss another than himself. 

What weights do burden you, 
•Madam, I know not, but think it 
great mercy that your Lord from 
yo*ur youth hath been hedging in 
your out-straying affections, that 
they may not go a-whoring from 
hinftelf. If ye were his bastard, 
he would not nurture you so : if 
ye were for the slaughter, ye 
would be fattened ; but be con- 
tent, ye are his wheat growing in 
our Lord’s field ; (Matt. xiii. 25, 
38.) And if wheat, ye must go 
under our Lord’s threshing in- 
strument, in his barn-floor, and 
go through his sieve, (Amos ix. 
9,) and through his mill to be 
bruised, as the Prince of our sal- 
vation, Jesus, was, (Isa. liii. 10,) 
that ye may be found good bread 
in your Lord’s house. Lord Je- 
sus, bless the spiritual husbandry, 
and separate you from the chaff 
that do not bide the wind. I an 
persuaded that your glass is spend- 
ing itself by little and little, and 
that if ye knew who is before you 
ye would rjyoice in your tribula- 
tion. Think ye it a small honour 
to stand before the throne of God 
and the Lamb, and to he clothed 
in white, and to be called to the 
marriage-supper of the Lamb 
and to be led to the Fountain o 
living waters, tmd to come to th< 
well-head, even God himself, am 
get your fill of the clear, cold 
sweet, refreshing Water of life 
the King’s own well, and to pu 
your own sinful hand to the Tret 
of life, and take down and eat the 
sweetest apple in all God’s hea 
venly paradise, Jesus Christ, you 
life and your Lord ? Up you. 
heart ! shout for joy 1 your King 
is coming to fetch you to his Fa- 
ther’s house. 

Madam, I am in exceeding 
|great heaviness ; God thinking 


best for my own soul thus to 
xercise me, thereby, it may be, 
ofit me to be his mouth toother’s: 

see and hear, at home and 
broad, nothing but matter of 
;rief and discouragement, which, 
ndeed, maketh my life bitter — 
nd I hope in God never to get 
ny will in this world. And I 
xpect ere long a fiery trial upon 
he Church ; for as many men 
lmost in England and Scotland, 
s many false friends to Christ, 
nd as many pulling and drawing 

0 pull the crown off his holy 
lead ; and for fear that our Be- 
oved stay amongst us, (as if his 
oom were more desirable than 
imself,) men are bidding him go 
ieek his lodging. Madam, if ye 
ave a part in silly, friendless 
Sion, as I know ye have, speak a 
pord on her behalf to God and 
nan. If ye can do nothing else, 
peak for Jesus, and ye shall 
hereby be a witness against this 
declining age. Now, from my 
very soul, laying and leaving you 
m the Lord, and desiring a part 
n your prayers, (as my Lord 
<noweth that I remember you,) 

1 deliver over your body, spirit, 
and all your necessities, to the 
hands of our Lord, and remain 
for ever, your Ladyship’s, in your 
sweet Lord Jesus, and mine, 

S. R. 

Anwoth, Feb. 13, 1632. 


LETTER XIX. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Beloved Mistress, — My dearest 
love in Christ remembered to you 
— know that Mr. Abraham show- 
ed me that there is to be a meet- 
ing of the Bishops at Edinburgh 
shortly. The causes are known 
to themselves ; it is our part to 
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hold up our hands for Zion. 
Howbeit it is reported that they 
came sad from court. It is our 
Lord’s wisdom that his Kirk 
should ever hing by a thread ; 
and yet the thread breaketh not, 
being hung upon Him, who is 
the sure Nail in David’s house, 
(Isaiah xxii. 23,) upon whom all 
the vessels, great and small, do 
hang : and the Nail (God be 
thanked) neither crooketh, nor 
can be broken. Jesus, that Flow- 
er of Jesse, set without hands, 
getteth many a blast, and yet 
withereth not, because he is his 
Father’s noble Rose, casting a 
sweet smell through heaven and 
earth, and must grow ; and in 
the same garden with him grow 
the saints, God’s fair and beauti- 
ful lilies, under wind and rain, 
and all sun-burned, and yet life 
remaineth at the root. Keep 
within his garden, and ye shall 
grow with them, till the great 
Husbandman, our dear Master- 
gardener, come and transplant 
you from the lower part of his 
vineyard up to the higher, to the 
very heart of his garden, above 
the wrongs of the rain, sun, or 
wind ; and then wait upon the 
times of the blowing of the sweet 
south and north wind of his gra- 
cious Spirit, that may make you 
cast a sweet smell in your Belov- 
ed’s nostrils ; and bid your Be- 
loved come down to his garden, 
and eat of bis pleasant fruits ; 
(Cant. iv. 10.) And be will 
come. Ye will get no more than 
this, until ye come up to the 
well-head, where ye shall put up 
your hand, and take down the 
apples of the Tree of life, and eat 
under the shadow of that Tree — 
these apples are sweeter up beside 
the Tree, than they are down 
here, in this piece of a clay pri- 
son-house. I have no joy but 
in the thoughts of these times. 


Doubt not of your Lord’s part, 
and the spouse’s part — she shall 
be in good case. That word 
shall stand, (Hosea xiv. 5,) 44 I 
will be as the dew to Israel, he 
shall grow up as the lily ; %pd 
cast out his roots as Lebanon.” 
(Ver. 6,) 44 His branches shall 
spread, his beauty shall be as the 
olive-tree, and his smell as Leba- 
non.” (Isaiah xi. 12,) Christ 
shall set up his colours, and his 
ensign for the nations, and shall 
gather together the outcasts of 
Israel. (Ezek. xxxvii. 1 1 ,) 44 Then 
the Lord said tome, Son of man, 
these dead hones are the whole 
house of Israel ; behold, they 
say, Our bones are dried, our 
hope is lost, we are cut off for 
our parts.” (Ver. 12,) 44 There- 
fore prophesy unto them, and 
say, Thus saith the Lord God, 
Behold, O my people, 1 will open 
your graves, and cause you come 
up out of your graves, and bring 
you unto the land of Israel.” 
These promises are not wind, but 
the breast of our Beloved, Christ, 
which we must suck, and draw 
comfort out of. 

We have cause to pity those 
poor creatures, that stand out 
against Christ, and the building 
of his house. Silly men ! they 
have but a feckless and silly hea- 
ven , nothing but meat and clothes ; 
and they laugh a day or two in 
the world, and then in a moment 
go down to the grave. And they 
shall not be able to hinder Christ’s 
building ; he that is master of 
the work, will lead stones to the 
wall over their belly. 

And for that present tumult, 
that the children of this world 
raise anent the planting of your 
town with a pastor, believe and 
stay upon God (as ye still shame 
us all in believing) ; go forward 
in the strength of the Lord, and 
from my Lord 1 say^ before whom 
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I stand, have your eyes upon 
none but the Lord of armies; 
and the Lord will either let ye 9ee 
what ye long to’see, or then ful- 
fil your joy more abundantly 
another way. Ye and yours, 
ami the children of God whom 
ye care for, in that town, shall 
have as much of the Son of God’s 
supper, cut and laid down upon 
your trenchers, he he who he will 
that carveth, as shall feed you to 
eternal life. And be not cast 
down for all that is done, your 
reward is laid up with God. I 
hope to see ye laugh and leap 
for joy. Will the temple be 
built without din and tumult ? 
No I God’s stones of his house 
in Germany are laid with blood ; 
and the Son of God no sooner 
beginneth to chop and hew stones 
with his hammer, but as soon 
the sword is drawn. If the work 
were of men, the world would 
set their shoulders to yours ; but 
in Christ’s work, two or three 
must fight against a presbytery, 
(though his own court,) and a 
city. This proveth that it is 
Christ’s errand, and, therefore, 
that it shall thrive. Let them 
lay iron chains cross over th< 
door, — stay, and believe, and 
wait, wbill the lion of the tribe 
of Judah come. And He that 
cometh from heaven clothed with 
the rainbow, and hath the little 
book in bis hand, when he taketl 
a grip of their chains, will lay 
the door upon the broad-side, 
and come in, and go up to the 
pulpit, and take the man with 
him whom he hath chosen for 
his work. Therefore, let me 
hear from you, whether you be 
in heaviness, or rejoicing under 
hope, that I may take part of 
; grief, and bear it with you, and 
■ get part of your joy, which is to 
|me also as my own joy. 

And as to what are your 


fears anent the health or life of 
your dear children, lay it upon 
Christ’s shoulders ; let him bear 
all. Loose your grips of them 
all ; and, when your dear Lord 
pulleth, let them go with faith 
.ndjoy; it is a tried faith, to kiss 
a Lord that is taking from you. 
Let them be careful, during the 
diort time that they are here, to 
run and get a grip of the prize. 
Christ is standing in the end of 
their way, holding up the garland 
of endless glory to their eyes, and 
is crying, 14 Run fast, and come, 
and receive happy are they, if 
their breath serve them to run, 
and not to weary, whill their Lord, 
with his own dear hand, put the 
crown upon their head. It is not 
long days, but good days, that 
make the life glorious and happy; 
and our dear Lord is gracious to 
us, who shorteneth, and hath 
made the way to glory shorter 
than it was ; so that the crown 
that Noah did fight for five hun- 
dred years, children may now ob- 
tain in fifteen years. And heaven 
is in some sort better for us now 
than it was to Noah: for the 
Man, Christ, is there now, who 
was not come in the flesh in 
Noah’s days. 

You will show this to your 
children, whom my soul in Christ 
blesseth ; and entreat them, by 
the mercies of God, and the 
bowels of Jesus Christ, to cove- 
nant with Jesus Christ to he his, 
and to make up the bond of friend- 
ship betwixt their souls and their 
Christ, that they may have ac- 
quaintance in heaven, and a friend 
at God’s right hand — such a friend 
at court is much worth. 

Now I take my leave of you, 
praying my Christ, and your 
Christ, to fulfil our joy, and more 
graces and blessings from our 
sweet Lord Jesus to your soul, 
your husband’s, and children, 
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than evei* I wrote of let tew of 
A, B, C, to you. 

Grace, grace, be with you. 
Yours, in my sweet Master, Jesus 
Christ, S. R. 

Anwoth, March 9, 1632. 


LETTER XX. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Dearly beloved Mistress, — My 
love in Christ remembered — ye 
are not ignorant what our Lord, 
in his love visitation, hath been 
doing with your soul, even letting 
you see a little sight of that dark 
trance which ye must go through 
ere you come to glory. Your 
life hath been near the grave, and 
ye were at the door, and ye found 
the door shut fast ; your dear 
Christ thinking it not time to 
open these gates to you, whill ye 
have fouyht some longer in his 
camp. And, therefore, he willeth 
you to put on your armour again, 
and to take no truce with the 
devil, or this present world. Ye 
are little obliged to any of the 
two : but I rejoice in this, that 
when any of the two cometh to 
suit your soul in marriage, ye 
have an answer in readiness to 
tell them — “ Ye are too long 
a-coming : I have many a year 
since promised my soul to ano- 
ther, even to my dearest Lord 
Jesus, to whom I must be true.” 
And, therefore, ye are come back 
to us again, to help us to pray for 
Christ’s fair Bride — a marrow 
dear to him. 

Be not cast down in heart, to 
bear that the world barketh at 
Christ’s strangers, both in Ire- 
land and in this land. They do 
it because their Lord hath chosen 
them out of this world ; and this 
is one of our lord’s reproaches, 


to fee hated and ill-entreated by 
meh: the silly stranger in an unco 
country, must take with smoky 
inn, and coarse cheer, and a hard 
bed, and a barking, ill-tongued 
host. It is not long to-day, and # he 
will to his journey upon the mor- 
row, and leave them all. Indeed 
our fair morning is at hand, the 
day-star is near the rising, *and 
we are not many miles from 
home ; what matter of ill enter- 
tainment in the smoky inn of this 
miserable life ? We are not to 
stay here, and we shall be dearly 
welcome to Him whom we go 
to. And I hope, that when I 
shall see you clothed in \\jiite 
raiment, washen in the blood of 
the Lamb, and shall see you even 
at the elbow’ of your dearest Lord 
and Redeemer, and a crown up- 
on your head, and following our 
Lamb, and lovely Lord, whither- 
soever he goeth,ye will think no- 
thing of all these days, and ye 
will then rejoice, and no man 
shall take your joy from you. 
And it is certain there is not 
much sand to run in your Lord’s 
sand-glass, and that day is at 
hand, and, till then, your Lord 
in this life is giving you some 
little feasts. It is true that ye 
shall see him not now, as ye shall 
see him then. Your Well-be- 
loved standeth now behind the 
wall, looking out at the window', 
(Cant. ii. 9,) and ye see but a 
little of his face ; then ye shall 
see all his face, and all the Sa- 
viour, — a long, and high, and 
broad Lord Jesus, the most love- 
ly person among the children of 
men. O joy of joys ! that our 
souls know there is such a great 
supper preparing for us ; even 
howbeit we be but half-hungered 
of Christ here, and many a time 
dine behind noon, yet the supper 
of the Lamb shall come in time, 
and will be set before us, before 
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we famish, and tow oftr stomachs. _ . »n your ml&istrates ; 

Ye have cause *4 four hut He," that is clothed in linen, 

heart in .remembrance, amt hope and hath the writer's ink-horn by 
Ihat fair, long, summer-day 4 his side, hath written up their 
r in this night of your life, names in heaven already — pray, 
wherein ye' are in the body, ah- and be content with his will, 
sent from the Lord, Christ’s fair God hath a council-house in hea- 
moonlight, in his word and sacra- ven, and the end will be mercy 
ments, in prayer, feeling, and unto you. For the planting of 
holy # conference, hath shined up- vour town with a godly minister, 
on you, to let you see the way to have your eye upon the Lord of 
the city. the harvest. I dare promise you 

I confess that our diet here is that God, in this life, will fill 
but sparing ; we get hut tastings your soul with the fatness of his 
of our Lord’s comforts ; but the house, for your care to see Christ’s 
cause of that is not because our bairns fed ; and your posterity 
Steward, Jesus, is a niggard, and shall know it, to whom I pray 
narrow-hearted, but because our for mercy, and that they may get 
stomachs are weak, and we are a name among the living in Jeru- 
narrow-hearted : hut the great *aletn ; and if God portion them 
feast is coming, when our Iv arts with his bairns, their relit is fair, 
shall be enlarged, and the cham- and I hope it shall be so. The 
bers of them made fair and w ide, Lord Jesus be with your spirit, 
to take in the great Lord Jesus — Yours, ever in Christ, S. R. 
come in, then, Lord Jesus, to Anwoth, Sept. 19. 1632. 
hungry souls gaping for thee ! 

In this journey take the Bride- 
groom, as ye may have him, and 

be greedy of his smallest crumbs: LETTER XXL 

hut, dear Mistress, buy none of 

Christ’s delicates spiritual with for marion macknaught. 
sin, or fasting against your weak 

body. Remember that ye are in Well-beloved Sister in Christ, 
the body, and it is the lodging- — Ye shall understand that I 
house, and ye may not, without have received a letter from Edin- 
offending the Lord, suffer the old burgh, that it is suspected that 
walls of that htmse to fall down, there will be a General Assembly, 
through want of necessary food, or then some meeting of the bis- 
Your body is the dwelling-house hops* and that at this Svno<} 
of the Spirit ; and, therefore, for there will be some commissioners 
the love ye carry to the sweet chosen by th# bishop; which 
NGfuest, give a due regard to his news have so taken up my mind, 
house of clay. When he looseth that I am not so settled for stu- 
t 6 w ^y \ welcome, dies as I have been before ; and, 

Lord Jesus 1 but it is a fearful therefore, was never in such fear 
sm in us, by hurting the body by for the work. But, because it is 
^fasting, to loose one stone, or the written to me as a secret, I dare 
ast piece of timber in it ; for not reveal it to any, but to your- 
ie house is not our own, the self whom I know; and, there- 
^ndegroom is with you yet ; so fore, I entreat you, not for any 
as that, also, ye may feast comfort of mine, who am but on£ 
i rejoice in him. man, hut for the glory and ho- 
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* 1 

WIi 

nour of Jfesus Christ, the lister Uonl^f all yours, and would, if 
of the banquet, be more earnest I <^'(il,^end you the largest part 
with God, and, in general, show w»f my heart inclosed in this letter, 
others of your Christian acquaint- Ru t fejv fervent callin g up*©n nay* 
ance my fears for myself. I can " aftai ned some vie- 
be content of shame in that work, terry, o^er tny heart, which run- 
if my Lord and Master be ho- noth often not knowing whither,, 
noured ; and, therefore, petition and of my beguiling hopes, which 
our Lord, especially to see his I know now better than I did. 
own glory, and to give bread to And I trust in my Lord toehold 
his hungry bairns, howbeit I go aloof from the enticings of a se- 
bungry away from the feast. ducing heart, by which I am 
Request Mr. Robert from me, daily cozened ; and I mind not, 
if he come not, to remember us by Hrs grace who hath called me 
to our Lord. according to his eternal purpose, 

I have neither time, nor a free to come so far within the grips of 
disposed mind to write to you my foolish mind, gripping about 
anent your own case. Send me any folly coming its way, as the 
word if all your children and woodbine or ivy goeth about the 
your husband be well. Seeing tree. 

they are not yours, but your dear I adore and kiss the providence 
Lord's, esteem them but as bor- of my Lord, who knoweth well 
rowed, and lay them down at what is most expedient for me, 
God's feet — your Christ to you and for you, and your children : 
is better than they all. and I think of you, as of myself. 

You will pardon my unaccus- that the Lord, who turneth about, 
tomed short letter ; and remem- in his deep wisdom, all the wheels 
t>er me, and that honourable feast, and turnings of such changes, 
to our Lord Jesus. He was with will also dispose of that for the 
us before : I hope he will not best to you and yours. In the 
change upon us, but I fear that presence of my Lord, I am not 
J have changed upon him — but, able, howbeit I would, to con- 
cord ! let old kindness stand, ceive amiss of you in that matter, 
"jtesus Christ be with your spirit. Grace, grace for ever upon you 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, and your seed ; and it shall be 
S. R. your portion, in despite of all the 
Anwotb. powers of darkness: do not make 

more question of this. But the 

Lord saw a nail in my heart loose, 

and he hath now fastened it — ho- 
LETTER XXII. nour be to his Majesty. 

I hear that your son is entered 
fob. marion MACKNAUGHT. to the school. If l had known 

of the day, I would have begged 
Well-beloved, and Dear Sister, from our Lord, that he would 
, — My tender affection in Christ have put the hook in his band, 
remembered — I left you in as with his own hand. I trust in 
great heaviness as 1 was in since my Lord it is so, and I conceive 
I came to this country: but 1 a hope to see him a star to give 
know that ye doubt not that (as light in some room of our Lord's 
the truth in Christ is) ray soul is house; and purpose, Ivy the Lord’s 
knit to your soul, and to the grace, as I am able, (if our Lord 
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call you to rest 
you are at your home* '$#, 
Uttermost of my power 
Smeltery way, ingfaeedi „ , „ 

i«g, and his brothei*{ andifl your 
children — and I hopp^that, ye 
would expect that of me ? 

Further, ye shall know that 
Mr. # William Dalgleish is come 
home ; who saith it is a miracle 
that your husband, in this pro- 
cess before the Qouncil, escaped 
both discredit and damage. Let 
it not be forgotten that he was, 
in our apprehension, to our grief, 
cast down and humbled in the 
Lord’s work, in that matter be- 
twixt him and the bailie ; now 
the Lord hath honoured him, 
and made him famous for virtue, 
honesty, and integrity, two se- 
veral times, before the nobles of 
thiskingdom. Your Lord liveth ; 
we will go to his throne of grace 
again ; his arm is not shortened. 

The king is certainly expected. 
Ill is feared. We have cause, 
for our sins, to fear that the Bride- 
groom shall be taken from us ; 
by our sins, we have rent his 
fair garments, and we have stirred 
up and awakened our Beloved 
Pray him to tarry, or then to 
take us with him. It were good 
that we should knock and rap at 
the Lord’s door : we may not 
tire to knock oftener than twice 
or thrice — he knoweth the knock 
of his friends. 

I am still what I was ever to 
your dear children, tendering 
their souls’ happiness, and pray- 
ing that grace, grace, grace, 
mercy and peace from God, even 
God our Father, and our Lord 
Jesus, may be their portion ; and 
that now, while they are green 
and young, their hearts may take 
hand with Jesus, the Corner-stone, 
and win once in, into our Lord 
and Saviour’s house, and then 
[ tfa ey ^iil not get leave to flit. 


ixix $ r . 

ftray for me, and especially for 
humility and thankfulness. I 
have always remembrance of you 
and your husband, and dear child- 
ren. The 5 Lord Jesus be with 
your spirit. 5 Yours evermore, in 
my dear Lord Jesus, and yours, 
S. R. 

Anwoth. 


LETTER XXIII. 

TO MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Well-beloved, and Dear Sister, 
— My love in Christ remembered 
— God hath brought me home 
from a place, where I have been 
exercised with great heaviness ; 
and I have found at home a new 
matter of heaviness, yet dare not 
but in all things give thanks. 

In my business in Edinburgh, 
I hive not sinned, nor wronged’ 
my party, by his own confession^ 
and by the confession of his 
friends. I have given of my goods 
for peace, and the saving of my 
Lord’s truth from reproaches, 
which is dearer to me than ail I 
have. My mother is weak, and 
I think shall leave me ahme; but 
1 am not alone, because Christ’s 
Father is with me. 

For your business anent your 
town, I see great evidences ; but 
Satan and his instruments are 
against it, ai)d few set their 
shoulders to Christ’s shoulder to 
help him. But he will do all his 
lone ; and I dare not but exhort 
you to believe, and persuade you, 
that the hungry in your city shall 
be fed ; and as for the rest, that 
want a stomach, the parings of 
God’s loaf will suffice them — and, 
therefore, believe it shall be well. 
I may not leave my mother to 
come and confer with you of *U 
particular* : I have given such 
e 2 



82 LETTER XXIV. 

directions to our dear friefod as I foam of the water, or something 
can, but the event is in our Lord’s less* and lighter— even nothing '; 
hand. and that our Lord hath not with* 

God’s Zion abroad flourisheth ; out cause said in his word, (1 
and his arm is not shortened with vii. 31,) “ The countenance 
us, if we could believe. There fashion of tfus^world pasb 
is a scarcity and famine of the away.” In which place our Lord 
word of God in Edinburgh. compareth it to an image in 

Your sister Jean laboureth a looking-glass, for it is. the 

mightily in our business ; but m , of^ Xdanfs sons. 

hath not as yet gotten an answer ome come to the gfass, and see 
from J. P. Mr. A. C. will in it the picture of honour, and 
work what he can. My Lady hut a picture lnde^T^ For true 
saith she can do little, and that it honour is to be great in the sight 
suiteth not her nor her husband of God : and others see in it the 


well to speak in such an affair. 
I told her my mind plainly. 

I long to know of your estate. 
Remember me heartily to your 
dear husband : grace be the por- 
tion of your bairns. I know that 
You are mindful of the green 
wound of our sister Kirk in Ire- 
land. Bid our Lord lay a plaister 
to it; he hath good skill to do 
so, and set others to work. 

Grace, grace upon your soul 
and body, and all yours. Yours, 
in Christ, S. R. 

Anwotb. 


LETTER XXIV. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — The cause of my 
not writing to your Ladyship, is 
not my forgetfulness of you, but 
the want of the opportunity of 
a convenient bearer ; for I am 
under more than a simple obliga- 
tion to be kind (on paper at least) 
to your Ladyship. 

I bless our Lord, through 
Christ, who hath brought you 
home again to your country, from 
that place, where ye have seen 
with your eyes that which our 
Lord’s truth taught you before, 
to wit, that worldly glory is no- 
thing but a vapour, a shadow, the 


shadow of riches, and but a sha- 
dow indeed, for durable riches 
stand, as one of the maids of 
wisdom, upon her left hand ; 
(Prov. iii. 16,) and a third sort 
see in it the face of pain ted plea- 
sures, and the beholders will not 
Relieve but the image which they 
see in this glass is a living man, 
till the Lord come and break the 
glass in pieces, and remove the 
face ; and then, like Pharaoh 
awakened, they say, 11 And, be- 
hold, it was a dream.” • ■ ' '• 

I know that your Ladyship 
thinketh yourself little in the 
common of this world, for the 
favourable aspect of any of these 
three painted faces; and blessed 
be our Lord that it is so ; the 
better for you, Madam ; they are 
not worthy to be wooers to suit 
n marriage your soul, — that look- 
eth to an higher match than to 
be married upon painted clay. 
Know, therefore, Madam, that 
the place whither our Lord Jesus 
cometh to woo a bride, it is even 
n the furnace : for if ye be one 
of Zion’s daughters, (which I ever 
put beyond all question, since I 
first had occasion to see in your 
Ladyshipsuch pregnant evidences 
of the grace of God,) the Lord, 
who hath his fire in Zion, and bis 
furnace in Jerusalem, (Isaiah xxxi . 
9,) is purifying you in the furnace. 
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And, therefore, be content to live 
in it ; and every day to be adding 
and sewing a passmen! to your 
wedding-garment, that ye may be 
At last decored and trimmed as a 
bride for Christ, a bride of his 
owfii busking, beautified in the 
hidden man of the heart, forget- 
tingyour father’s house ; so shall 
the* King greatly desire your 
beauty, (Psalm xlv. 11.) 

If your Ladyship be not changed, 
as I hope that ye are not, I believe 
that ye esteem yourself to be of 
those whom God hath tried these 
many years, and refined as silver. 
But, Madam, I shall show your 
Ladyship a privilege that others 
want, and which ye have, in this 
case. Such as are in prosperity, 
and are fatted with earthly joys, 
aud are increased with children 
and friends, though the word of 
God is, indeed, written to such, 
for their instruction ; yet to you, 
who are in trouble, (spare me, 
Madam, to say this,) from w r hom 
the Lord hath taken many child- 
ren, and whom he hath exercised 
otherwise, there are some chap- 
ters, some particular promises in 
the word of God, made in a most 
especial manner, which should 
never have been yours, so as they 
now are, if ye had had your por- 
tion in this life as others have : 
and, therefore, all the comforts, 
promises, and mercies, which God 
offereth to the afflicted, are as so 
many love-letters written to you : 
take them to you, Madam, and 
claim your right, and be not 
robbed. It is no small comfort, 
that God hath written some scrip- 
tures to you which he hath not 
written to others ; ye seem ra- 
ther, in this, to be envied than 
pitied ; and ye are, -indeed, in 
this, like people of another world, 
and those that are above the or- 
dinary r^nk of mankind, whom 
| our King and t»ord, our Bride- 


n IUUU Jesus, in his love-letter 
to hts^welLbeloved spouse, hath 
named, beside all the rest, and 
hath written comforts and his 
hearty commendations, in the lvi. 
of Isaiah, ver. 4, 5, and Psalm 
cxlvii. 2, 3, to you. Read these, 
and the like, and think that your 
God is like a friend, who sendeth 
a letter to a whole house and fa- - 
mily, but speaketh in his letter to 
some, by name, that are dearest 
to him in the house ; — ye are, 
then, Madam, of the dearest 
friends of the Bridegroom. If it 
were lawful, I would envy you, 
that God honoured you so above 
many of his dear children. There- 
fore, Madam, your part is, in this 
case, (seeing God taketh nothing 
from you but that which he is to 
supply with his own presence,) to 
desire your Lord to know his own 
room, and to take it even upon 
him to come in, in the room of 
dead children. 44 Jehovah, know 
thy own place, and take it to 
thee !*' is all ye have to say. 

Madam, I persuade myself, 
that this world is to you an unco 
inn ; and that ye are like a tra- 
veller, who hath his bundle upon 
his back, and his staff in his hand, 
and his feet upon the door-thres- 
hold. * Go forward, honourable 
aud elect Lady, in the strength 
of your Lord, (let the world bide 
at home and keep the house,) with 
your face toward him, who long- 
eth more for a sight of you than 
ye can do for him. Ere it be 
long he will see us. I hope to 
see you laugh as cheerfully after 
noon, as ye have mourned before 
noon. The hand of the Lord, 
the hand of the Lord, be with you 
in your journey ! What have ye 
to do here ? this is not your 
mountain of rest. Arise then, 
and set your foot up the moun- 
tain ; go up out of the wilderness 
leaning upon the shoulder of your 
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Beloved, (Cant. viii. 5.) If ye j 
knew the welcome that abideth 
yon when ye come home, ye would 
hasten your pace ; for ye shall see 
our Lord put up his own hoi) 
and to your face, and wipe all 
tears from your eyes ; and I trow 
that then ye shall have some joy 
of heart. 

Madam, paper willeth me to 
end before affection. Remember 
the estate of Zion. Pray that 
Jerusalem may be, as Zechariah 
prophesied, (chap. xii. 3 r ) a bur- 
densome stone for all ; that who- 
soever boweth down to roll the 
stone out of the way, may hurt 
and break the joints of their back , 
and strain their arms, and dis- 
joint their shoulder-blades : and 
pray Jehovah, that the stone may 
lie still in its own place, and keep 
band with the Corner-stone. 1 
hope it will be so ; He is a skilled 
master-builder who laid it. 1 
should, Madam, under great hea- 
viness, be refreshed with two lines 
from your Ladyship ; which I re- 
fer to your own wisdom. 

Madam, I should seem unduti- 
ful not to show you, that great 
solicitation is made by the town 
of Kirkcudbright to have the use 
of my poor labours amongst them 
If the Lord will call, artd his 
people cry, who am I to resist : 
But without his seen calling, and 
till the flock, whom I now over 
see, be planted with one to whom 
I dare intrust Christ’s spouse, 
gold nor silver, nor favour of 
men, I hope, shall loose me. 

I leave your Ladyship, pray inti 
more earnestly for grace and mer- 
cy to be with you, and multiplied 
upon you, here and hereafter, 
than my pen can express. 

The Lord Jesus be with your 
spirit. Your Ladyship’s, at all 
obedience in the Lord, S. R. 

Kirkcudbright. 


LETTER XXV. 

TO MV LADY KENMUEE. 

Madam, — Having saluted you? 
with grace and mercy from God, 
our Father, and from our Lord 
Jesus Christ — I long both to see 
your Ladyship, and to hear c how 
it goeth with you. 

I do remember you, and pre- 
sent you and your necessities to 
Him, who is able to keep you, 
ind to present you blameless be- 
fore his face with joy ; and my 
prayer to our Lord is, that ye 
may be sick of love for Him, who 
died of love for you, I mean your 
Saviour, Jesus: — And, oh! sweet 
were that sickness, to be soul-sick 
for him ! and a living death it 
were to die in the fire of the love 
of that Soul-lover, Jesus ! And, 
Madam, if ye love him, ye will 
keep his commandments ; and 
this is not one of the least, to lay 
your neck cheerfully and willingly 
under the yoke of Jesus Christ : 
for I trust that your Ladyship 
did first contract and bargain with 
the Son of God, to follow him 
upon these terms, that by his 
grace ye should endure hardship, 
and suffer affliction as the soldier 
of Christ. They are not worthy 
of Jesus, who will not take a blow 
for their Master’s sake. As for 
our glorious Peace-maker, when 
he came to make up the friend- 
ship betwixt God and us, God 
bruised him and struck him, the 
sinful world, also, did beat him 
and crucify him ; yet he took buf- 
fets of both the parties : and — 
honour to our Lord Jesus I — he 
would not leave the field for alt 
that, till he had made peace be- 
twixt .the parties. I persuade 
myself that your sufferings are 
but like your Saviour’s, (yea, 
incomparably less and lighter,) 
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which are called but a bruising of 
his heel, (Gen. iii. 15,) a wound 
far from the heart. Your life is 
hid with Christ, in God, (Col. 
ui. 3,) and, therefore, ye cannot 
be gobbed of it. Our Lord han- 
dleth us as fathers do their young 
children. They lay up jewels in 
a place above the reach of the 
short arms of bairns, else bairns 
would put up their hands, and 
take them down, and lose them 
soon. So hath our Lord done 
with our spiritual life. Jesus 
Christ is the high coffer, in the 
which our Lord hath hid our life: 
we, children, are not able to reach 
up our arm so high as to take 
down that life and lose it ; it is in 
our Christ’s hand. — Oh long, long 
may Jesus be lord-keeper of our 
life ! and happy are they that can, 
with the apostle, (2 Tim. i.,) lay 
their soul in pawn in the hand 
of Jesus ; for he is able to keep 
that which is committed in pawn 
to him against that day. Then, 
Madam, so long as this life is not 
hurt, all other troubles are but 
touches in the heel, I trust that 
ye shall soon he cured. 

Ye know, Madam, that kings 
have some servants in their courts' 
who receive not present wages in 
their hand, but live upon their 
hopes : the King of kings, also, 
hath servants in his court, that, 
for the present, get little or no- 
thing, but the heavy cross of 
Christ, troubles without, and ter- 
rors within ; but they live upon 
hope, and when it cometh to the 
parting of the inheritance, they 
remain in the house as heirs : it 
is better to be so than to get pre- 
sent payment, and a portion in 
this life, an inheritance in this 
worlds (God forgive me, that I 
should honour it with the name 
an inheritance, it is rather a 
firm-room,) and then in the end 
to be casten out of God’s house, 


with this word, u Ye have re- 
ceived your consolation, ye shall 
get no more.” Alas! what get 
they? The rich glutton’s hea- 
ven. Oh, hut our Lord (Luke 
xvi.) maketh it a silly heaven! 
He fared well, (saith our Lord,) 
and delicately every day. Oh ! 
no more? a silly heaven! Truly 
no more, except that he was 
clothed in purple, and that is all. 
I persuade myself. Madam, that 
ye have joy when ye think that 
our Lord hath dealt more gra- 
ciously with your soul. Ye have 
gotten little in this life, it is true, 
indeed : ye have, then, the more 
to crave ; yea, ye have all to 
crave ; for, except some tastings 
of the first fruits, and some kisses 
of his mouth, whom your soul 
loveth, ye get no more. But I 
cannot tell you what is to come ; 
yet I may speak as our Lord 
doth of it. The foundation of 
the city is pure gold, clear as 
crystal : the twelve ports are set 
with precious stones: if orchards 
and rivers commend a soil upon 
earth, there is a paradise there, 
wherein groweth the tree of life 
that beareth twelve manner of 
fruitsevery month, which is seven- 
score and four harvests in the 
year : and there is there a pure 
river of water of life, proceeding 
out of the throne of God and of 
the Lamb ; and the city hath no 
need of the light of the sun, or 
moon, or of a candle ; for the 
Lord God Almighty and the 
Lamb are the light thereof. Ma- 
dam, believe and hope for this, 
till ye see and enjoy. Jesus is 
saying in the Gospel, “ Come and 
see;” and he is come down in the 
chariot of truth, wherein herideth 
through the world, to conquer 
men’s souls, (Psalm xlv. 4,) and 
is now in the world, saying, 
Who will go with me? Wilt 
ye go ? My Father will make 
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you welcome, and give you house 
room ; for in my Father’s house 
are many dwelling-places.” Ma- 
dam, consent to go with him. 

Thus I rest commending you 
to God’s dearest mercy. Yours, 
in the Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aowoth. 


LETTER XXVI. 

TO MY LADY RENMURE. 

Madam, — I am afraid now, (as 
many others are,) that at the sit- 
ting down of our Parliament, the 
spouse of our Lord Jesus shall 
be roughly handled ; and it must 
be so, since false and declining 
Scotland, whom our Lord took 
off the dunghill, and out of hell, 
and made a fair bride to himself, 
hath broken her faith to her sweet 
Husband, and hath put on the 
forehead of a whore ; and, there- 
fore, he saith that he will remove. 
Would to God, we could stir up 
ourselves to lay hold upon Him. 
who, being highly provoked with 
the handling he hath met with, 
is ready to depart! Alas, we do 
not importune him, by prayer and 
supplication, to abide amongst us! 
If we could but weep upon him, 
and, in the holy pertinacy of faith, 
wrestle with him, and say, 44 We 
will not let thee go;” it might be 
that then He, who is easy to be 
entreated, would yet, notwith 
standing our high provocations, 
condescend to stay, and feed 
among the lilies, till that fair and 
desirable day break, and the sha- 
dows flee away. Ah ! what cause 
of mourning is there, when our 
gold is become dim, and the vis- 
age of our Nazarites, sometimes 
whiter than snow, is become 
blacker than a coal ; and Levi’s 
house, once comparable to flne 


gold, is now changed, and be- 
come like vessels in which he hath 
no pleasure ! Madam, think up- 
on this, that when our Lord, who 
hath his handkerchief to wipe thfe 
face of mourners in Zion, shall 
come to wipe away all tears from 
their eyes, he may wipe yours, 
also, in passing, amongst others. 

I am confident, Madam, that! our 
Lord will yet build a new house 
to himself of our rejected and 
scattered stones ; for our Bride- 
groom cannot want a wife. Can 
he live a widower ? Nay he will 
embrace both us, the little young 
Sister, and the elder Sister, the 
church of the Jews ; and there 
will yet be a day of it : and, there- 
fore, we have cause to rejoice, 
yea, to sing and shout for joy. 
The church hath been, since the 
world began, ever hanging by a 
small thread, and all the hands of 
hell and of the wicked have been 
irawing at the thread; but, God 
he thanked, they only break their 
arrib by pulling, but the thread is 
not brokeri, for the sweet fingers 
of Christ our Lord have spun and 
twisted it.—^Lord, hold the thread 
fhole I 

Madam, stir up your husband 
to lay hold upon the covenant, 
and to do good. What hath he 
to do with the world ? It is not 
his inheritance : desire him to 
make home-over, and to put to 
his hand to lay one stone or two 
upon the wall of God’s house, be- 
fore he go hence. I have heard 
also, Madam, that your child is 
removed ; but to have or want is 
best as He pleaseth. Whether ; 
she be with you, or in God's 
keeping, think it all one ; nay, 
think it the better of the two by 
far, that she is with him. I trust, 
in our Lord, that there is some- 
thing laid up and kept for you ; 
for our kind Lord, who hath 
wounded you, will not be so cruel, 
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as not to allay tbe pain of your 
green wound ; and, therefore, 
claim Christ still as your own, 
and own him as your one thing. 

• So resting, I commend your 
Ladyship, your soul and spirit, 
in*pawn to him, who keepeth his 
Father’s pawns, and will make 
an account of them faithfully, even 
to ttoat fairest amongst the sons 
of men, our sweet Lord Jesus, 
the fairest, the sweetest, the most 
delicious Rose in all his Father’s 
great field. The smell of that 
Rose perfume your soul! Your 
Ladyship’s, in his sweetest Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Anwoth, April 1, 1633. 


LETTER XXVII. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Dear Sister, — I longed much 
to have conferred with you at this 
time. 1 am grieved at any tfting 
in your house that grieveth you, 
and shall, by my Lord's 
suit my Lord to help you 
your burden, and to cojne in be- 
hind you, and give you and your 
burdens a putt up the mountain. 
Know you not that Christ wooeth 
his wife in the furnace; (Isaiah 
xlviii. 10,) “ Behold, I have re- 
fined thee, but not with silver ; I 
have chosen thee in the furnace 
of affliction.” He casteth his 
love on you when ye are in the 
furnace of affliction : ye might, 
indeed, be casten down, if he 
brought you in and left you there ; 
but when he leadeth you through 
the waters, think ye not that he 
has a sweet, soft hand? You 
know his love-grip already : you 
shall be delivered ; wait on : Je- 
sus will make a road, and come 
and fetch borne the captive : ye 
shall not die in prison, but your 


strokes are such as were your 
Husband’s, who was wounded in 
the house of his friends — strokes 
were not newings to him, and 
neither are they to you* But 
your winter -night is near spent ; 
it is near hand the dawning. I 
shall see you leap for joy. The 
Kirk shall be delivered ; this wil- 
derness shall bud and grow up 
like a rose : Christ got a charter 
of Scotland from his Father, and 
who will bereave him of his heri- 
tage, or put our Redeemer out 
of his mailing, until his tack be 
run out ? 

I must have you praying for 
me ; I am black-shamed for ever- 
more with Christ’s goodness ; 
and in private, on the 17th and 
18th of August, I got a full an- 
swer of my Lord, to be a graced 
minister, and a chosen arrow 
hidden in his own quiver. But 
know that this assurance is not 
kept but by watching and prayer ; 
and, therefore, dear Mistress, 
help me. I have gotten now — 
honour to my Lord ! — the gate 
»to open the slot, and shute the 
bar of his door ; and I think it 
easy to get any thing from the 
King by prayer, and to use holy 
violence with him. Christ was 
in Carsphairn Kirk, and opened 
the people’s hearts wonderfully : 
Jesus is looking up that water, 
and minting to dwell amongst 
them. I would that we could 
give him his welcome-home to 
the Muirs. Now peace and grace 
be upon you, and all yours. 

Yours, in Christ, S. R. 

Anwoth, August 20, 1633.^ 

LETTER XXVIII. 

TO MY LADY KERMUR*. 

Madam,— -I determined, and 
was desirous, also, to have seen 
your Ladyship, but because of a 
e 5 
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pain in my arm, I could not. I 
know that ye will not impute it 
to any unsuitable forgetfulness of 
your Ladyship, from whom, at 
my first entry to my calling in 
this country, and since also, I re- 
ceived such comfort in my afflic- 
tion as I trust in God never to 
forget, and shall labour, by hk 
grace, to recompense in the only 
way possible to me, and that is 
by presenting your soul, person 
house, and all your necessities, in 
prayer to Him, whose I hope you 
are, and who is able to keep you 
till that day of appearance, and 
to present you before his face 
with joy. 

I am confident that your Lady 
ship is going forward in the be- 
gun journey to our Lord and 
Father’s home and kingdom ; 
howheit, ye want not temptation. 1 - 
within and without. And who, 
among the saints, hath ever ta- 
ken that castle without stroke of 
sword; the Chief of the house, 
our Elder Brother, our Lord 
Jesus not being excepted, who 
won his own house at home, due 
to him by birth, with much blood 
and many blows. Your Lady- 
ship hath the more need to look 
to yourself, because our Lord 
hath placed you higher than the 
rest, and your way to heaven 
lieth through a more wild and 
waste wilderness than the way of] 
many of your fellow-travellers, pot 
only through the mids|of this wood 
of thorns, the cumbersome world, 
but also through these dangerous 
paths, the vaiti-glory of it— the 
consideration whereof hath often 
moved* me to pity your soul, and 
the soul of your worthy and noble 
husband. And it is more to you 
to win heaven, being ships of 
greater burden, and in the main 
uea, than far little vessels, that 
are not so much in the mercy and 
reverence of the storms, because 


they may come quietly to their 
port hy launching along the coast ; 
for the which cause ye do much, 
if, in the midst of such a tumult 
of business and crowd of tempta-* 
lions, ye shall give Christ Jesus 
his own court, and his own due 
place in your soul. I know and 
am persuaded that the lovely One, 
Jesus, is dearer to you than 
many kingdoms ; and that ye es- 
teem him your Well-beloved, and 
the Standard-bearer among ten 
thousand; (Cant. v. 10.) And it 
becorneth him full well to take the 
place, and the board-head in your 
soul before all the world. I 
knew and saw him with you in 
the furnace of affliction — for 
there he wooed you to himself, 
and chose you to be his ; and 
now he craveth no other hire of 
you but your love, and that he 
^et no cause to be jealous of you. 
And, therefore, dear and worthy 
Lady, be like to the fresh river, 
that keepeth its own fresh taste 
in the salt sea. This world is 
lot worthy of your soul ; give it 
not a good-day, when Christ com- 
eth into competition with it. Be 
like one of another country. 
Home 1 and stay not ; for the 
sun is fallen low, and nigh the 
tops of the mountains, and the 
shadows are stretched out in great 
length. Linger not by the way. 
The world and sin would train 
you on, and make you turn aside : 
leave not the way for them, — 
and the Lord Jesus be at the 
voyage ! 

Madam, many eyes are upon 
you, and many would be glad 
that your Ladyship should spill a 
Christian and mar a good pro- 
fessor. Lord Jesus, mar tneir 
godless desires, and keep the con- 
science whole without a crack l 
If there be a hole in it, so that it 
ake in water at a leek, it will with 
difficulty mend again. It is. a 
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dainty, delicate creature, and a 
rare piece of the workmanship of 
your Maker; and, therefore, deal 
gently with it, and keep it entire, 
that, amidst this world’s glory, 
your Ladyship may learn to en- 
tertain Christ ; and that whatso- 
ever creature your Ladyship find- 
eth not to smell of him may have 
no better relish to you than the 
white of an egg. 

Madam, it is a part of the truth 
of your profession, to drop words 
into the ears of your noble hus- 
band continually , of eternity , j udg- 
ment, death, hell, heaven, the ho 
nourable profession, the sins of 
his father’s house. He must 
reckon with God for his father’s 
debt: forgetting of accounts pay- 
eth not debt ; nay, the interest of 
a forgotten bond runneth up with 
God to interest upon interest. 1 
know that he looketh homeward, 
and loveth the truth; hut I pity 
him, with my soul, because of his 
many temptations. Satan layeth 
upon men a burden of cares above 
a load, and maketh a pack-horse 
of men’s souls, when they are 
wholly set upon this world. We 
owe the devil no such service. It 
were wisdom to throw off that 
load into a mire, and cast all our 
cares over upon God. 

Madam, think that ye have no 
child. Subscribe a bond to your 
Lord, that she shall be his, if he 
take her ; and thanks, and praise, 
and glory to his holy name shall 
be the interest for a year’s loan 
of her. Look for crosses ; and. 
while it is fair weather, mend the 
sails of the ship. 

Now, hoping that your Lady- 
ship will pardon my tediousness, 
I commend your soul and person 
to the grace and mercy of our 
sweet Lord Jesus, in whom I am 
your Ladyship’s, at all dutiful 
obedience in Christ, S. R. 

Auwotb, No,. 15, 1683. 


letter XXIX. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — Having received a 
letter from some of the worthiest 
of the ministry in this kingdom, 
the contents whereof I am de- 
sired to communicate to such 
professors, in these parts, as, I 
know, love the beauty of Zion, 
and are afflicted to seethe Lord’s 
vineyard trodden under foot by 
the wild boars out of the wood, 
which lay it waste, I could not 
but also desire yqur Ladyship’s 
help to join with the rest, de- 
siring you to impart it to my 
Lord, your husband ; and, if ye 
think it needful, I shall write to 
bis Lordship, as Mr. G. G. shall 
advertise me. 

Know, therefore, that the best 
effected of the ministry have 
thought it convenient and neces- 
sary, at such a time as this, that 
all who love the truth should join 
their prayers together, and cry 
to God with humiliation and fast- 
ing. The times, which are agreed 
upon , are the first two Sabbaths 
of February next, and the six 
days intervening betwixt these 
Sabbaths, as they may conve- 
niently be had, and the first Sab- 
bath of every quarter : — and the 
causes, as they are written to me, 

I. Besides the distresses of 
the reformed churches abroad, 
the mffly reigning sins of un- 
cleanness, ungodliness, and un- 
righteousness in this land : the 
present judgments on the land, 
and many more hanging over us, 
whereof few are sensible, or yet 
know the right and true cause of 
them. 

II. The lamentable and piti* 
ful estate of a glorious Chureh, 
(in so short a time, and against 
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so many bonds,) in doctrine, sa- 
crament, and discipline, so sore 
persecuted, in the persons of 
faithful pastors and professors, 
and the door of God’s house kept 
so strait, by bastard porters, m 
so much that worthy instruments* 
able for the work, are belA 
door : the rulers having turned 
over religion into policy, sfed the 
multitude ready to recfeiVe any 
religion that shaltbe enjoined by 
authority. - 1 > 

III. In our humiliation, be- 
sides that we are tinder a neces- 
sity of deprecating God’s Wrath, 
and vowing to God sincerely new 
obedience, the weakness, cold- 
ness, silence, and lukewarmness 
of some of the best of the minis- 
try, and the deW<)n?$s of ptofes 
sors, who have suffered the truth 
both secretly, to <*be stolen away, 
and openly to be plucked from 
us, should be confessed. 

IV. Atheism, idolatry, pro 
fanity, and vanity should be con- 
fessed ; our king’s heart recom- 
mended to God ; and God en- 
treated that he would stir up the 
nobles and the people, to turn 
from their evil ways. 

Thus, Madam, hoping that your 
Ladyship will join with others, 
that such a work be not slighted 
at such a necessary time, when 
our Kirk is at the overturning, 1 
shall promise to myself yo$r help, 
as the Lord, in secrecy and s$&t* 
deuce, will enable you, that your 
Ladyship may rejoice with the 
Lord’s people, when del^ranct 
shall come ; for true and sincere 
humiliation cometh always speed 
with God: and when authority, 
king, court, and churchmen op- 
pose the truth, what other armour 
have we than prayer and faith ? 
whereby, if we wrestle with him. 
there is ground to hope that those 
who would remove the burden- 
some Stone out of its place, shall 


but hurt their back, and the Stone 
shall not be moved, at least, not 
removed, (Zech. xii. 3.) 

Grace, grace be with you from 
Him, who hath called you to the? 
inheritance of the saints in light. 
Your Ladyship’s, at all submissive 
obedience in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Anwoth, Jan. 23, 1634. w 


LETTER XXX. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Mistress,— My love in Christ 
remembered — I am in care and 
fear for this work of our Lord’s, 
now near approaching, because 
of the danger of the time, and I 
dare not for ray soul be silent to 
see my Lord’s house burning and 
not cry, “ Fire ! fire !” therefore, 
seek from our Lord wisdom spi- 
ritual, and not black policy, to 
speak with liberty our Lord's 
truth. I am cast down, and would 
fain have access and presence to 
the King that day, even howbeit I 
should break up iron doors. I 
believe that you will not forget 
me ; and you will desire Jean 
Brown, Thomas Carson, and Ma- 
rion Carson, to help me. Pray 
for well-cooked meat, and a 
heartsome Saviour, with joy cry- 
ing, u Welcome, in my Father’s 
name!* 

i am confident that Zion shall 
be well : the bush shall burn and 
not consume, for the good-will of 
Him that dwelleth in the bush. 
But the Lord is making on a fit*© 
in Jerusalem, and purposeth to 
blow the bellows, and to melt the 
tin and br&s&j\3M94 to bring out a 
fair, beautiful %pde of the fur- 
nace, that will* I*#* married over 
again upon the new Husband, and 
is in the days of her youth, 
the contract of marriage is 
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written over again. But I fear 
that the Bride be bidden for a 
time from the dragon that pur- 
sueth the woman with child ; but 
•what, howbeit we go lurk in the 
wilderness for a time ? for th^ 
Lbrd will take his Kirk to the 
wilderness and speak to her he&rt. 

Nothing casteth me down, but 
only that I fear the Lord will cast 
down the shepherds’ tents, and 
feed his own in a secret place } 
but let us, however matters frame* 
-cast over the affairs of the Bride 
upon the Bridegroom ; the go- 
vernment is upon his shoulders, 
and he dow bear us all well 
enough. That fallen star, the 
prince of the bottomless pit , know- 
eth it is near the time when he 
shall be tormented ; and now, in 
his evening, he hath gathered his 
armies to win one battle or two. 
in the edge of the evening, at the 
sun’s going down. And when 
our Lord has been watering his 
vineyards in France, and Ger- 
many, and Bohemia, how can we 
think ourselves Christ’s Sister, if 
we be not like him, and our other 
great Sisters? I cannot but think, 
seeing the ends of the earth are 
given to Christ, (Psal. ii. 8,) and 
Scotland is the end of the earth, 
(and so we are in Christ’s charter 
tailzie,) that our Lord will keep 
his possession. We fall by pro- 
mise and law to Christ: he wan 
us with the sweat of hk brows, 
(if I may say so,) his Father pro- 
mised him his life-rent of Scot- 
land. Glory, glory to our King : 
long may he wear his crown ! O 
Lord, let us never see another 
King! Oh, let him come down 
like rain upon the new-mown 
grass! , 

I had you in ifeiiiembrance on 
Saturday last, in the morning, in 
a great measure, and was brought 
thrice on end, in remembrance of 
you in my prayer to God. 


Grace, grace be your portion. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Anwoth, March 2, 1634. 


' LETTER XXXI. 

for' Marion magknaught. 

Mistress, — My love in Christ 
rem ember ed-r-please you to un- 
derstand, that, to my grief, our 
communion is delayed till Sabbath 
come eight days ; for the Laird 
iind Lady have earnestly desired 
me to delay It, because the Laird 
is sick,; and he feareth he be not 
able to travel v beeaUae he hath 
lately takeri physic. The Lord 
bless that work. Commend it to 
God, as you love me: for I love 
not Satan’s thorns cast in the 
Lord’s way. The Lord rebuke 
him. I trust in God’s mercy, 
that Satan has gotten but a de- 
lay, but no free discharge that 
his kingdom shall not be hurt. 
Commend the Laird to your God. 

I pray you to advertise your peo- 
ple, that they be not disappointed 
in coming hither. Show such of 
them as you love in Christ, from 
me, that Jesus Christ will be 
welcomer when he cometh, in 
ho has sharpened their de- 
stras for sight days’ space. Your 
daughter is* well, I hope, every 
way. Forget not God’s Kirk ; 
they but bastards, and not 
sons 6nd daughters, that mourn 
not for Zion. Lord, hear us ! 

No further. Jesus Christ be 
with your spirit. I shall remem - 
ber you, and your new house. 
Lord Jesus, go from the one 
house to the other ! 

Yours, at all power in thjfcJ 
Lord, &. R. 

Anwoth. 
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LETTER XXXII. 

POR MARrON MACRN AUGHT. 

Well-beloved Sister, — My old 
and dearest love in Christ remem- 
bered. Know that I have been 
visiting my Lady Kenmure. Her 
child is with the Lord. 1 entreat 
you to visit her, and desire the 
good wife of Barca pple to visit 
her, and Knockbre*, if you see 
him in the town. My Lord, her 
husband, is ahsent, and I think 
that she will be heavy. 

You know what Mr. W. Dal- 
gleisb and I desired you to deal 
for, at my Lord Kirkcudbright’s 
hand. Send me word if you ob- 
tained any. thing at my Lord’s 
hands, anent the giving up of our 
names to the High Commission ; 
for I hear it is not for nothing 
that the Bishop hath taken that 
course. Our Lord knoweth best 
what is good for an old Kirk, 
that is fallen from her first love, 
and hath forgotten her Husband, 
days without number. A trial is 
like to come on ; but I am sure, 
that our Husbandman, Christ, 
shall lose chaff, but no corn at 
all. Yet there is a dry wind 
coming, but neither to fan nor to 
purge. Happy are they who are 
not blown away with the chaff: 
for we shall but suffer tempta- 
tion for ten days : but those who 
are faithful to the death shall re- 
ceive the crown of life. I b$ar 
daily what hath been spoken fif 
myself most unjustly ana fajsely : 
and no marvel, the dragon, wrtb 
the swing of his tail, hath made 
the third part of the stars to fall 
from heaven, and the fallen 
would have many to fall with 
them. If ever Satan was busy, 
now, when he knoweth that his 
time is but short, he is busy. 
Yet a little while, and He that 
shall come, will come, and will 


| not tarry. I know, that, ere it 
he long, the Lord will come, 
and red all pleas betwixt us and 
his enemies. Now, welcome 
Lord Jesus, go fast ! 

, Send me word about Grizzel, 
your daughter, whom I remefn- 
ber in Christ ; and. desire her to 
cast herself into His arms, who 
was born of a woman, and, being 
the Ancient of days, was made a 
young weeping Child. It was 
not for nothing that our Brother, 
Jesus, was an infant. It was, 
that he mightpity infant believers, 
who were to come out of the 
womb into the world. I believe 
that our Lord Jesus will be wait- 
ing on with mercy, mercy, mercy 
to the end of that battle, and 
bring her through with life and 
peace, and a sign of God’s fa- 
vour. I shall expect advertise- 
ment from you, and especially if 
you fear her. 

Mistress, you remember that 
I said to you, anent your love to 
me and my brother, begun in 
Christ ; ye know that we are 
here but strangers, and you have 
not yet found us a dry well, as 
others have been. Be not over- 
come of any suspicion ; I trust 
in God, that the Lord, who knit 
us together, will keep us to- 
gether. It is time now that the 
lambs of Jesus should all run to- 
gether, when the wolf is barking 
at them : yet I know, that, ere 
God’s bairns want a cross, their 
love amongst themselves shall be 

cross ; but our Lord giveth 
love for another end. I know 
that ye will with love cover in- 
firmities ; and our Lord give you 
wisdom in all things. I think 
love hath broad shoulders, and 
will bear many things, and yet 
neither faint, nor sweat, nor fall 
under the burden. 

Commend me to yottr husband, 
3d dear Griizel. I think on 
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b$r : Lord Jesus be in the fur- 
nace with her, and then she shall 
but smoke, and not burn. De- 
sire Mr. Robert to excuse my 
not seeing of him at his house ; 1 
have my own reasons therefor. 

<5race, mercy, and peace be to 
you. Yours, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, ^ S. R. 

Aftwoth, April 25, 

LETTER XXXIII. 


and buy and sell, and pass through 
the fair, till they be weary ; and 
such are those who live long, and 
a hearty fill of this life : and 
others again come slipping in to 
the morning market, and do nei- 
ther sit nor stand, nor buy nor 
sell, but look about them a little, 
and pass presently home again 
and these are infants and young 
ones, who end their short market 
in the morning, and get but a 
short view of the fair. Our 


TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — All submissive and 
dutiful obedience in our Lord 
Jesus, remembered, — I trust that 
I need not much entreat your 
Ladyship to look to Him, who 
hath stricken you at this time ; 
but my duty, in the 'memory of 
that comfort which I found in 
your Ladyship’s kindness, when 
I was no less heavy, in a case not 
unlike that, speaketh to me, to 
say something now ; and I wish 
I could ease your Ladyship at 
least with words. I am persuad- 
ed that your Physician will not 
slay you, but purge you ; and 
seeing he calleth himself the Chi- 
rurgeon, who maketh the wound 
and bindeth it up again, (for to 
lance a wound is not to kill, but 
to cure the patient,) (Deut. 
xxxii. 39 ; 1 Sara. v. 6 ; Job vi. 


Lord, who hath numbered man’s 
months, and set him bounds that 
he cannot pass, (Job xiv. 5,) hath 
written the length of our market; 
and it is easier to complain of the 
decree than to change it. 

I verily believe, when I write 
this, that your Lord hath taught 
your Ladyship to lay your hand 
rm your mouth : but I shall be 
far from desiring your Ladyship, 
or any others, to cast by a cross, 
like an old useless hill, that is 
only for the fire ; but would ra- 
ther wish that each cross were 
looked in the face seven times, 
and were read over and over 
again. It is the messenger of the 
Lord, and speaketh something ; 
and the man of understanding 
will hear the rod, and Him that 
hath appointed it. Try what is 
the taste of the Lord’s cup, and 
drink with. God’s blessing, that 


18; Hosea vi. I,) I believe that ve may grow thereby. I trust in 
faith will teach you to kiss a God that whatever speech it utter 
striking Lord, and so to acknow- to your soul, this is one word in 
ledge the sovereignty of God, in it^(Job v. 17,) u Behold, bles- 
the death of a child, to be above sea is, the man whom God cor- 
the power of us mortal men, who recteth and thatitsaith to you, 
may pluck up a flower in the bud, Ye are from home while here : 
and not be blamed for it. If our ye are not of this world, as your 
dear Lord pluck up one of his Redeemer, Christ, was not of this 
roses, and pull down sour and world.” There is something keep- 
green fruit before the harvest, ing for you, which is worth the 
who can challenge him : for he having. All that is here is oon- 
sendeth us to his world, as men demned to die, to pass away like 
to a market, wherein some stay a snow-baH before a summer-sat*; 
| many hours, and eat and <te^,fand since death took first posses* 
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sion of something of yours, it 
hath been, and daily is, creeping 
nearer and nearer to yourself, 
howbeit with no noise of feet. 
Your Husbandman, and Lord 
hath lopped off some branches 
already ; the tree itself is to be 
transplanted to the high garden. 
In a good time be it — our Lord 
ripen your Ladyship. All these 
crosses, (and, indeed, when I re- 
member them, they are heavy and 
many — peace, peace be the end 
of them !) are to make you white 
and ripe for the Lord’s harvest- 
hook. 1 have seen the Lord 
weaning you from the breasts of 
this world. It was never his mind 
that it should be your patrimony, 
and God be thanked for that ; ye 
look the liker one of the heirs. 
Let the moveables go — why not ? 
they are not yours, — fasten your 
grips upon the heritage ; and our 
Lord Jesus make the charters 
sure, — and give your Ladyship 
to grow as a palm tree on God’s 
Mount Zion ; howbeit shaken 
with winds, yet the root is fast. 

This is all I can do, to recom- 
mend your case to your Lord, 
who hath you written upon the 
palms of his hands. If I were 
able to do more, your Ladyship 
may believe me, that gladly 1 
would. I trust shortly to see 
your Ladyship. Now He, who 
hath called you, confirm and es- 
tablish your heart in grace unto 
the day of the liberty of the sons 
of God. Your Ladyship’s, at all 
submissive obedience in his sweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Anwoth, April 29, 1634. 

LETTER XXXIV. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Well-beloved Mistress , — My 
love in Christ remembered — I 
hear this day that your town is 


to choose a commissioner for the 
Parliament, and I was written to 
from Edinburgh, to see that good 
men should be chosen in your 
bounds : and I have heard, this 
day, that Robert Glendonning, 
or John Ewart look to be chosen. 
I beseech you to see that this be 
not. The Lord’s cause craveth 
other witnesses to speak for 4mn 
than such men ; and, therefoie, 
let it not be said that Kirkcud- 
bright, which is spoken of in this 
kingdom for their, religion, hath 
sent a man to be their mouth that 
will speak against Christ. Such 
a time as this will not fall out 
once in half an age. I would en- 
treat your husband to take it upon 
him ; it is an honourable and ne- 
cessary service for Christ ; and 
show’ him that I wrote unto you 
for that effect. I fear that Wil- 
liam Glendonning hath not skill 
and authority. I am in great 
heaviness. Pray for me : for we 
must take our life in our hand in 
this ill time. Let us stir up our- 
selves to lay our Lord's Bride, 
and her wrongs, before our Hus- 
band and Lord. 

Lord Jesus be with your spirit! 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Anwotb, May 20. 


LETTER XXXV. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

My very Noble and Worthy 
Lady, — so oft as I call to mind 
the comforts that 1 myself, a poor, 
friendless stranger, received from 
your Ladyship here in a strange 
part of the country, when my 
Lord took from me the delight 
of mine eyes, as the word speak- 
eth in Ezek. xxiv. 16> (which 
wound is not yet fully healed and 
cured,) I trust your Lord will 
remember that, and give you 
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comfort now, at such a time as 
this, wherein your dearest Lord 
hath made you a widow, that ye 
may be a free woman for Christ, 
fvho is now suiting for marriage- 
love of you ; and, therefore, since 
yo8 lie alone in your bed, let 
Christ be as a bundle of myrrh, 
to sleep and lie all the night be- 
twixt your breasts, (Cant. i. 13,) 
and then your bed is better filled 
than before. And, seeing that 
among all crosses spoken of in 
our Lord’s wmrd, this giveth you 
a particular right to make God 
your Husband, (who was not so 
yours while your husband was 
alive,) read God’s mercy out of 
this visitation. And, albeit 1 
must out of some experience say, 
that the mourning for the husband 
of your youth be, by God’s own 
mouth, the heaviest worldly sor- 
row, (Joel i. 8,) and though this 
be the weightiest burden that ever 
lay upon your back, yet ye know 
when the fields are emptied, and 
your husband now asleep in the 
Lord, if ye will wait upon Him, 
who hideth his face for a while, 
that it lieth upon God’s honour 
and truth to fill the field, and to 
be a husband to the widow. See, 
and consider, then, what ye have 
lost, and how little it is. There- 
fore, Madam, let me entreat you, 
in the bowels of Christ Jesus, and 
by the comforts of his Spirit and 
your appearance before him, let 
God, and men, and angels, now 
see what is in you. The Lord 
hath pierced the vessel, it will be 
known whether there be in it 
wine or water : let your faith and 
patience be seen, that it may be 
known that your only beloved, 
first and last, hath been Christ : 
and, therefore, now, were your 
whole love upon him, that he 
alone is a suitable object, for your 
|h>ve, and all the affections of your 
* God hath dried up one 


channel of your love, by the re- 
moval of your husband : let now 
that spait run upon Christ. Your 
Lord and Lover hath graciously 
taken out your husband’s name, 
and your name, out of the sum- 
monses, that are raised at the in- 
stance of the terrible sin-reveng- 
ing Judge of the world, against 
the House of Kenmure. 

And I dare say that God’s 
hammering of you from your 
youth, is only to make you a 
fair carved stone, in the high 
upper temple of the New Jeru- 
salem. Your Lord never thought 
this world’s vain-painted glory 
a gift w orthy of you ; and, there- 
fore, would not bestow you, be- 
cause he is to propine you with a 
better portion. Let the move- 
ables go, the inheritance is yours. 
Ye are a child of the house, and 
joy is laid up for you. It is long 
in coming, but not the worse for 
that. I am now expecting to 
see, and that with joy and com- 
fort, that w'hich I hoped of you, 
since I knew you fully ; even 
that ye have laid such strength 
upon the Holy One of Israel 
that ye defy troubles ; a«d that 
your soul is a castle that may he 
besieged, but cannot be taken. 
What have you to do here ? 
This world never looked like 
a friend upon you. Ye owe it 
little love, it looked ever sour- 
like upon you; howbeit ye should 
woo it, it will not match with you ; 
and, therefore, never seek warm 
fire under cold ice. This is not 
a field where your happiness 
groweth ; it is up above, where 
(Rev. vii. 9,) there are a great 
multitude, which no man can 
number, of all nations, and kin- 
dreds, and people, and tongues, 
standing before the throne and 
before the Lamb, clothed with 
white robes, and palms in their 
hands i— -What ye could never get 
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here, ye shall find there. And 
withal consider, how in all these 
trials (and truly they have been 
many) your Lord hath been loos- 
ing you at the root from perish- 
ing things, and hunting after 
you, to grip your soul. Madam, 
for the sake of the Son of God, 
let him not miss his grip, but 
stay and abide in the love of 
God, as Jude saith, (ver. 21.) 

Now, Madam, I hope that 
your Ladyship will take these 
lines in good part ; and wherein 
I have fallen short and failed to 
your Ladyship, in not evidencing 
what I was obliged to your more 
than deserved love and respect, 
1 request a full pardon for it 
Again, my dear and noble Lady, 
let me beseech you to lift up your 
head, for the day of your re- 
lemption draweth near ; and re- 
member that that star which 
shined in Galloway is now shining 
in another world. Now 1 pray 
that God may answer his own 
style to your soul ; and that he 
may be to you the God of all 
consolations. Thus I remain 
your Ladyship’s, at all dutiful 
obedience in the Lord, S. R. 

Anwotb, Sept. 14. 1 o 34. 


LETTER XXXVI. 

TO MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Mistress, — My dearest love in 
Christ remembered — 1 entreat 
you to charge your soul to return 
to rest, and to glorify your dear- 
est Lord in believing: and know' 
that, for the good-will of Him 
that dwelleth in the bush, the 
burning Kirk shall not be con- 
sumed to ashes : but, (Deut. 
xxxiii. 16,) Blessing shall come 
on the head of Joseph, and upon 
the top of the head of him who 


was separated from his brethren.’' 
And are not the saints separated 
from their brethren, and sold, 
and hated ? for, (Gen. xlix. 23,) 
The archers have sorely grieved 
Joseph, and shot at him, apd 
hated him.” (Ver. 24,) “ But 
his bow abode in strength, and 
the arms of his hands were made 
strong by the hands of the mighty 
God of Jacob : from him is the 
Shepherd and the Stone of Is- 
rael.” The Stone of Israel shall 
not be broken in pieces. It is 
hammered upon by the children 
of this world, and we shall live, 
and not die. Our Lord hath 
done all this, to see if we will be- 
lieve, and not give over ; and I 
am persuaded that ye must of 
necessity stick by your work. 
The eye of Christ hath been 
upon all this business ; and he 
taketh good heed, too, who is 
for him and who is against him. 
Let us do our part, as we would 
be approved of Christ. The Son 
of God is near to his enemies ; 
if they were not deaf, they may 
hear the din of his feet : and he 
will come with a start, upon his 
weeping bairns, and take them 
on his knee, and lay their head 
in his bosom, and dry their 
watery eyes — and this day is fast 
coming. Yet a little time, and 
the vision will speak, it will not 
tarry, (Hab. ii.) These questions 
betwixt us and our adversaries 
shall all be decided in yonder 
day, when the Son of God will 
come and red all pleas ; and it 
shall be seen whether we or they 
have been for Christ, and who 
have been pleading for Baal. It 
is not known what we are now : 
but when our Life shall appear in 
glory, then we shall see who 
laugheth fastest that day ; there- 
fore, we must possess our souls 
in patience, and go into our 
chamber, and rest until the in- 
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dignaticm be past. We shall not 
weep long, when our Lord will 
take us up in the day that he 
gatheretb his jewels : and, (Mai. 
Iii. 16,) 44 They that feared the 
Lord spake often one to another ; 
anft the Lord hearkened and 
heard it, and a book of remem- 
brance was written before him. 
for them that feared the Lord, 
and that thought upon his name.” 

And 1 shall never be of another 
faith, than that our Lord is heat- 
ing a furnace for the enemies of 
his Kirk in Scotland. It is true 
that the spouse of Christ hath 
played the harlot, and hath left 
her first Husband ; and the ene- 
mies think that they offend not. 
for we have sinned against the 
Lord, but they shall get the devil 
to their thanks. The rod shall 
be cast into the fire, that we may 
sing as in the days of our youth. 
My dear friend, therefore, lay 
down your head upon Christ’s 
breast : weep not, the Lion of 
the tribe of Judah will arise. 
The sun is gone down on the 
prophets, and our gold is become 
dim ; and the Lord feedeth his 
people with waters of gall and 
wormwood ; yet Christ standeth 
but behind the wall, his bowels 
are moved for Scotland : he wait- 
eth, (as Isaiah saith,) that he may 
show mercy. If we could go 
home, and take our brethren with 
us, weeping with our faces toward 
Zion, asking the way thitherward, 
lie would bring back our capti- 
vity. We may not think that 
God has no care of his own hon- 
our, while men tread it under 
their feet ; he will clothe himself 
with vengeance, as with a cloak, 
and appear against our epemies 
for our deliverance. Ye were 
never yet beguiled, and God will 
not now begin with you. Wrestle 
still with the Angel of the cove- 
nant, and ypu shall get the bles- 


sing; fight, he delighteth to be 
overcome by wrestling. 

Commend me to Grizzel. De- 
sire her to learn to know the ad- 
versaries of the Lord, and to 
take them as her adversaries ; 
and to learn to know the right 
gate in to the Son of God! Oh, 
but acquaintance with the Son of 
God, to say, * 4 My Well-beloved 
is mine, and I am his,” is a sweet 
and glorious course of life, that 
none know but those who are 
sealed and marked in the fore- 
head with Christ’s mark, and the 
new name that Christ writeth 
upon his own. 

Grace, grace and mercy be 
with you. Yours, in Christ, 

S. R. 

Anwoth, Sept. 25, 1634. 


LETTER XXXVII. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — All dutiful obedi- 
ence in our Lord remembered — 
I know that ye are now near 
orTe of those straits in which ye 
have been before ; but, because 
your outward comforts are fewer, 
I pray Him, whose ye are, to 
supply what ye want, another 
way. For, howbeit we cannot 
win to the bottom of His wise 
providence who ruleth all ; yet 
it is certain that this is not only 
good, which the Almighty hath 
done, but that it is best : and he 
hath reckoned all your steps to 
heaven ; and if your Ladyship 
were through this water, there 
are the fewer behind ; and if this 
were the last, I hope that your 
Ladyship hath learned by on-wait- 
ing to make your acquaintance 
with death, which, being to the 
Lord, the woman’s seed, Jesus, 
only a bloody heel, and not a 



98 


LETTER 


broken head, (Gen. iii. 15,) can- 
not be ill to his friends, who get 
far less of death than himself. 
Therefore, Madam, seeing ye 
know not but that the journey is 
ended, and that ye are come to 
the water-side, in God’s wisdom, 
look all your papers and your 
counts, and whether ye be ready 
to receive the kingdom of hea- 
ven as a little child, in whom there 
is little haughtiness, and much 
humility. 1 would be far from 
discouraging your Ladyship ; but 
there is an absolute necessity, 
that, near eternity, we look ere 
we leap, seeing no man winneth 
back again to mend his leap. 1 
am confident that your Lady- 
ship thinketh often upon it, and 
that your old Guide will go be- 
fore you and take your hand — 
his love to you will not grow sour, 
nor wear out of date, as the love 
of men, which* groweth old and 
grey-headed often before them- 
selves. Ye have so much the 
more reason to' love a better life 
than this, because this world 
hath been to you a cold fire, with 
little heat to the body, and as little 
light, and much smoke to hurt 
the eyes. But, Madam, your 
Lord would have you thinking it 
but dry breasts, full of wind, and 
empty of food. In this late visi- 
tation that hath befallen your 
Ladyship, ye have seen God’s 
love and care, in such a measure, 
that I thought our Lord brake 
the sharp point off the cross, and 
made us, and your Ladyship see 
Christ take possession and infeft- 
ment upon earth of Him, who is 
now reigning and triumphing 
with the hundred and forty ami 
four thousand, who stand with 
the Lanrib on mount Zion.. I 
know that the sweetest of it is 
bitter to you ; but your Lord 
will not give you painted crosses. 
He pareth not all the bitterness 


from the cross, neither taketh be 
the sharp edge <piite from it ; 
then it should be of your waling 
and not of his, which would have 
as little reason in it, as it would 
have profit for us. Only, Ma- 
dam, God commandeth you ifow 
to believe, and cast anchor in the 
dark night, and climb up the 
mountain. He who hath culled 
you, establish you and confirm 
you to the end. 

I had a purpose to have visited 
your Ladyship ; but when I 
thought better upon it, the truth 
is, I could not see what my com- 
pany could profit you ; and this 
hath broken off my purpose, and 
no other thing. 1 know that 
many honourable friends and 
worthy professors will see your 
Ladyship ; and that the Son of 
God is with you, to whose love 
and mercy, from my soul, I com- 
mend your Ladyship, and remain 
your Ladyship’s, at all dutiful 
obedience, in his sweet Lord Je- 
sus, S. R. 

Anwoth, Nov. 29, 1634. 


LETTER XXXVIII. 

TO MY LADY RENMURE. 

Madam, — My humble obedi- 
ence in the Lord remembered — 
know that it hath pleased the Lord 
to let me see, by all appearance, 
my labours, in God’s house here, 
are at an end ; and I must now 
learn to suffer, in the which I 
am a dull scholar. By a strange 
providence, some of my papers 
anent the corruptions of this time 
are come to our king’s hand. I 
know, that by the wise and well- 
affected I shall be censured, as 
not wise nor circumspect enough ; 
but it is ordinary that that should 
be a part of the cross of those 
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who suffer for Him. Yet I love 
and pardon the instrument; I 
would commit my life to him, 
howbeit by him this hath befallen 
me — but I look higher than to 
him. 

I make no question of your 
Ladyship’s love and care to do 
what y e can f° r m y help > anc * 1 
am persuaded that in my adver- 
sities your Ladyship will wish me 
well. I seek no other thing than 
that my Lord may be honoured 
by me in giving a testimony. 1 
was willing to do him more ser- 
vice ; but seeing he will have no 
more of my labours, and this land 
will thrust me out, I pray for 
grace to learn to be acquainted 
with misery ; if 1 may give so 
rough a name to such a mark of 
those who shall be crowned with 
Christ And, howbeit I may 
possibly prove a faint-hearted, un- 
wise man in that, yet I dare to 
say that I intend otherwise: and 
I desire not to go on the lee side, 
or sunny side of religion, to piit 
truth betwixt me and a storm ; — 
my Saviour did not so for me, 
who in his suffering took the 
windy side of the hill. 

No further ; but the Son of 
God be with you. Your Lady- 
ship’s in the Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Anwoth, Dec. 5, 1634. 


LETTER XXXIX. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Well-beloved and Dear Sister, 
— I know that your heart is cast 
down for the desolation like to 
come upon this Kirk, and the 
appearance that a hireling shall 
be thrust in upon Christ’s flock 
in that town — but send a heavy 
Wrt up to Christ ; it will be 
welcome. Those that are with 


the beast and the dragon must 
make war with the Lamb ; but 
the Lamb shall overcome them ; 
for he is the Lord of lords, and 
King of kings ; and they who are 
with him are called, and chosen, 
and faithful, (Rev. xvii. 14.) 
Our ten days shall have an end ; 
all the former things will be for- 
gotten, when we shall be up be- 
fore the throne. Christ hath 
been ever thus in the woi^ld, he 
hath always the defender’s part, 
and hath been still in the camp, 
fighting the Church’s battles. 
The enemies of the Son of God 
shall be fed with their own flesh, 
and shall drink their own blood : 
and, therefore, their part of it 
shall at last be found hard enough 
— so that we may look forward 
and pity them. Until the number 
>f the elect be fulfilled, Christ’s 
garments must be rolled in blood ; 
he cometh from Edom, from the 
slaughter of his enemies, (Isaiah 
Ixiii. 1,) clothed with dyed gar- 
ments, glorious in his apparel, 
travelling in the greatness of his 
strength. “Who is this, (saith 
he,) that appeareth in this glori- 
ous posture ?” Our great He, 
that He who is mighty to save ; 
whose glory shineth, while he 
sprinkleth the blood of his adver- 
saries upon his garments, and 
staineth all his raiment. The 
glory of his righteous revenges 
shineth forth in these stains. But 
seeing that our world is not here- 
away, we poor children, far from 
home, must steal through many 
waters, weeping as we go, and 
withal believing that we do the 
Lord’s faithfulness no wrong ; 
seeing he hath said, (Isaiah li. 
12,) “I, even I, am he that com- 
forteth you: who art thou, that 
art afraid of a man that shall die, 
and of the son of man who shall 
be made as grass ?” (Isaiah xliii. 
2,) M When thou passest through 
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the waters, 1 will be with thee ; 
and through the rivers, they shall 
not overflow thee : when thou 
walkest through the fire, thou 
shalt not be burnt, neither shall 
the flame kindle upon thee.** 
There is a cloud gathering, and 
a storm coining. This land shall 
be turned upside down; and, if 
ever the Lord spake to me — think- 
on it — Christ’s bride shall be glad 
of a hole to hide her head in ; and 
the dragon may so far prevail as 
to chase the woman and her man 
child over sea. But there shall 
be a gleaning, two or three ber- 
ries left in the top of the olive 
tree, of which God will say, u De- 
stroy them not, for there is a 
blessing in them.” Thereafter, 
there shall be a fair sun-blink on 
Christ’s old spouse, and a clear 
sky, and she shall sing as in the 
days of her youth. The Anti- 
ehrist and the great red dragon 
will lop Christ’s branches, and 
bring his vine to a low stump, 
under the feet of those who carry 
the mark of the beast ; but the 
Plant of Renown, the Man, whose 
name is the Branch, shall bud 
forth again and blossom as the 
rose, and there shall be fair white 
flourishes again, with most plea- 
sant fruits, upon that Tree of 
Life. A fair season may he have ! 
Grace, grace he upon that bles- 
sed and beautiful Tree! under 
whose shadow we shall sit, and 
his fruit shall be sweet to our 
taste. But Christ will woo his 
handful in the fire, and choose 
his own in the furnace of afflic- 
tion. But, be it so, he dow not, 
he will not slay his children. 
Love will not let him make a full 
end. The covenant will cause 
him to hold his hand. “ Fear 
no*, then,” saith the First and 
the Last, he who was dead, and is 
alive. We see not Christ sharp- 
ening and furbishing his sword 


for his enemies ; and, therefore, 
our faithless hearts say, as Zion 
did, “ The Lord hath forsaken 
me.” But God reproveth her«, 
and saith, u Well, well, Zion, is 
that well said ? Think againton 
it ; ye are in the wrong to me.’ 
(Isaiah xlix. 15,) 44 Can a woman 
forget her sucking child, tha£ she 
should not have compassion on 
the fruit of her womb ? Yea, she 
may; yet will I not forget thee. 
(Ver. 16,) Behold, 1 have en- 
graven thee upon the palms of my 
hands.” Ye break your heart, 
and grow heavy, and forget that 
Christ hath your name engraven 
on the palms of his hands, in great 
letters. In the name of the Son 
of God, believe that buried Scot- 
land, dead and buried in her dear 
Bridegroom, shall rise the third 
day again, and there s|dl be a 
new growth after the ola timber 
is cut down. 

1 commend you, and your bur- 
dens, and heavy heart, to the 
supportings of His grace and 
good-will, who dwelt in the bush, 
to Him who was separated from 
his brethren. Try your husband 
afar off, to see if he can be in- 
duced to think upon going to 
America. 

Oh, to see the sight next to 
Christ’s coming in the clouds, the 
most joyful! our elder brethren, 
the Jews, and Christ fall upon 
one another’s necks, and kiss 
each other ! They have been 
long asunder, they will be kind 
to one another when they meet : 
O day! 0 longed for, and lovely 
day, dawn ! O sweet Jesus, let 
me see that sight that will be as 
life from the dead, thee and thy 
ancient people in mutual em- 
braces ! 

Desire your daughter to close 
with Christ, upon terms of suf- 
fering for him : for the cross is 
an old mailing and plot of ground 
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hat lieth to Christ’s house : our 
ear chief had always that rent 
ying to his inheritance. But 
ell her, that the day is near the 
lawning ; the sky is riving, our 
Jeloved will he on us ere ever we 
>e # aware. The Antichrist, and 
leath and hell, and Christ’s ene- 
nies, and ours, shall be bound, 
md*castinto the bottomless pit. 

The Lord Jesus be with your 
spirit. Yours, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Anwoth, April 22, 1635. 


LETTER XL. 

TO MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Loving and Dear Sister, — For 
Zion’s sake hold not your peace, 
neither' be discouraged for the 
on-going of this persecution ; — 
Jehovah is in this burning bush. 
The floods may swell and roar, 
but our ark shall swim ediove the 
water : it cannot sink, bKause a 
Saviour is in it. Because our 
Beloved was not let in by his 
spouse, when he stood at the 
door with his wet and frozen 
head ; therefore, he will have us 
to seek him a while; and, while 
we are seeking, the watchmen, 
that go about the walls, have 
stricken the poor woman, and 
have taken away her veil from 
her : but yet a little while, and 
our Lord will come again; Scot- 
land’s sky shall clear again ; her 
moment must go over. 1 dare, 
in faith, say, and write — I am not 
now dreaming — that Christ is 
but seeking, (what he will have, 
and make,) a clean, glistering 
bride out of the fire : God send 
him his errand ; but he cannot 
want what he seeketh. In the 
mean time, one way or other, he 
will find, or make a nest for his 


mourning dove. What is this 
that we are doing, breaking the 
neck of our faith ? We are not 
come, as yet, to the mouth of the 
Red Sea ; and howbeit we were, 
for his honour’s sake he must 
dry it up. It is our part to die 
gripping and holding fast his 
faithful promise. If the beast 
should get leave to ride through 
he land, and to seal such as are 
his, he will not get one iamb with 
him ; for these are secured, and 
sealed as the servants of God. 
In God’s name, let Christ take 
his barn-floor, and all that is in 
t, to a hill, and winnow it ; let 
him sift his corn, and sweep his 
house, and seek his gold. The 
Lord shall cog the rumbling 
wheels, or turn them ; for the 
remainder of wrath doth he re- 
train. He can loose the belt of 
kings; to God, their belt, where- 
with they are girt, is knit with a * 
.ingle draw-knot. 

As for a pastor to your town, 
your conscience can bear you 
witness that ye have done your 
part. Let the Master of the 
vineyard now see to his garden, 
seeing ye have gone on till he 
hath said “ Stand still.” The 
will of the Lord be done. But 
a trial is not to give up with 
God, and believe no more. 

1 thank my God, in Christ, 
that I find the force of my temp- 
tation abated, and its edge blunt- 
ed , since I spoke to you last. I 
know not if the tempter be ho- 
vering until he find the dam 
gather again, and me more se- 
cure ; but it hath been my bur- 
den ; and I am yet more confi- 
dent that the Lord will succour 
and deliver. 

I intend, God willing, that our 
communion shall be celebrated 
the first Sabbath after Pajch : 
our Lord, that great Master of 
the feast, send us one hearty and 
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heartsome supper; for I look 
that it shall be the last. But we 
expect that when the shadows 
shall flee away, and the day 
dawn, and our Lord come to his 
garden, he will feed us in green 
pastures without fear; — the dogs 
then shall not be hounded out 
amongst the sheep. I earnestly 
desire your prayers for assistance 
at our work, and put others with 
you to do the same. 

Remember me to your hus- 
band ; and desire your daughter 
to be kind to Christ, and seek to 
win near him. He will give her 
a welcome into his house-of-wine. 
and bring her into the King’s 
chambers. Oh how will the 
sight of his face, and the smell 
of his garments allure and ravish 
her heart ! 

Now the love of the lovely Son 
of God be with you. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Anwoth, 1635. 


LETTER XLI. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Mistress, — My love in Christ 
remembered — having appointed a 
meeting with Mr. David Dick- 
son, and knowing that B. will 
not keep the presbytery, I can- 
not see you now. Commend my 
journey to God. My soul bles- 
aeth you for your last letter. 

Be not discouraged : Christ 
will not want the Isles-men ; the 
Isles shall wait for his law : we 
are his inheritance, and he will 
sell no part of his inheritance. 
For the sins of this land, and 
our breach of the Covenant, con- 
tempt of the Gospel, and our de- 
fection from the truth, he hath 
set up a burning furnace in Mount 
Zion ; but I say it, and will abide 


by it, “ The grass shall yet grow 
green on our Mount Zion. There 
shall be dew all the night upon 
the lilies, amongst which Christ 
feedeth,. until the day break and 
the shadows flee away ; and Jhe 
moth shall eat up the enemies of 
Christ,” (Isa. 1. 9.) “ Let them 

make a fire of their own, and 
walk in the light thereof, it $hall 
not let them see to go to their 
bed ; but they shall lie down in 
sorrow ;” therefore, rejoice and 
believe. 

This in haste. Grace, grace 
be with you and yours. Yours, 
in Christ, S. R. 

Anwoth. 


LETTER XLII. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Loving and Dear Sister, — I 
fear that ye be moved and cast 
down b^ause of the late wrong, 
that four husband received in 
your town-council. But, I pray 
you, comfort yourself in the 
Lord : for a just cause bideth 
under the water only as long as 
wicked men hold their hand above 
it ; their arm will weary, and 
then the just cause shall swim 
above, and the light that is sown 
for the righteous shall spring and 
grow up. If ye were not strang- 
ers here, the dogs of the world 
would not bark at you, (2 Cor. 
vi. 8.) Ye shall see all the wind- 
ings and turnings that are in 
your way to heaven, out of God’s 
word : for he will not lead you 
to the kingdom at the nearest ; 
but you must go through “ ho- 
nour and dishonour by evil re- 
port and good report ; as deceiv- 
ers, and yet true; (ver. 9,) as 
unknown, and yet well known ; 
as dying, and behold we live f as 
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phaiteiiBi^&nd not killed j (ver. 
10,) as sor rowful, and yet always 
rejoicing.^ The world is one *of 
the enemies that we have to fight 
\uth, but a vanquished and over- 
come enemy, and like a beaten 
and forlorn soldier ; for our Je- 
sus hath taken the armour from 
it. Let me then speak to you in 
hisw<?rds; 4 ‘ Be of good courage,” 
saith the Captain of our salva- 
tion, 44 for I have overcome the 
world.” Ye shall neither be free 
of the scourge of the tongue, nor 
of disgraces, even if it were buf- 
feting, and spittings upon the 
face, as was our Saviour’s case, 
if ye follow Jesus Christ. 

I beseech you, in the bowels of 
our Lord Jesus, to keep a good 
conscience, as 1 trust ye do. Ye 
live not upon men’s opinion ; 
gold may be gold and have the 
King’s stamp upon it, when it is 
trampled upon by men. Happy 
are ye if, when the world tramp- 
leth upon you in your credit and 
good name, yet, ye are the Lord’s! 
old, stamped with the King of 
eaven’s image, and sealed by his 
Spirit unto the day of your re- 
demption. Pray for the Spirit of 
love, (1 Cor. xiii. 7,) Love 
44 beareth all things, believeth 
all things, hopeth all things, and 
endureth all things.” 

And I pray you and your hus- 
band, yea, 1 charge you before 
God, and the Lord Jesus Christ, 
and the elect angels, to pray for 
these your adversaries, and read 
this to your husband from me ; 
and let both of you put on, as the 
elect of God* bowels of mercies. 
And, sister, remember how manv 
thousands of talents of sins your 
Master hath forgiven you ; for- 
give ye, therefore, your fellow- 
servants one talent. Follow God's 
command in this, and seek not 
after your own heart, and after 
your o*m eyes, in this matter, 


as the Spirit speaketh, (Numb, 
xv. 39.) Ask never the counsel 
of your own heart here ; the 
world will blow up your heart 
now, and cause it to swell, except 
the grace of God Cause it to fall. 
Jesus, even Jesus, the eternal 
Wisdom of the Father, give you 
wisdom. I trust that God shall 
be glorified in you ; and a door 
shall be opened unto you, as the 
Lord’s prisoners of hope, as Zech- 
ariah speaketh. It is a benefit to 
you that the wicked are God’s fan 
to purge you ; and I hope that 
they will blow away no corn, or 
spiritual graces, but only your 
chaff. I pray you, in your pur- 
suit, to have so recourse to the 
law of men, that ye wander not 
from the law of God Be not 
cast down : if ye saw Him, who 
is standing on the shore, holding 
out his arms to welcome you to 
land, ye would wade, not only 
through a sea of wrongs, but 
through hell itself, to be at him ; 
and I trust in God, that ye see 
him sometimes. 

The Lord Jesus be with your 
spirit, and all yours. Your Bro- 
ther in the Lord, S. R. 

Anwoth. 


LETTER* XLIII. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUCHT. 

Worthy and Dear Sister, — My 
love in Christ remembered — as to 
that business, which I know you 
would so fain have to take effect, 
ray earnest desire is, that you 
stand still. Haste not, and you 
shall see the salvation of God. 
The great Master-gardener, the 
Father of our Lord, Jesus Christ, 
in a wonderful providence, with 
his own band — 1 dare, if it were 
to edification, swear it— -planted 
F 
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me here, where, by his grace, in 
this part of his vineyard, I grow 
-*-l dare not say but Satan and 
tbeworld (one of' his pages, whom 
he sendeth his errands) have said 
otherwise — and here 1 will abide, 
till the great Master of the vine 
yard think fit to transplant me. 
But when he seeth meet to loose 
me at the root, and to plant me 
where I may be more useful, both 
as to fruit and shadow ; and when 
he who planted puileth up that he 
may transplant, who dare put to 
their hand and hinder ? If they 
do, God will break their arm at 
the shoulder-blade, and do his 
turn. When our Lord is going 
west, the devil and the world go 
east : and do you not know, that 
it hath been ever this way betwixt 
God and the world, God drawing 
and they holding ; God, 11 yea/’ 
and the world, “ nay?” — but the} 
fall on their hack and are frus- 
trated, and our Lord holdeth his 

Wherefore doth the word say, 
that our Christ, the Goodman of 
this house, his dear Kirk, hath 
feet like fine brass, as if they 
burned in a furnace? (Rev. i. 15.) 
For no other cause, but because 
where our Lord setteth down his 
brazen feet, he will forward ; and 
whithersoever he looketh, he will 
follow his look ; and his feet burn 
all under them, like as fire doth 
stubble and thorns. I think that 
he hath now given the world a 
proof of his exceeding great pow- 
er, when he is doing such great 
things, wherein Zion isconcerned, 
by the sword of the Swedish king, 
as of a Gideon. 

As you love the glory of God, 
pray instantly, yea, engage all 
your praying acquaintance, and 
take their faithful promise to do 
the like for this king, and every 
one that Zion’s King armeth to 
execute the written vengeance on 


Babylon. Our Lord hafh begur 
to loose some of Babylon’s corner- 
stdnes ; pray him to hold on ; foi 
that city must fall, and the hir<js 
of the air and the beasts of the 
earth must make a banquet of 
Babylon ; for he hath invited 
them to eat the flesh of that 
whore, and to drink her blood ; 
and the cup of the Lord’s right 
hand shall be turned unto her, 
and shameful spuing shall be upon 
her glory. He whose word must 
stand, hath said, “ Take this cup 
at the hand of the Lord, and 
drink, and be drunken, and spue, 
and fall, and rise no more,” (Jer. 
xxv. 27.) 

Our Jesus is setting up him- 
self as his Father’s ensign, (Isaiah 
xi. 10,) as God’s fair white co- 
lours, that his soldiers may flock 
about him. Long, long, may 
these colours stand l It is long 
since he displayed a banner against 
Babylon, in the sight of men and 
angels. Let us rejoice and tri- 
umph in our God, the victory is 
certain : for when Christ and 
Babel wrestle, then angels and 
saints may prepare themselves to 
sing, “ Babylon the great is fal- 
len, is fallen!” Howheit that 
Prince of renown, precious Je- 
sus, be now weeping and bleed- 
ing in his members, yet Christ 
will laugh again ; and it is time 
enough for us to laugh when our 
Lord Christ laugheth — and that 
will be shortly. For when we 
hear of wars and rumours of 
wars, the Judge’s feet are then 
before the door, and he must be 
in heaven, giving order to the 
angels to make themselves ready, 
and prepare their hooks and 
sickles for that great harvest. 
Christ will be upon us in haste. 
Watch but a little, and, ere long, 
the skies shall rend, and that fair, 
lovely Person, Jesus, will come 
in the clouds, fraughted and 
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loaded with glory and then all 
those knaves and foxes, that de- 
stroyed the vines, shall call to 
the hills, and cry to the moun- 
tains to cover them, and hide them 
from the face of Him who sit- 
tetn upon the throne, and from 
the wrath of the Lamb. 

Remember me. to your hus- 
band ; and desire him from me 
to help Christ, and to take his 
part, and in judgment to side 
ever with him, and to receive a 
blow patiently for his sake ; for 
he is worthy to be suffered for, 
not only to blows, but also to 
blood. He will find, that inno- 
cency and uprightness in judg- 
ment shall hold its feet, and make 
him happy, when jouking will not 
do it. 1 speak this, because a 
person said to me, 44 I pray God 
that the country be not in worse 
case now, when the provost and 
bailies are agreed, than former- 
ly to whom I replied, I trust 
the provost is agreed with the 
man’s person, but not with his 
faults. 

I pray for you with my whole 
soul, and desire that your child- 
ren may walk in the truth : and 
that the Lord may shine upon 
them, and make their faces to 
shine when the faces of others 
shallblush. I dare promise them, 
in Hisname, whose truth I preach, 
that if they will but try God's 
service, they shall find him the 
sweetest Master that ever they 
served. Desire them from me 
but to try for a while the service 
of this blessed Master, and then 
if his service be not sweet, if it 
afford not what is pleasant to the 
soul’s taste, change him, upon 
trial, and seek a better. Christ 
is an unknown Christ to young 
ones, and, therefore * they seek 
him not, because they know him 
nqt. Bid them come and see, 
and seek a kiss of his mouth ; 


and then they will find his mouth 
is so sweet, that they will be ever- 
lastingly chained unto him, by 
their own consent. If I hare 
any credit with your children, I 
entreat them in Christ's name to 
try what truth and reality is in 
what I say, and not leave hi* _ser- 
vice till they have found roe a 
liar. 

I give you, your husband, and 
them, to His keeping, to whom I 
dare venture and have ventured 
myself and soul, even to our dear 
Friend, Jesus Christ, in whom I 
am, yours, S. R. 

Anvvoth. 


LETTER XLIV. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Well-beloved Sister, — My dear- 
est love in Christ remembered to 
you — know that I am in great 
heaviness for the pitiful case of 
>ur Lord’s Kirk. I hear that 
the cause why Dr. Burton is 
committed to prison, is his writ- 
ing and preaching against the 
Arminians ; I, therefore, entreat 
the aid of your prayers for my- 
self, and the Lord’s captives of 
hope, and for Zion. The Lord 
hath let, and daily letteth, me 
see clearly how deep furrows 
Arminianism, and the follow- 
ers of it shall draw upon the 
back of God’s Israel — but our 
Lord cutteth the cords of the 
wicked, (Isaiah xlix. 14,) 44 But 
Zion said, The Lord hath for- 
saken me, and my Lord hath 
forgotten me.” (Lam. i. 2,) 
Zion 44 weepeth sore in the nighi, 
and her tears are upon her 
cheeks ; amongst her lovers she 
hath none to comfort her, all her 
friends have dealt treacherously 
with her, and are become her 
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enemies.” (Isaiah i. 22,) 44 Our 
silver is become dross, our wine 
is mixed with water.” (Lam. 
iv. 1,) 44 How is the gold become 
dim ? How is the most fine gold 
changed ? the stones of the sanc- 
tuary are poured out in the top 
of every street.” (Ver. 2,) 44 The 
precious sons of Zion, compar- 
able to fine gold, how are they 
esteemed as earthen pitchers, the 
work of the hands of the potter !” 
It is time now for the Lord’s secret 
ones, who favour the dust of Zion, 
to cry, 44 How long, O Lord?” 
and to go up to their watch- 
tower, and to stay there, and not 
to come down, until the vision 
speak; for it will speak, (Hah. 
ii.) In the mean time, the 44 just 
shall live by his faith.” Let us 
wait on, and not weary. I have 
not a thread to hang upon and 
rest, but this one, (Isaiah xlix. 
15,) 44 Can a woman forget her 
sucking child, that she should not 
have compassion on the son of 
her womb ? yea, she may forger, 
yet I will not forget thee ?” 
(Ver, 16,) 44 Behold, I have grav- 
en thee upon the palms of my 
hands, thy walls are continually 
before me for all outward 
helps do fail. It is time, there- 
fore, for us to hang ourselves, 
as our Lord’s vessels, upon the 
nail that is fastened in a sure 
place. We would make stakes 
of our own fastening, but they 
will break. Our Lord will hav* 
Zion on his own nail. Edom h 
busy within us, and Babel with 
out us, against the handful of 
Jacob’s seed. It were best that 
we were upon Christ’s side of it, 
for his enemies will get the stakes 
to keep, as the proverb is. Our 
greatest difficulty will be, to win 
on upon the Rock now, when the 
wind and waves of persecution 
are so lofty and proud. Let 
sweej: Jesus take us by the hand : 


neither must we think that it will 
be otherwise, for it is told to the 
souls under the altar, (Rev. vi.,) 
that their fellow-servants must 
be killed, as they were. Surely 
it cannot be long till day. JJay, 
hear him say, 44 Behold, I come, 
my dear Bride ; think not long, 

I shall be at you at once ; Ihear 
you, and am coming.” Amen. 
Even so, come, Lord Jesus, come 
quickly ; for the prisoners of hope 
are looking out at the prison- win- 
dows, to see if they can behold 
the King’s Ambassador coming 
with the King’s warrant, and the 
keys. I write not to you by guess 
now, because I have a warrant to 
say unto you that the garments 
of Christ’s spouse must be once 
again dyed in blood, as long ago 
her Husband’s were. But our 
Father seeth his bleeding Son. 
What I write unto you show 
to I. G. 

Grace, grace, grace and mercy 
be with you, your husband, and 
children. Yours, in the Lord,' 
S. R. 

Anwoth. 


LETTER XLV. 

FOB MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Well-beloved and Dear Sister 
in Christ, — I could not get an 
answer written to your letter till 
now, in respect of my wife’s dis- 
ease, and she is yet mightily 
pained. I hope that all shall end 
in God’s mercy. I know that 
an afflicted life looketh very like 
the way that leadeth to the king- 
dom ; for the apostle, (Acts xiv. 
22,) hath drawn the line, and 
the King’s market way, through 
much tribulation, to the kingdom. 
The Lord grant us the whole 
armour of God. 
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Ye write to me concerning 
your people’s disposition, how 
their hearts are inclined toward 
# the man ye know, and whom ye 
desire most earnestly yourself. 
H$ would most gladly have the 
Lord's call for transplantation, 
for he knoweth that all God’s 
plants, set by his own hand , thrive 
well ; and if the work be of God, 
he can ’ make a stepping-stone of 
the devil himself, for setting for- 
ward the work. For yourself, I 
would advise you to ask of God a 
submissive heart. Your reward 
shall be with the Lord. Although 
the people be not gathered, as the 
prophet speaketh,and suppose the 
word do not prosper, God shall 
account you a repairer of the 
breaches. And take Christ cau- 
tion that ye shall not lose your 
reward. Hold your grip fast. 
If ye knew the mind of the glori- 
fied in heaven — they think heaven 
came to their hand at an easy 
market, when they have got it for 
threescore or fourscore years’ 
wrestling with God. When ye 
are come thither, ye shall think 
that all which I did in respect of 
my rich reward, now enjoyed of 
free grace, was too little. Now, 
then, for the love of the Prince 
of your salvation, who is standing 
at the end of your way, holding 
up in his hand the prize and the 
garland to the race-runners, for- 
ward! forward! faint not! Take 
as many to heaven with you as 
ye are able to draw ; the more ye 
draw with you, ye shall be the 
welcomer yourself. Be no nig- 
gard or sparing churl of the grace 
of God ; and employ all your 
endeavours for establishing an 
honest ministry in your town, now 
when ye have so few to speak a 
good word for yob. I have many 
a grieved heart daily in my call- 
ing;: I would be undone if I had 
not access to the King’s chamber- 


of-presence, to show him all the 
business. The devil rageth and 
is mad to see the water drawn 
from his own mill ; but would to 
God that we could be the Lord’s 
instruments to build the Son of 
God’s house! 

Pray for me. If the Lord fyr- 
nish not new timber from Leba- 
non, to build the house, the work 
will cease. I look to him, who 
hath begun well with me ; 1 have 
his hand-writ that he will not 
change. 

Your daughter is well, and 
longeth for a bible. The Lord 
establish you in peace. The Lord 
Jesus be with your spirit. 

Yours, at all power in Christ, 
S. R. 

Anwoth. 


LETTER XLVI. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Mistress, — My love in Christ 
remembered — our communion is 
on Sabbath come eight days. I 
will entreat you to recommend it 
to God, and to pray for me in 
that work. I have more sins upon 
me now than the last time ; there- 
fore, I will beseech you, in Christ, 
seek this petition to me from God, 
that the Lord woulfl give me grace 
to vow and perform new obedi- 
ence. I have cause to suit this 
of you, and show it to Thomas 
Carson, Fergus and Jean Brown; 
for I have been, and am exceed- 
ingly cast down, and am fighting 
against a malicious devil, of whom 
I can win little ground ; and I 
would think a spoil plucked from 
him and his trusty servant, sin, a 
lawful and just conquest ; and it 
were no sin to take from him. 4 

In the name of the Goodman 
of our house, King Jesus, I invite 
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you to the banquet ; he saith that 
ye shall be dearly welcome to him. 
And I desire to believe (howbeit 
not without great fear) that he 
will be as hearty in his own house 
as he has been before. For me 
it is but small reckoning ; but I 
would fain have our Father and 
Lord to break the great, fair 
Loaf, Christ, and to distribute 
his slain Son amongst the bairns 
of his house ; and that, if any 
were a step-bairn in respect of 
comfort and sense, it were rather 
myself than his poor bairns. 
Therefore, bid our Well-beloved 
come to his garden, and feed 
among the lilies. 

And as concerning Zion, I 
hope that our Lord, who (Zech. 
ii.) sent his angel with a measur- 
ing-line in his hand, to measure 
the length and breadth of Jeru- 
salem, in token that he would not 
want a foot length or inch of his 
own free heritage, will take order 
with those who have taken away 
many acres of his land from him ; 
and that God will build Jerusalem 
in the old sted and place where it 
was before. In this hope, rejoice 
and be glad. Christ’s garment 
was not dipped in blood for no- 
thing, but for his Bride, whom he 
bought with stroke*. I will de- 
sire you to remember my old suits 
to God, God’s glory and increase 
of light, that 1 dry not up. For 
your town, hope and believe that 
the Lord will gather in his loose 
sheaves among you to his barn, 
and send one with a well-toothed, 
sharp hook, and strong gardies, 
to reap his harvest. And the 
Lord Jesus be husbandman, and 
oversee the growing. 

Remember my love to your hus- 
band, and to Samuel. Grace upon 
you and your children. Lord 
make them corner-stones in Jeru- 
salem, and give them grace in 
their youth to take band with the ] 


fair, chief Corner-stone, wbb was 
hewed out of the mountain, with- 
out hands, and got many a knock 
with his Father’s fore-hammer* 
and endured them all, and the 
Stone did neither cleave r*or 
break. — Upon that Stone your 
soul doth well to lie. 

King Jesus be with your spirit. 
Your friend, in his well-beloved 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Anwoth. 


LETTER XLVII. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Much honoured and Dear Mis- 
tress, — My love in Christ remem- 
bered — I am grieved at the heart 
to write any thing to you to breed 
heaviness to you; and what I have 
written, I wrote it with much 
heaviness. But I entreat you in 
Christ’s name, when my soul is 
under wrestlings, and seeking di- 
rection from our Lord, (to whom 
his Vineyard belongeth,) whither 
I shall go, give me liberty to ad- 
vise, and try all airts and paths, 
to see whether he goeth before 
me and leadeth me ; for if I were 
assured of God’s call to your town, 
let my arm fall from my shoulder- 
blade and lose power, and my 
right eye be dried up, (which is 
the judgment of the idol shep- 
herd, Zech. xi. 17,) if I would 
not swim through the water with- 
out a boat, ere I sat his bidding. 
But, if ye knew my doubtings and 
fears in that, ye would suffer with 
me. Whether they be tempta- 
tions, or impediments cast in by 
God, I know not. But ye have 
now cause to thank God ; for, 
seeing the Bisho*p hath given you 
such a promise, he will give you 
an honest man, more willingly 
than he will permit me to come 
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to you. And, as I ever entreated 
you, put the business out of your 
hand into the Lord’s reverence ; 
find try of him, if ye have warrant 
of him to seek no man in the 
world but one only, when there 
are* choice of good men to be had 
— howbeit they be too scarce, yet 
they are. And what God saith 
to ra$ in the business, I resolve, 
by his -grace, to do ; for I know 
not what he will do with me, but 
God will fill you with joy ere the 
business be ended : for I persuade 
myself that our Lord Jesus hath 
stirred you up already to do good 
in the business, and ye shall not 
lose your reward. 

I have heard that your husband 
and Samuel have been sick. The 
Man who is called the Branch, 
and God’s Fellow, who standeth 
before his Father, will be your 
stay and help, (Zech. xiii. 7.) I 
would that I were able to comfort 
your soul ; but have patience and 
stand still ; he that believeth 
maketh not haste. 

This matter of Crammond, cast 
in at this time, is either a temp- 
tation, having fallen out at this 
time, or then it will clear all my 
doubts, and let you see the Lord’s 
will. But I never knew my own 
part in the business till now' ; 1 
thought I was more willing to 
have embraced the charge in your 
town than I am, or am able to 
win to. I know that ye pray 
that God would resolve me what 
to do; and will interpret me, as 
love biddeth you, which tbinketh 
not ill, and believeth all things, 
and bopeth all things. Would 
ye have more than the Son of 
God ? and ye have him already, 
and ye shall be fed by the carver 
of the meat, be that who he will ; 
and those who are hungry, look 
more to the meat thap to the 
carver. 

I cannot see you the next week 


[f my Lady come home, I must 
dsit her. The week thereafter 
here will be a presbytery at Gir- 
;hon ; God will dispose of the 
meeting. 

Grace upon you, and your 
seed, and husband. The Lord 
Jesus be with your spirit. Yours, 
n Christ, S. R. _ 

Anwotli. 


LETTER XLVIII. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Worthy and well-beloved Mis- 
tress, — My love in Christ remem- 
bered — I have sent you a letter 
from Mr. David Dickson, con- 
cerning the placing of Mr. Hugh 
Mackail with themselves ; there- 
fore, 1 w r rite to you now only to 
entreat you in Christ not to be 
discouraged thereat. Be sub- 
missive to the will of yoor dear 
Lord, who knoweth best what is 
good for your soul and your town 
both ; for God can come over 
greater mountains than these, we 
believe ; for he worketh his great- 
est works contrary to carnal rea- 
son and means. “ My ways are 
not,” saith our Lord, 11 as your 
ways ; neither are my thoughts as 
your thoughts,” (Isaiah lv.) I 
am no w hit put from my belief for 
all that; — believe, pray, and use 
means. 

We shall cause Mr. John Ker, 
who convoyed himself to Lochin- 
var, to use means to seek a man, 
if Mr. Hugh fail us. Our Lord 
hath a little bride among you, ana 
1 trust he will send one to woo 
her to our sweet Lord Jesus. lie 
will not want his wife for the 
suiting; and he hath means in 
abundance in his hand to open all 
the slots and bars that Satan 
draweth over the door. He com* 
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eth to his Bride leaping over th< 
mountains, and skipping over thi 
hiljs. His way to his spouse i 
full of stones, mountains, and 
waters; yet he putteth in his foot 
and wadeth through ; he will noi 
want her ; and, therefore, refresh 
me with two words, concerning 
your confidence and courage in 
our Lord, both about that, and 
about his own Zion ; for he woo- 
eth his wife in the burning bush 
and for the good-will of Him that 
dwelleth in the bush, the bush is 
not consumed. It is better to 
weep with Jerusalem in the fore- 
noon, than to weep with Babe' 
after noon, in the end of the day. 
Our day of laughter and rejoicing 
is coming; yet a little while, and 
ye shall see the salvation of God. 

1 long to see you, and to hear 
how your children are, especially 
Samuel. Grace be their heritage 
and portion from the Lord ; and 
the Lord be their lot, and then 
their inheritance^hall please them 
well. 

Remember my love to your 
husband. The Lord Jesus be 
with your spirit. Yours, in his 
sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Anwoth. 


LETTER XLIX. 

FOR MARION MACKN AUGHT. 

Well-beloved Sister, — My love 
in Jesus Christ remembered — 
your daughter is well, thanks be 
to God; I trust in him that ye 
shall have joy of her. The Lord 
bless her. I am now presently 
gping about catechising. 

The bearer is in baste. For- 
get not poor Zion, and the Lord 
remember you, for we shall be 
shortly winnowed. Jesus, pray 
for us, that our faith fail not. 1 


would wish to see you a Sabbath 
with us, and we shall stir up one 
another, God willing, to seek the 
Lord ; for it may be that he hide 
himself from us ere it be lonp. 
Keep that which you have, ye r will 
get more in heaven. The Lord 
send us to the shore out of all the 
storms, with our silly souls whole 
and sound wi$h us ; for if liberty 
of conscience come, as is rum- 
oured, the best of us all will be 
put to our wits to seek how to be 
freed. But we shall be with those 
who have their chamber to go in 
unto, spoken of, Isaiah xxvi. 20. 
Read the place yourself, and keep 
you within your house whill the 
storm be past. If you can learn 
a dittay against C., try, and cause 
to try, that we may see the Lord's 
righteous judgment upon the de- 
vil’s instruments. We are not 
much obliged to his kindness ; I 
wish that all such wicked doers 
were cut off. 

These in haste ; I bless you in 
God’s name, and all yours. Your 
daughter desireth a bible and a 
gown. I hope that she will use 
the bible well, which if she do, 
the gown is the better bestowed. 

The Lord Jesus be with your 
I spirit. Yours for ever, in Christ, 

! S. R. 

Anwoth. 


LETTER L. 

FOR MARION MACKN AUGHT. 

Mistress, — My love in Jesus 
hrist remembered — Jamin good 
health, honour to my Lord ; but 
my wife’s disease increaseth daily, 
to her great torment and pain 
night and day. She hath not 
been in God’s house since our 
communion, neither out of her 
bed. I have hired, a man to 
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Edinburgh, to Dr. Jeally, and to 
John Hamilton : I can hardly be- 
lieve her disease is ordinary, for 
her life is bitter to her. She 
sleepeth none, but crieth, as a 
woman travailing in birth ; what 
will be the event He that hath 
the keys of the grave knoweth. 
I haye been many times since I 
saw you, that I have besought 
the Lord to loose her out of the 
body, and to take her to her rest. 
I believe that the Lord’s tide of 
affliction will ebb again ; but at 
present I am exercised with the 
wrestlings of God, being afraid 
of nothing more than this, that 
God hath let loose the tempter 
upon my house. God rebuke 
him and his instrument. Be- 
cause Satan is not cast out by 
fasting and prayer, I entreat you 
to remember our estate to our 
Lord, and entreat all good Chris- 
tians, whom ye know, but especi- 
ally your pastor, to do the same. 
It becometh us still to knock, 
and to lie at the Lord’s door, 
whill we die knocking. If he 
will not open, it is more than he 
hath said in his word ; but he is 
faithful. I look not to win away 
to my home without wounds, and 
blood. Welcome, welcome cross 
of Christ, if Christ be with it ! 
I have not a calm spirit in the 
work of my calling here, being 
daily chastised ; yet God hath 
not put out my candle, as he 
doth to the wicked. 

Grace, grace be with you and 
all yours. Yotfrs, in his Lord, 
S. R. 

Aaffotb. 


LETTER LI. 

VOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Worthy and Well-beloved Mis- 
,— My love in Christ remem- 


bered — I know that ye have heard 
of the purpose of my adversaries, 
to try what they can do against 
me at this synod, for the work of 
God in your town, when I was 
at your communion. They in- 
tend to call me in question at the 
synod, for treasonable doctrine ; 
therefore, help me with your 
prayers, and desire your acquaint-" 
ance to help me also. Your ears 
heard how Christ was there. If 
he suffer his servant to get a 
broken head, in his own kingly 
service and not either help or re- 
venge the wrong, I never saw the 
like of it. There is not a night- 
drunkard, time-serving, idle idol- 
shepherd to be spoken against — I 
am the only man : and because it is 
so, and I know that God will not 
help them, lest they be proud, I 
am confident that their process 
shall fall asunder. Only be ye 
earnest with God for hearing, 
for an open ear, and reading of 
the bill, that he may in heaven 
hear both parties, and judge ac- 
cordingly : and doubt not, fear 
not, that they shall not, who now 
ride highest, put Christ out of 
his kingly possession in Scot- 
land. The pride of man, and 
his rage, shall turn to the praise 
of our Lord. It is an old feud, 
that the rulers of the earth, the 
dragon and his angels, have car- 
ried to the Lamb and his follow- 
ers ; but the followers of the 
Lamb shall overcome by the word 
of God ; and believe this, and 
wait on ' a little, till they have 
got their womb-full of clay and 
gravel, and they shall know, 
(howbeit stolen wafers be sweet,) 
that Esau’s portion is not ' 
his hunting. 

Commend me to your husband, 
and send me word how Grizzel 
is. The Son of God lead her 
through the water. 

The Lord Jesus be with your 
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spirit. Yours, in his only, only 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Anwoth. 


LETTER LII. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Mistress, — My love in Christ 
remembered — at the desire of 
this bearer, whom I love, 1 
thought to request you, if ye cat 
help his wife with your advice, 
for she is in a most dangerous 
and deadly-like condition ; for J 
have thought that she was far 
changed in her carriage and life 
this sometime by passed, and had 
hoped that God would have 
brought her home ; and now, by 
appearance, 6he will depart this 
life, and leave a number of child- 
ren behind her. If ye can be 
entreated to help her, it is a 
work of mercy.* My own wife is 
in exceeding great torment, night 
and day. Pray for us, for mv 
life was never so wearisome to 
me. God hath filled me with 
gall and wormwood ; but I be- 
lieve, which holdeth my head 
above the water. “It is good 
for a man,” saith the Spirit of 
God, (Lam. iii.,) “ that he bear 
the yoke in his youth.” 

I do remember you. I pray 
ou be humble and believe ; and 

entreat you in Jesus Christ, 
pray for John Stuart and his 
wife, and desire your husband to 
do the same. Remember me 
heartily to Jean Brown. Desire 
her to pray for me and my wife : 

I do remember her. Forget not 
Zion*! Grace, grace and peace, 
upon them that pray for Zion 1 
She is the ship we sail in to Ca- 
naan ; if she be broken on a rock, 
we shall be cast overboard, to 
swim to land betwixt death and 
life. 


The grace of Jesus be with 
your husband, and children. 
Yours, in our Christ, S. R. 
Anwoth. 


LETTER LIII. 

I 

TO EARL8TON, ELDER. 

| 

Much honoured Sir, — I have 
heard of the mind and malice of 
your adversaries against you. It 
is like that they will extend the 
law which they have, in length 
and breadth, answerable to their 
heat of mind ; but it is a great 
part of your glory, that the cause 
is not yours, but yohr Lord’s 
whom ye serve ; and I doubt not 
hut Christ will count it his hon- 
our to back his weak servant, — 
and it were a shame for him, with 
reverence to his holy name, that 
he should suffer himself to be in 
the common of such a poor man 
as ye are, and that ye should give 
out for him, and not get in again. 
Write up your disbursements for 
your Master, Christ, and keep 
count of what ye give out, whe- 
ther name, credit, goods, or life, 
and suspend your reckoning till 
nigh the evening ; and remember 
that a poor, weak servant of 
Christ wrote it to you, that ye 
shall have Christ a King, caution 
for your incomes and all your 
losses. Reckon not from the 
forenoon. Take the word of 
God for your warrant, and for 
Christ’s act of cautionary, how- 
beit body, life and goods go for 
Christ your Lord, and though ye 
should lose the head for him : 
yet, (Luke xxi. 18,) there shall 
not one hair of your head perish, 
(ver. 19,) in patience, therefore, 
possess your soul. And because 
ye are the first man in Galloway 
called out and questioned for the 
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name of Jesus, his eye hath been 
upon you, as upon one whom he 
designed to be among his wit- 
nesses. Christ hath said, 44 Al- 
exander Gordon shall lead the 
ring, in witnessing a good con- 
fession and, therefore, he hath 
ut the garland of suffering for 
imself first upon your head. 
Think yourself so much the more 
obliged to him, and fear not ; for 
he layeth his right hand on your 
head. He who was dead and is 
alive, will plead your cause, and 
will look attentively upon the pro- 
cess from the beginning to the 
end ; and the Spirit of glory shall 
rest upon you; (Rev. ii. 10.) 
44 Fear none of those things which 
thou shalt suffer ; behold, the 
devil shall cast some of you into 
prison, that ye may he tried, and 
ye shall have tribulation ten days 
Be thou faithful unto death, and 
I will give thee the crown of life. ; 
That lovely One, Jesus, w ho also 1 
became the Son of man, that he 
might take strokes for you, write 
thecross-sweetening and soul-sup- 
porting sense of these words in 
your heart. 

These rumbling wheels of Scot- 
land’s ten-days’ tribulation are 
under His look, who hath seven 
eyes. Take a house on your 
head, and slip yourself by faith 
under Christ’s wings, till the 
storm be over. And remember 
that when they have drunk us 
down, Jerusalem will be a cup of 
trembling and of poison, (Zech. 
xii. 2.) They shall be fain to 
vomit out the saints ; for Judah 
(ver. 6) shall he an hearth of fire 
in a sheaf, and they shall devour 
all the people round about, on 
the right hand and on the left. 
Wo to Jbe enemies of Zion. 
They have the worst of it ; for 
we have writ for the victory. 

Sir, ye were never so honour- 
able as ye are now. This is 


your glory, that Christ hath put 
you into the roll with himself, 
and the rest of the witnessess, 
who are come out of great tribu- 
lation, and have washed their 
garments, and made them white 
in the blood of the Lamb. Be 
not cast down for what the ser- 
vants of Antichrist cast in your 
tt>eth, that ye are a head to, and 
favourer of the PuritanG, and 
leader to that sect. If your con- 
science say, u Alas, here is much 
din and little done,” (as the pro- 
verb is ) because ye have not done 
so much service to Christ that 
way as ye might and should, take 
courage from that same tempta- 
tion ; for your Lord, Christ, 
looketh upon that very challenge, 
as a hungering desire in you to 
have done more than ye did ; and 
that filleth up the blank, and he 
wdll accept of what ye have done 
in that kind. . If great men be 
kind to you, I pray you to over- 
look them : if th£y smile on you, 
Christ hut borroweth their face, 
to smile through them upon his 
afflicted servant. Know the well- 
head ; and for all that, learn the 
way to the well itself. 

Thank God that Christ came 
to your house in your absence, 
and took with him some of your 
children. He presumed that much 
on your love, that ye would not 
he offended ; and howbeit he 
should take the rest, he cannot 
come upon your wrong side. I 
question not, if they were child- 
ren of gold, but ye would think 
them well bestowed upon him. 

Expound well these two rods 
on you, one on your house at 
home, another on your own person 
abroad. Love thinketh no evil ; 
if ye were not Christ’s wheat, ap- 
pointed to be bread in his house, 
he would notgrind you. But keep 
the middle line, neither despise nor 
faint } (Heb. xii. 6.) Ye see that 
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you? Father is homely with you. 
'Stakes of a father evidence kind- 
ness and care — take them so. I 
hope that your Lord hath mani- 
fested himself to you, and suggest- 
ed these or more choice thoughts 
about his dealing with you. We 
are using our weak moyen and 
credit for you up at our own 
court, as we dow ; we pray the 
King to hear us, and the Son 
of Man to go side for side with 
you, and hand in hand, in the 
fiery oven, and to quicken and 
encourage your unbelieving heart, 
when ye droop and despond. 

Sir, to the honour of Christ be 
it said, that my faith goeth with 
my pen now. I am presently 
believing that Christ will bring 
you out. Truth in Scotland 
shall keep the crown of the cause- 
way yet. The saints shall see 
religion go naked at noon- day, 
free from shame and fear of men. 
We shall divide Shechem, and 
ride upon the high places of Ja- 
cob. 

Remember my obliged respects 
and love to my Lady Kenmure, 
and her sweet child. Yours ever, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Anwoth, July, 1636. 


LETTER LIY. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Well-beloved Mistress, — I 
charge you in the name of the 
Son of God, to rest upon your 
Rock, that is higher than your- 
self ; be not afraid of a man who 
is a worm, nor for the son of 
man who shall die ; let God be 
your &ar. Encourage your hus- 
band. 1 would counsel you to 
write to Edinburgh to some ad- 
vised lawyers, to understand what 
your husband, as the head magis- 


trate may do, in opposing any 
intruded minister, and as to his 
carriage toward the new Prelate, 
if he command him to imprison 
or lay hands upon any, and, in a 
word, how far he may in his of- 
fice disobey a Prelate, without 
danger of law : for if the Bishop 
come to your town, and fin,d not 
obedience to his heart, it is like 
that he will command the pro- 
vost to assist him against God 
and the truth — ye will have more 
courage under the persecution. 
Fear not ; take Christ caution, 
who said, (Luke xxi. 18,) “There 
shall not one hair of your head 
perish.” Christ will not be in 
your common, to have you giving 
out any thing for him, and not 
give you all incomes, with advan- 
tage. It is his honour that his 
servants should not be herried 
and undone in his service. Ye 
were never honoured till now. 
And if your husband be the first 
magistrate who shall suffer for 
Christ’s name in this persecution, 
he may rejoice that Christ hath 
put the first garland upon his 
head, and upon yours. Truth 
will yet keep the crown of the 
causeway in Scotland. Christ 
and truth are strong enough. 
They judge us now ; we shall 
one day judge them, and sit on 
twelve thrones, and judge the 
Twelve Tribes. Believe, be- 
lieve ; for they dare not pray, 
they dare not look Christ in the 
face. JThey have been false to 
Christ, and he will not sit wftb 
the wrong. Ye know, that it is 
not our cause ; for if we would 
uit our Lord, we might sleep, 
>r the present, in a sound skin, 
and keep our place, means, and 
honour, and be dear to them also. 
But let us once put all we hare 
over into Christ’s hand. 

Fear not for my papers, I shall 
dispatch them : but ye will be 
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examined for them. The Spirit Ladyship will pardon me, h 
of Jesus give you inward peace, fitter occasion. Grace be *wlth 
Desire your husband, from me, you, and your child, and bearjou 
to prove honest to Christ : he company tp your best home, 
shall not be a loser at Christ’s Your Ladyship’s, in his sweet 
hand. Yours ever, in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 


Lord Jesus, S. 

Anwoth, July 8, 1635. 


LETTER LV. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — I cannot find a time 
for writing some things which I 
intended on Job, I have been so 
taken up with the broils that we 
are encumbered with in our call- 
ing : for our Prelate will have us 
either to swallow our light over, 
and digest it, contrary to our 
stomachs, howbeit we should vo- 
mit our conscience and all, in this 
troublesome conformity ; or then 
he will try if deprivation can con- 
vert us to the ceremonial faith. 

I write to your Ladyship, Ma- 
dam, not as distrusting your af- 
fection, or willingness to help 
me, as your Ladyship is able bv 
yourself, or others, but to adver 
tise you, that I hang by a small 
thread. For our learned Pre- 
late. because we cannot see with 
his eyes so far into a millstone as 
his light doth, will not follow his 
Master, meek Jesus, who waited 
upon the wearied and short-breath 
ed in the way to heaven, — and 
^where all see not alike, #$d some 
are weaker, he carrieth the lambs 
in his bosom, and leadeth gently 
those that are with young, — but 
we must either see all the evil of 
ceremonies to be but as indiffer- 
ent straws, or suffer no less than 
to be casten out of the Lord’s 
inheritance. 

- Madam, if I h&d time I would 
write more at length ; but your 


Anwoth, Jan. 8, 1636. 


LETTER LVI. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE, 

Madam, — I received your 
Ladyship’s letter from J. Gordon. 
— I thank our Lord that ye are 
as well, at least, as one may be, 
who is not come home. It is a 
mercy, in this stormy sea, to get 
a second wind ; for none of the 
saints get a first, but they must 
take the winds as the Lord of 
the seas causeth them to blow ; 
and the inn, as the Lord and 
Master of the inns hath ordered 
it. If contentment were here, 
heaven were not heaven. Who- 
ever seek the world to be their 
bed, shall at best find it short and 
ill made, and a stone under their 
side to hold them waking, rather 
than a soft pillow to sleep upon. 
Ye ought to bless your Lord that 
it is not worse : we live in a sea 
where many have suffered ship- 
wreck, and have need that Christ 
sit at the helm of the ship. It is 
a mercy to win to heaven, though 
with much hard toil and heavy 
labour, and to take it by violence, 
ill and well as it may he. Better 
go swimming and wet through 
our waters, than drown by the 
way ; especially now when truth 
suffer eth, and great men bid 
Christ sit lower, and contract 
himself into less bounds, as if he 
took too much room. 

I expect that our new Prelate 
will try my -sitting. I hang by a 
thread, but it is (if I may speak 
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•o) of Christ’s spinning. There 
i# '«o quarrel more honest or 
honourable than to suffer for 
truth ; but the worstjs, that this 
|Lirk 19 like to sink, and all her 
lovers and friends stand afar off 
none mourn with her, and none 
mourn for her. But the Lord 
Jesus will not be put out of his 
conquest so soon in Scotland. It 
will be seen that the Kirk and 
truth shall rise again within three 
days, and Christ again will ride 
upon his white horse — howbeit 
his horse seems now to stumble 
yet he cannot fall. The fulness 
of Christ’s harvest in the end of 
the earth is not yet come in. 1 
speak not this, because I would 
haveitso,but upon better ground: 
than my naked liking. But enough 
of this sad subject. 

I long to be fully assured of 
your Ladyship’s welfare, and that 
your soul prospereth, especially 
now in your solitary life, when 
your outward comforts are few. 
and when Christ hath you for the 
very uptaking. I know that his 
love to you is still running over ; 
and his love hath not so bad a 
memory as to forget you and your 
dear child, who hath two fathers 
in heaven, the one the Ancient 
of days. I trust in his mercy, 
that he hath something laid up 
for him above, however it may 
go with him here. I know that 
it is long since your Ladyship 
saw that this world had turned 
your step-mother, and had forsa- 
ken you. Madam, ye have rea- 
son to take in good part a lean 
dinner and spare diet in this life, 
seeing your largo supper of the 
Lamb’s preparing will recom- 
pense all. Let it go which was 
never yours, but only in sight, 
not in property: the time of your 
loan will wear shorter and short- 
er, and time is measured to you 
by ounce-weights: and then 1 


know that your hope shall be a 
full ear of corn, and not blasted 
with wind. It may be your joy, 
that your anchor is up within the 
vail, and that the ground it is 
cast upon is not false, but fhjm. 
God hath done his part : ana I 
hope that ye will not deny to fish 
and fetch home all your love to 
himself ; and it is hut too narrow 
and short for him, if it were more. 
If ye were before pouring all your 
love (if it had been many gallons 
more) in upon your Lord, if drops 
fell by in the in-pouring, he for- 
tri vet h you ; he hath done now all 
that can be done, to win beyond it 
all, and hath left little to woo your 
love from himself, except one 
only child. What is his purpose 
herein, he knoweth best, who 
hath taken your soul in tutoring. 
Your faith may be boldly charit- 
able of Christ, that, however 
natters go, the worst shall be a 
tired traveller, and a joyful and 
sweet welcome-home. The hack 
of your winter night is broken. 
Look to the east, the day sky is 
breaking ; think not that Christ 
loseth time, or lingereth unsuit- 
ably. O fair, fair and sweet 
morning! We are but as sea- 
passengers ; if we look right we 
are upon our country coast. Our 
Redeemer is fast coming to take 
this old, worm-eaten world, like 
m old moth-eaten garment, in his 
wo hands, and to roll it up, and 
ay it by him. These are the 
ast days, and an oath is given, 
(Rev. x. 6,) by God himself, that 
ime shall be no more : and wbeq 
ime itself is old and grey-haired, 
t were good we were away. 

Thus, Madam, ye see 1 am, as 
my custom is, tedious in my lines. 
Your Ladyship will pardon it. 

The Lord Jesus be with your 
pirit. Your Ladyship’s, at all 
obedience in Christ, S« R. 

Anwoth, Janaary 18, 1838. 
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LETTER LVII. 

FOR MARION MACKN AUGHT. 

^ell-beloved Sister, — My love 
in Christ remembered — I hear 
of good news anent our Kirk, but 
I fear that our king will not be 
resisted, and, therefore, let us not 
be secure and careless. I do 
wonder if this Kirk come not 
through our Lord’s fan, since 
there is so much chaffin it ; how- 
beit, I persuade myself that the 
Son of God’s wheat shall not be 
blown away. Let us he putting 
on God’s armour, and be strong 
in the Lord. If the devil, and 
Zion’s enemies strike a hole in 
that armour, let our Lord see to 
that ; let us put it on, and stand ; 
we have Jesus on our side, and 
they are not worthy of such a 
Captain, who would not take a 
blow at his back. We are in 
sight of his colours ; his banner 
over us is love : look up to that 
white banner, and stand : I per- 
suade you, in the Lord, of victory. 

My brother writeth to me of 
your heaviness, and of tempta^ 
tions that press you sore. I am 
content it be so. You bear about 
with you the marks of the Lord 
Jesus : so was it with our Lord’s 
apostle, when he was to come, 
with the Gospel, to Macedonia, 
(2 Cor. vii. 5,) his flesh had no 
rest, he was troubled on every 
side, and knew not what side to 
turn him unto ; without were 
fightings, and within were fears. 
In the great work of our redemp- 
tion, your lovely, beautiful, and 
glorious Friend and Well-belov- 
ed, Jesus, was brought to tears 
and strong cries, so as his face 
was wet with tears and blood, 
arising from a holy fear, and the 
weight of the curse. Take a 
drink of the "Son of God’s cup, 


and love it the better that he 
drank of it before you — there is 
no poison in it. I wonder many 
times that eye r a •child of God 
should have a sad heart, consid- 
ering what their Lord is prepar- 
ing for them* 

Is your mind troubled anent 
that business, which we have in 
hand in Edinburgh? I trust in 
my Lord, that the Lord will in 
the end give to you your heart’s 
desire, even, howbeit, the busi- 
ness frame not. The Lord will 
feed your soul, and all the hungry 
souls in that town ; therefore, I 
request you in the Lord to pray 
for a submissive will ; and pray, 
as your Lord Jesus biddeth you, 

Thy will he done on earth, as 
it is in heaven !’* And let it be 
that your faith be brangled with 
temptations: believe ye that there 
is a tree in our Lord’s garden 
that is not often shaken with the 
wind from all the four airts ? — 
surely there is none. Rebuke 
your soul, as the Lord’s prophet 
doth ; (Psalm xlii.,) u Why art 
thou cast down, O my soul! why 
art thou disquieted within me ?” 
That was the word of a man, 
who was at the very overgoing of 
a brae and mountain ; but God 
held a grip of him. Swim through 
your temptations and troubles, 
to be at that lovely, amiable per- 
son, Jesus, to whom your soul is 
dear. In your temptations, run 
to the promises ; they be our 
Lord’s branches hanging overThe 
water, that our Lord’s silly, half- 
drowned children may take a grip 
of them ; if you let that grip go, 
you will go to the ground. 

Are ye troubled with the case 
of God’s Kirk ? Our Lord will 
evermore have her betwixt the 
sinking and the swimming: he 
will have her going through a 
thousand deaths, and through 
hell, as a cripple woman, halting 
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and wanting the power of her 
own side, (Micah iv. 6, 7,) that 
God may be her staff. That 
broken ship will ccwne to land, 
because Jesus is the pilot. Faint 
not, you shall see the salvation 
of God ; else say, that God never 
spake his word by my mouth, and 
I had rather never have been 
born, ere it were so with me — 
but my Lord hath sealed me. 

I dare not deny, that 1 have 
also been in heaviness since I 
came from you, fearing, for my 
unthankfulness, that I am desert- 
ed ; but the Lord will be kind to 
me, whether I will or not. 1 
repose that much in his rich 
grace, that he will be loath to 
change upon me. As you love 
me, pray for me in this particular. 

After advising with Carlton, I 
have written to Mr. David Dick- 
son, anent Mr. Hugh Mackail, 
and desired him to write his mind 
to Carlton, and Carlton to Edin- 
burgh, that they may particularly 
remember Mr. Hugh to the 
Lord ; and I happened upon a 
convenient trusty bearer, by God’s 
wonderful providence. 

No further. I recommend you 
to the Lord’s grace and your hus- 
band and children. 

The Lord Jesus be with your 
spirit. Yours, in the Lord, 
S. R. 

Edinburgh. 

A POSTSCRIPT. 

> Mistress, — I had not time to 

give my advice to your daughter 
Grizzel; you shall carry my 
words, therefore, to her. Show 
• her now, that, in respect of her 
; tender age, she is, in a manner, 
J as clean paper, ready to receive 

{ either good or ill ; and that it 
were a sweet and glorious thing 
for her to give herself up to 
Christ, that he may write upon 


her his Father’s name, and his 
own new name. And desire her 
to acquaint herself with the book 
of God ; the promises that on* 
Lord writeth upon his own, and 
performeth in them, and for them, 
are contained there. I persuade 
you, that, when she is in the com- 
pany of such parents, and hath 
occasion to learn Christ, I think 
Christ is wooing her soul ; and I 
pray God that she may not refuse 
such a husband. And, therefore, 

I charge her, and beseech her, 
by the mercies of God, by the 
wounds and blood of Him who 
died for her, by the word of 
truth, which she heareth and can 
read, by the coming of the Son 
of God to judge the world, that 
she would fulfil your joy, and 
learn Christ, and walk in Christ. 
She will think this the truth of 
God many years after this ; and 
1 shall promise to myself, in re- 
spect of the beginnings that I 
have seen, that she will give her- 
self to Him who gave himself for 
her. Let her begin at prayer ; 
for if she remember her Creator v 
in the days of her youth, he will 
claim kindness to her in her old 
age. It shall be a part of my 
prayers, that this may he effectu- 
ated in her, by Him, who is able \ 
to do exceedingly abundantly ; to ' 
whose grace again I recommend v 
you, and her, and all yours. 


LETTER LVIII. 

FOR MARION MACKN AUGHT. 

Well-beloved Sister, — I know 
that ye have heard of the success 
of our business in Edinburgh. 
I do every presbytery-day see the 
faces of my brethren smiling 
upon me, but their tongues eqn- 
vey reproaches and lies of me a 
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hundred miles off, and have made 
me odious to the Bishop, of St. 
Andrews, who said to Mr. Wil 
liam Dalgleish, that ministers in 
Galloway were his informers ; 
whereupon no letters of favour 
could be procured from him for 
effectuating of our business : only 
I am brought into the mouths of 
men,*who, otherwise, knew me 
not, and have power (if God will 
permit) to harm me ; yet I en- 
treat you in the bowels of Christ 
Jesus, be not cast down. I fear 
that your sorrow exceed because 
of this ; and I am not so careful 
of myself in the matter as for you. 
Take courage ; your dearest Lord 
will light your candle, which the 
wicked would fain blow out ; and 
as sure as our Lord liveth your 
spul shall find joy and comfort in 
this business ; howbeit ye see all 
the hounds in hell let loose to 
mar it. Their iron chains to our 
dear and mighty Lord are but 
straws, which he can easily break. 
Let not this temptation stick in 
your throat ; swallow it, and let 
it go down — our Lord give you 
a drink of the consolations of 
his Spirit, that it may digest. 
Ye never knew one in God’s book, 
who put their hand to the Lord’s 
work for his Kirk, but the world, 
and Satan, did bark against them, 
and bite also, where they had 
power. Ye will not lay one 
stone on Zion’s wall but they will 
labour to cast it down again. 

And for myself, the Lord let- 
teth me see now greater evidences 
of a calling to Kirkcudbright than 
ever he did before ; and, there- 
fore, pray, and possess your soul 
in patience. Those that were 
doers in the business have good 
hopes that it will yet go forward, 
and prosper. 

As for the death of the king 
of Sweden, (which is thought to 
be too true,) we can do nothing 


else but reverence our Lord, who 
doth not ordinarily hold Zion on 
her rock by the sword and ^rm 
of flesh and blood, but by his 
own might and out-str etched arm. 
Her King, that reigneth in Zion, 
yet liveth, and they are plucking 
him round about to pull him off 
his throne ; but his Father hath 
crowned him, and who dare say, 
“ It is ill done ?” The Lord’s 
Bride will be up and down, above 
the water swimming, and under 
the water sinking, until her lovely 
and mighty Redeemer and Hus- 
band set his head through these 
skies, and come, with his fair 
court, to red all their pleas, and 
give them the hoped-for inherit- 
ance — and then, we shall lay 
down our swords, and triumph, 
and fight no more. But do not 
think, for all this, that our Lord 
and chief shepherd will want one 
weak sheep, or the silliest dying 
lamb he hath redeemed. He will 
tell his flock, and gather them all 
together, and make a faithful ac- 
count of them to his Father, who 
gave them to him. Let us now 
learn to turn our eyes off men, 
that our whorish hearts dote not 
on them, and woo ouj* old hus- 
band and make him our darling ; 
for, (Jer. xxv. 27,) thus saith the 
Lord to the enemies of Zion, 
“ Drink yeand be drunk, and spue, 
and fall, and rise no more, because 
of the sword that 1 send amongst 
you.” (Ver. 28,) 11 And it shall 

, if they refuse to take the cup 
at thy hand to drink, then shalt 
thou say to them, Thus saith the 
Lord of hosts, ye shall certainly 
drink.” 

You see our Lord brewing a 
cup of poison for his enemies, 
which tnev must drink, and be- 
cause of this have sore bowels 
and sick stomachs, yea, burst. 
But, (Jer. 1. 4,) when Zion’s cap- 
tivity is at an end, u the children 
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of Israel shall come, they and the 
children of Judah, together, goin L 
and weeping ; they shall go, and 
seek the Lord their God.” (Ver. 
5,) “ They shall ask the way to 
Zion, with their faces thither- 
ward, saying, Come and let us 
join ourselves to the Lord, in 
an everlasting covenant that shall 
not be forgotten.” This is spoken 
to us, and for us, who, with wo 
hearts, ask, “ What is the way to 
Zion ?” It is our part, who 
know how to go to our Lord’s 
door, and to knock by prayer, 
and how to lift Christ’s slot, and 
shute the bar of his chamber 
door, to complain, and tell him 
how the world handleth us, and 
how our king’s business goeth, 
that he may get up and lend them 
a blow, who are tigging and play- 
ing with Christ, and his spouse. 

Ye have also, dear Mistress, 
house- troubles, in sickness of your 
husband and bairns, and in spoil- 
ing of your house by thieves. 
Take these rods in patience, 
from your Lord : he must still 
move you from vessel to vessel, 
and grind you as our Lord's 
wheat, to be bread in his house ; 
but when, all these strokes are 
over your head, what will you say 
to see your well-beloved Christ’s 
white and ruddy face, even his 
face, who is worthy to bear the 
colours amongst ten thousand, 
(Cant, v.) Hope and believe to 
the end. 

Grace, for evermore, be mul- 
tiplied upon you, your husband, 
and children. Your own, in his 
dearest Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Edinburgh. 

_ I 

letter lix. 

TO MARrON MACKNAUGHT. 

_Iv Dear, and Well-beloved 
in Christ, — 1 am yet under trial, 


and have appeared before Christ’s 
forbidden lords for a testimony 
against them. The chancellor 
and the rest tempted mewithques* 
lions nothingbelongingto my sunh- 
mons, which I wholly declined, 
notwithstanding his threats. F My 
newly-printed book against the 
Arminians was one challenge, 
not lording the Prelates another : 
the most part of the Bishops, 
when I came in, looked more 
astonished than I, and heard me 
with silence. Some spoke for 
me ; but my Lord ruled it so, as 
I am filled with joy in my suffer- 
ngs, and 1 find Christ’s cross 
sweet. What they intend against 
me the next day, I know not. Be 
not secure, but pray. Our Bishop 
of Galloway said, if the Commis- 
sion would not give him his will 
of me, with an oath, he said, that 
he would write to the king. The 
chancellor summoned me in judg- 
ment, to appear that day eight 
days. My Lord has brought me 
a friend from the highlands of 
Argyle, my Lord of Lorn, who 
hath done as much as was within 
the coinpass of his power. God 
gave me favour in his eyes. Mr. 
Robert Glendonning is silenced, 
till he accept a colleague. We 
hope to deal yet for him. Christ 
is worthy to he intrusted. Your 
husband will get an easy and good 
way of his business. Ye and I 
both shall see the salvation of God 
upon Joseph, separated from his 
brethren. 

Grace be with you. Yours, in 
Christ, S. R. 

Edinburgh. 

LETTER LX. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Honoured, and dearest in the 
Lord, — Grace, mercy, and peace 
be to you — 1 am well, and my 
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soul prospereth. I find Christ 
with me. I burden no man : I 
want nothing : no face looketh on 
m$ but it iaugheth on me. Sweet , 
sweet is the Lord’s cross. I 
overcome ray heaviness. My 
Bridegroom's love-blinks fatten 
my weary soul. I go to my King’s 
palace^at Aberdeen. Tongue, 
and pen, and wit, cannot express 
my joy. 

Remember my love to Jean 
Gordon, to my sister, Jean 
Brown, to Grizzel, to your hus- 
band. 

Thus in haste. Grace be with 
you. Yours, in his only, only 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Edinburgh, April 5 , 1636 . 

A POSTSCRIPT. 

My charge is to you to believe, 
rejoice, sing, and triumph. Christ 
has said to me, “ Mercy, mercy, 
grace, and peace, for Marion 
Macknaught.” 


LETTER LXI. 

TO THE TRULY NOBLE AND ELECT 
LADY, MY LADY VISCOUNTESS 
OF KENMURE. 

Noble and Elect Lady, — That 
honour that I have prayed for 
these sixteen years, with submis- 
sion to my Lord’s will, my kind 
Lord hath now bestowed upon 
me ; even to suffer for my royal 
and princely King, Jesus, and for 
his kingly crown, and the freedom 
of his kingdom, that his Father 
hath given him. The forbidden 
lords have sentenced me with de- 
privation and confinement within 
the town of Aberdeen. I am 
charged in the king’s namp, to 
enter against the twentieth day of 
August next, and there to remain 


during the king's pleasure, as 
they have given it out. Howbeit 
Christ’s green cross, newly laid 
upon me, be somewhat heavy, 
while I call to mind the many fair 
days, sweet and comfortable to 
my soul, and to the souls of many 
others, and how young ones in 
Christ are plucked from the 
breast, and the inheritance of 
God laid waste ; yet that sweet- 
smelled and perfumed cross of 
Christ is accompanied with sweet 
refreshment, with the kisses of a 
King, with the joy of the Holy 
Ghost, with faith that the Lord 
heareth the sighing of a prisoner, 
with undoubted hope, (as sure as 
my Lord liveth,) after this night 
to see day-light, and Christ’s sky 
to clear up again upon me, and 
his poor Kirk, and that in a 
strange land, amongst strange 
faces. He will give favour in the 
eyes of men to his poor, oppressed 
servant, who dow not but love 
that lovely One, that princely 
One, Jesus, the Comforter of his 
soul. All would be well, if I 
were free of old challenges for 
guiltiness, and for neglect in my 
calling, and for speaking too little 
for my Well-beloved’s crown, ho- 
nour, and kingdom. Oh for a 
day in the assembly of the saints 
to advocate for King Jesus! If 
my Lord go on now to quarrels 
also, I die, I cannot endure it : 
but I look for peace from him ; 
because he knoweth I dow bear 
men’s feud, but I dow not bear 
his feud. This is my only exer- 
cise, that I fear I have done little 
good in my ministry ; but I dare 
not but say, I loved the bairns of 
the wedding chamber, and prayed 
for, and desired the thriving of 
the marriage, and coming of hia 
kingdom. * 

I apprehend no less than a 
judgment upon Galloway ; and 
that the Lord will visit this whole 
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nation, for the quarrel of the Co- 
venant. But what can be laid 
upon me, or any the like of me, 
is too light for Christ; Christ 
dow bear more, and would bear 
death add burning quick, in his 
weak servants, even for this ho- 
nourable cause, that I now suffer 
for. Yet, for all my complaints, 
(and he knoweth that I dare not 
now dissemble,) he was never 
sweeter and kinder than he is 
now ; one kiss now is sweeter 
than ten long since ; sweet, sweet 
is his cross ; light, light and easy 
is his yoke. Oh, what a sweet 
step were it to my Father’s house, 
through ten deaths, for the truth 
and cause of that unknown, and 
so not half well-loved, Plant of 
Renown, the Man called the 
Branch, the chief among ten 
thousand, the fairest among the 
sons of men ! Oh what unseen 
joys, how many hidden heart- 
burnings of love are in the rem- 
nants of the sufferings of Christ 1 
My dear, worthy Lady, I give it 
to your Ladyship, under my own 
hand, (my heart-writing as well 
as my hand,) welcome, welcome, 
sweet, sweet, and glorious cross 
of Christ : welcome, sweet Jesus, 
with thy light cross ; thou hast 
now gained and gotten all my love 
from me ; keep what thou hast 
gotten. Only, wo, wo is me, for 
my bereaved flock, for the lambs 
of Jesus, which 1 fear shall be fed 
with dry breasts ; but I spare 
now. Madam, I dare not pro- 
mise to see your Ladyship, be- 
cause of the little time I have 
allotted me, and I purpose to 
obey the king, who bath power 
over my body ; and rebellion to 
kings is unbeseeming Christ's 
ministers. 

Be pleased to acquaint my Lady 
Mar with my case: I will look 
that your Ladyship and that good 
lady be mindful to God of the 


Lord’s prisoner, not for my cause, 
but for the Gospel’s sake. Ma- 
dam, bind me more, if more can 
be, to your Ladyship, and write 
thanks to your brother, my Lord 
of Lorn, for what he hath* done 
for me, a poor unknown stranger 
to his Lordship. I shall pray for 
him and his house while J live. 
It is his honour to open his mouth 
in the streets for his wronged and 
oppressed Master, Christ Jesus. 

Now, Madam, commending 
your Ladyship, and the sweet 
child, to the tender mercies of 
mine own Lord Jesus, and the 
good-will of Him who dwelt in 
the bush ; I rest, yours, in his 
own sweetest Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Edinburgh, July 28, 1636. 


LETTER LXI1. 

TO THE LADY CULROS8. 

Madam, — Your letter came in 
due time to me, now a prisoner 
of Christ, and in bonds for the 
Gospel. 

I am sentenced with deprivation 
and confinement within the town 
of Aberdeen — but oh, my guilti- 
ness, the follies of my youth, the 
neglects in my calling, and espe- 
cially in not speaking more for 
the kingdom, crown, and sceptre 
of my royal and princely King, 
Jesus, do so stare me in the face, 
that I apprehend danger in that 
which is a crown of rejoicing to 
the dear saints of God l This, 
before my compearance, (which 
was three several days,) did trou- 
ble me, and burdeneth me more 
now ; howbeit Christ, and in him 
God, reconciled, met me with 
open arms, and trysted me, pre- 
cisely at the entry of the door of 
the chancellor’s hall, and assisted 
me to answer so as the advantage 
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that, is, ia not theirs , but Christ’s, dne, and of the scattered flock 
Alas 1 it is no cause of wondering, nee committed to me, and now 
that I am thus borne down with taken off my hand by himself, be- 
challenges ; for the world hath jause I was not so faithful in the 
mistaken me, and no man know- nd, as I was in the first two yean, 
eth what guiltiness is in me, so >f my entry, when sleep departed 
well these two, (who keep my rom my eyes, because my soul 
eyes now waking, and my heart vas taken up with a| care for 
heavy,) 1 mean, my heart and Christ’s lambs ; even these add 
conscience, and ray Lord, who is lorrow to my sorrow, 
greater than my heart. Now, my Lord hath only given 

Show your brother that I desire me this to say, and I write it 
him* while he is on the watch- under mine own hand, (be ye the 


tower, to plead with his Mother, 
and to plead with this land, and 
to spare not to cry, for the fair 
crown of my sweet Lord Jesus, 
that the interdicted and forbidden 
lords are plucking off his royal 
head. If I were free of chal- 
lenges and a high commission 
within my soul, I would not give 
a straw to go to my Father’s 
house, through ten deaths, for 
the truth and cause of my lovely, 
lovely One, Jesus ! but 1 walk in 
heaviness now. 

If ye love me, and Christ in me, 
my dear Lady, pray, pray for 
this only, that bygones betwixt 
my Lord and me, may be by- 
gones j and that he would pass 
from the summons of his high 
commission, and seek nothing 
from me, but what he will do for 
me, and work in me. If your 
Ladyship knew me, as I do my 
self, ye would say, u Poor soul 
no marvel.” It is not my appre 
hension that createth this crosi 
to me ; it is too real, and hath 
sad and certain grounds. But 
will not believe that God will tak< 
this advantage of me when my 
back is at the wall. He who for 
biddeth to add affliction to afflic 
tion, will he do it himself? Why 
should he pursue a dr^ leaf anr 
stubble ? Desire hirn to spar* 
me now. Also the memory o; 
the fair feast-days that Christ an 
I had in his banqueting house-of- 


Lord’s servant’s witness,) wel- 
come, welcome, sweet, sweet 
cross of Christ : welcome, wel- 
come, fair, fair, lovely, royal 
King, with thine own cross! 
Let us all three go to heaven to- 
gether. Neither care I much to 
go from the south of Scotland to 
he north ; and to be Christ’s 
prisoner amongst unco faces, — 
a place of this kingdom which I 
have little reason to be in love 
with. I know that ‘Christ will 
make Aberdeen my garden of 
delights. I am fully persuaded 
that Scotland shall eat Ezekiel’s 
book, that is written within and 
without with lamentation, and 
mourning, and wo, (Ezek. ii. 10,) 
but the saints shall get a drink 
of the well, that goeth through 
the streets of the New Jerusa- 
lem, to put it down. 

Thus, hoping that ye will 
think upon the poor prisoner of 
Christ, I pray that grace, grace 
be with you. Your Ladyship’s, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Edinburgh, July 30, 1636. 


LETTER LXIIL 

TO MR. ROBERT CUNNINGHAM, 
MINISTER OF THE GOSPEL AT 
HOLYWOOD, IN IRELAND. 

Well-beloved, and Reverend 
Brother, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace, be to you — upon acquaint- 
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jtDce in Christ, I thought good Christ ; and that the victory 
to take the opportunity of writ- shall be by the blood of the 
ingtoyou. Seeing it hath seem- Lamb, and by the word of his 
ed good to the Lord of the har- truth ; and that Christ lying on 
vest to take the hooks out of our his back, in his weak servants 
hands- for a time, and so lay and oppressed truth, shall ride 
upon us a more honourable ser- over his enemies’ bellies, f ' and 
vice, even to suffer for his name, shall 44 strike through kings in 
it were good to comfort one the day of his wrath.” It is time 
another in writing. I have had that we laugh when he ladjgheth ; 
a desire to see you in the face, and seeing he is now pleased to 
yet now, being the prisoner of sit with wrongs for & time, it be- 
Christ, it is taken away. 1 am cometh us to be silent, until the 
greatly comforted to hear of your Lord hath let the enemies enjoy 
stately spirit, for your princely their hungry, lean, and feckless 
and royal Captain, Jesus Christ, paradise. Blessed are they who 
our Lord, and of the grace of are content to take strokes with 
God in the rest of our dear bre- weeping Christ ; faith will trust 
thren with you. the Lord, and is not hasty, nor 

You have heard of my trouble headstrong ; neither is faith so 
I suppose. It hath pleased our timorous as to flatter a tempta- 
sweet Lord Jesus, to let loose tion, or to bud and bribe the 
the malice of these interdicted cross. It is littleup or littledown 
lords in his house, to deprive me that the Lamb and his followers 
of my ministry at Anwoth, and can get no law -surety, nor truce 
to confine me, eightscore miles with crosses ; it must be so, till 
from thence, to Aberdeen ; and, we be up in our Father’s house, 
also, (which was not done to any My heart is wo indeed for my 
before,) to inhibit me to speak at mother Church, that hath played 
all in the name of Jesus within the harlot with many lovers ; for 
this kingdom under the pain of her Husband hath a mind to sell 
rebellion. The cause that ripen- her for her horrible transgres- 
ed their hatred was my book sions, and heavy will the hand of 
against the Arminians, whereof the Lord be upon this backslid- 
they accused me those three days ing nation. The ways of our 
on which I appeared before them ; Zion mourn ; her gold is become 
but, let our crowned King in dim, her white Nazarites are 
Zion reign 1 by his grace the black like a coal ; how shall the 
loss is theirs, the ^advantage is children not weep, when the hus- 
Christ’s and truth’s. Albeit this band and the mother cannot 
honest cross gained some ground agree ! Yet I believe Scotland’s 
on me by my heaviness, and my sky will clear again, and that 
inward challanges of conscience Christ will build again the old 
for a time were sharp, yet now, .waste places of Jacob ; and that 
for the encouragement of you all, our dead and dry bones shall be- 
I dare say it, and write it under come an army of living men ; 
my hand, 44 Welcome , welcome , and that our Well-beloved may 
meet , meet cross of Christ I yet feed among the lilies, until 
verily think that the chains of my the day break, and the shadows 
Lord Jesus are all overlaid with flee away. 

pure gold, and that his cross is My dear Brother, let us help 
perfumed and that it smelleth of| one another with our prayers. 
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Oar King will mow down his 
enemies, and will come from 
Bozrah, with his garments all 
d^ed in blood, and for our con- 
solation will he appear, and call 
his wife Hehpzibah, and his land 
Beulah ; for he will rejoice over 
us, and marry us, and Scotland 
will say, “ What have I to do 
any more with idols ? Only let 
us be faithful to Him who can 
ride through hell on a windle- 
straeandhis horse never stumble: 
— and let. him make of me a 
bridge over a water, so that his 
high and holy name may be glo- 
rified in me. Strokes with the 
sweet Mediator’s hand are very 
sweet ; he has always been sweet 
to my soul, hut since I suffered 
for him his breath had a sweeter 
smell than before. Oh, that 
every hair of my head, and every 
member, and every bone in my 
body, were a man, to witness a 
fair confession for him ! I should 
think all too little for him. 
When I look over beyond the 
line, and beyond death, to the 
laughing side of the world, 1 tri- 
umph and ride upon the high 
places of Jacob, howbeit, other- 
wise, 1 am a faint, dead-hearted 
cowardly man, often borne down, 
and hungry in waiting for the 
marriage-supper of the Lamb. 
Nevertheless, I think it the 
Lord’s wise love that feedeth us 
with hunger, and maketh us fat 
with wants and desertions. 

I know not, my dear Brother 
i/ our worthy brethren be gon< 
to sea or not : they are on rn\ 
heart, and in my prayers. If they 
be yet with you, salute my dear 
friend, John Stuart ; my well-be- 
loved brethren in the Lord, Mr 
Blair, Mr. Hamilton, Mr. Liv 
ingstone,and Mr. Macleland, ant 
acquaint them with my troubles 
and entreat them to pray for th 
poor afflicted prisoner of Christ j 


hey are dear to my soul. I seek 
your prayers and theirs for my 
Hock ; the remembrance of them 
>reaks my heart. I desire to love 
hat people, and others of my dear 
icquaintance in Christ, with love 
n God, and as God loveth them. 
I know that He who sent me to 
he wesf and south, sendeth me 
also to the north. I shall charge 
my soul to believe and to wait for 
iim, and shall follow his provi- 
dence, and not go before it, nor 
stay behind it. 

Now, my dear Brother, taking 
farewell on paper, I commend 
you all to the word of His grace, 
and to the work of His Spirit, to 
Him who holdeth the seven stars 
n his right hand, that you may 
be kept spotless till the day of 
Jesus, our Lord. 

1 am your Brother in affliction, 
n our sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

From Irvings 
being on my journey to 
JlirLt’s Palace in Aberdeen. 

August 4, 1036. 


LETTER LXIV. 

TO ALEXANDER GORDON, OF 
EARLSTON. 

Much honoured Sir, — I find 
small hopes of Q’s. business. — I 
intend, after the council-day, to 
go on to Aberdeen. The Lord 
is with me ; I care not what man 
can do. I burden no man, and 
l want nothing. No king is bet- 
ter provided than I am. Sweet, 
sweet, and easy is the cross of 
my Lord. All men whom 1 look 
in the face, (of whatsoever rank, 
nobles aud poor, acquaintance 
and strangers,) are friendly to 
me. My Well-beloved is some 
kinder and more warmly than or- 
dinary, and coraeth and visiteth 
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my soul. My chains are over- 
gilded with gold. Only the re- 
membrance of my fair days with 
Christ in Anwoth, and of my 
dear flock (whose case is my 
heart's sorrow,) is vinegar to my 
sugared wine — yet both sweet and 
sour feed my soul. No pen, no 
words, no ingine, can ef^ress to 
you the loveliness of my only, 
only Lord Jesus. 

. Thus, in haste, making for my 
palace at Aberdeen, I bless you, 
your wdfe, your eldest sun, and 
other children. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his only, only Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Edinburgh, Sept. 5, 1636. 

LETTER LXV. 

TO ROBERT GORDON, OF 
KNOCKBREX. 

My dearest Brother, — I see 
Christ thinking shame, (if I may 
speak so,) to be in such a poor 
man’s common as mine. I bur- 
den no man. I want nothing. 
No face hath gloomed upon me 
since I left you. God’s sun and 
fair weather conveyeth me to 
my time-paradise in Aberdeen. 
Christ hath so handsomely fitted 
for my shoulders this rough tree 
of the cross, as that it hurteth me 
nowise. My treasure is up in 
Christ’s coffers; my comforts are 
greater than ye can believe ; my 
pen shall lie for penury of words 
to write of them. God knoweth 
that I am filled with the joy of 
the Holy Ghost. Only the me- 
mory of you, my dearest in the 
Lord, my flock, and others, keep- 
eth me under, and from being ex- 
alted above measure. Christ 
sweet sauce hath this sour mixed 
with it ; but oh, such a sweet and 
pleasant taste ! 


I find small hope of Q’s. mat- 
ter. Thus in haste. Remember 
me to your wife, and to William 
Gordon. 

Grace be with you. Yours, in 
his only, only Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Edinburgh, Sept. 5, 1636. 


LETTER LXVI. 

TO ROBERT GORDON, 
KNOCKBREX. 

Dear Brother, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you — I am, by 
God's mercy, come now to Aber- 
deen the place of my confinement, 
and settled in an honest man’s 
house. I find the townsmen cold, 
and general, and dry in their 
kindness ; yet 1 find a lodging in 
the heart of many strangers. My 
| challenges are revived again, and 

new : so dangerous and painful 
is an underooted conscience ; yet 
I have an eye to the blood that is 
physic for such sores. But ve- 
rily, I see that Christianity is 
conceived to be more easy and 
lighter than it is ; so that 1 some- 
times think, that I never knew 
any thing but the letters of that 
name : for our nature contenteth 
itself with little in godliness. Our 
“■ Lord, Lord,” seemeth to us, 
ten “ Lord, Lords.” Little ho- 
liness in our balance is much be- 
cause it is our holiness ; and we 
love to lay small burdens on our 
soft natures, and to make a fair 
court-way to heaven: and I know 
it were necessary to take more 
pains than we do, and not to 
make heaven a city more easily 
taken than God hath made it. 
I persuade myself that many run- 
ners will come short and shall get 
a disappointment. Oh! how easy 
is it to deceive ourselves , and to 
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sleep and wish that heaven may 
fall down into our laps 1 

Yet for all my Lord’s glooms, 
I find him sweet, gracious, lov- 
iilg, kind ; and I want both pen 
and words to set forth the fair- 
ness^ beauty, and sweetness, of 
Christ’s love, and the honour of 
this cross of Christ, which is 
gloriobs to me, though the world 
thinketh shame thereof. I verily 
think that the cross of Christ 
would blush and think shame 
of those thin-skinned worldlings, 
who are so married to their cre- 
dit, that they are ashamed of the 
sufferings of Christ. Oh the 
honour to be scourged and stoned 
with Christ, and to go through 
a furious-faced death to life eter- 
nal ! — but men would have law- 
burrows against Christ’s cross. 

Now, my dear brother, forget 
not the prisoner of Christ ; for 1 
see very few here who kindly fear 
God. Grace be with you. Let 
my love, in Christ, and hearty 
affection, be remembered to your 
kind wife, and to your brother, 
John, and to all friends. The 
Lord Jesus be with your spirit. 
Yours, in his only, only Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 20, 1636. 


your honour and authority to 
Christ, and for Christ ; and be 
not dismayed for flesh and blood, 
while you are for the Lord, and 
for his truth and cause. And, 
howbeit, we see truth put to the 
worse for the time, yet Christ 
will be a friend to truth, and will 
lo for those who dare hazard all 
that they have for him, and for 
»is glory. Sir, our fair day is 
coming, and the court will change, 
and wicked men shall weep after 
noon, and sorer than the sons of 
God, who weep in the morning. 
Let us believe and hope for God’s 
salvation. 

Sir, I hope that I need not 
write to you for your kindness 
4i mi love to my brother, who is 
now to be distressed for the truth 
of God, as well as I am. I think 
nyself obliged to pray for you 
and your worthy and kind bed- 
fellow and children, for your love 
to him and me also. I hope your 
pains for us in Christ, shall not 
he lost. 

Thus recommending you to the 
tender mercy and loving-kindness 
of God, 1 rest your very loving, 
and affectionate Brother, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 21, 1636, 


LETTER LXVII. 

FOR WILLIAM FULLERTON, 
PROVOST OF KIRKCUDBRIGHT. 

Much honoured, and very dear 
Ffiend, — Grace, mercy, and 
nea^ebetoyou — lam in good case, 
blessed be the Lord, remaining 
here in this unco town, a prisoner 
for Christ and his truth ; and 1 
am not ashamed of his cross ; my 
soul is comforted with the conso- 
lations of His sweet presence for 
whom I suffer. 

I earnestly entreat you to give 


LETTER LXVIII. 

TO HIS PARISHIONERS AT 
ANWOTH. 

Dearly Beloved in our Lord, — 
Grace, mercy, and peace from 
God our Father, and from our 
Lord Jesus Christ, be multiplied 
upon you. 

I long exceedingly to hoar of 
your on-going and advancement 
in your journey to the kingdom 
of God. My only joy out of* hea- 
ven is to hear that the seed of 
God sown among you is growing, 
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and coming to a harvest ; for I 
ceased not, while I was among 
you, in season and out of season, 
(according to the measure of 
grace given unto me,) to warn 
and to stir up your minds ; and 
I am free from the blood of all 
men ; for I have communicated 
to you the whole counsel of God. 
And I now, again, charge, and 
warn you, in the great and dread- 
ful name, and in the sovereign 
authority of the King of kings 
and Lord of lords ; and I beseech 
you also by the mercies of God, 
and by the bowels of Christ, by 
your appearance before Christ 
Jesus, our Lord, by all the 
plagues that are written in God’s 
book, by your part of the holy 
city, the New Jerusalem, that 
ye keep the truth of God as I de- 
livered it to you before many 
witnesses, in the sight of God 
and his holy angels; for now the 
last days are come and coming, 
when many forsake Christ Jesus, 
and he saith to you, “ Will ye 
also leave me ?” 

Remember that I forewarned 
you to forbear the dishonouring 
of the Lord’s blessed name, in 
swearing, blaspheming, cursing, 
and the profaning of the Lord's 
Sabbath ; willing you to give that 
day from morning to night to 
praying, praising, hearing of the 
word, conferring, and speaking 
not your own words, but God’s 
words ; thinking and meditating 
on God’s nature, word, and works: 
and that 'every day*, at morning 
and at night, (at least,) ye should 
sanctify the Lord, by praying in 
your houses, publicly, in the hear- 
ing of all ; that ye should in any 
sort forbear the receiving of the 
Lord’s Supper but after the form 
that I delivered it to you, accord- 
ing to the example of Christ our 
Lord: that is, that ye should sit, 
as banqueters, at one table with 


our King, and eat and drink, and 
divide the elements one to ano- 
ther ; — the timber and stones of 
the church walls shall bear wit- 
ness that my soul was refreshed 
with the comforts of God in that 
supper : — and that crossing in 
baptis m was unlawful, and against 
CnrisFs ordinance ; and that no 
day, (besides the Sabbath, ‘which 
is of his own appointment,) should 
be kept holy, and sanctifiecTwitR 
preaching and the public wor- 
ship of God, for the memory 
of Christ’s birth, death, resur- 
rection, and ascension; seeing 
such days so observed are unlaw- 
ful^ will-worship, and not war- 
ranted in Christ’s word: and 
that every thing in God’s wor- 
ship, not warranted by Christ’s 
testament and word, was unlaw- 
ful : and, also, that idolatry, 
worshipping of God before hal- 
lowed creatures, and adoring of 
Christ, by kneeling before bread 
and wine, was unlawful : and that 
ye should be* humble, sober, mo- 
dest, forbearing pride, envy, ma- 
lice, wrath, hatred, contention, 
debate, lying, slandering, steal- 
ing, and defrauding your neigh- 
bours, in grass, corn or cattle, 
in buying or selling, borrowing 
or lending, taking or giving, in 
bargains or covenants : and that 
ye should work with your own 
hands, and be content with that 
which God hath given you : that 
ye should study to know God, 
and his will, and keep in mind 
the doctrine of the Catechism, 
which I taught you carefully, aftd 
speak of it in your houses, and 
in the fields, when ye lie down at 
night, and when ye rise in the 
morning : that ye should believe 
in the Son of God, and obey his 
commandments, and learn to make 
your accounts in time with your 
Judge ; because death and judg- 
ment are before you. 
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And if ye have now penury, 
and want of that word which 1 
delivered to you in abundance — 
yea, (to God’s honour I speak it, 
without arrogating 1 any thing to 
myself, who am but a poor, empty 
man,) ye had as much of the 
word, in nine years, while I was 
among you, as some others have 
had in many — mourn for your 
loss of time, and repent. My 
soul pitieth you, that you should 
suck dry breasts, and be put to 
draw at dry wells. Oh, that ye 
would esteem highly the Lamb of 
God, your Well-beloved, Christ 
Jesus, whose virtues and praises 
I preached unto you with joy, 
and which he did countenance 
and accompany with some power ; 
and that ye would call to mind 
the many fair days and glorious 
feasts in our Lord’s house of 
wine, that ye and I have had 
with Christ Jesus! 

But if there be any among you ■ 
who take liberty to sin, because 1 
I am removed from amongst you, 
and forget that word of truth 
which ye heard, and turn the 
grace of God into w-antonness, 1 
here, under my hand, in the name 
of Christ, my Lord, write to 
such persons all the plagues of 
God, and all the curses that ever 
I preached in the pulpit of An- 
woth against the children of dis- 
obedience : and, as the Lord 
liveth, the Lord Jesus will make 
good what I write unto you. 
Therefore, Dearly-beloved, fulfil 
my joy. fear the great and dread- 
fbl nanfoe of the Lord : seek God 
#ith me. Scotland’s judgment 
sleepeth not : awake, and re- 
pent ! The sword of the Lord 
shall go from the north to the 
south, from the east to the west, 
and through all the corners of 
the land ; and that sword shall 
be drunk with your blood among 
the first; and I shall stand up as a 


witness against you, if ye do not 
amend your ways and your doings, 
and turn to the Lord with all 
your heart. 

I beseech you also, my Dearly- 
beloved in the Lord, my joy, and 
my crown, be not offended at the 
sufferings of me, the prisoner of 
Jesus Christ. I am filled with 
joy and with the comforts of 
God. Upon my salvation, I* 
know and am persuaded, that it 
is for God’s truth, and the ho- 
nour of my King and royal 
Prince, Jesus, that I now suffer ; 
— and howbeit this town be my 
prison, yet Christ hath made it 
my palace, a garden of pleasures, 
a field and orchard of delights. 

I know likewise, albeit I be in 
bonds, that yet the word of God 
is not in bonds ; my spirit also is 
in free-ward. Sweet, sweet have 
his comforts been to my soul ; 
my pen, tongue, and heart, have 
not words to express the kind- 
ness, love, and mercy, of my 
Well-beloved to me, in this house 
of my pilgrimage. 

I charge you to fear and to 
love Christ ; and to seek a house 
not made with hands, your Fa- 
ther’s house above. Tliislaugh- 
ing and white-skinned worTdoe- 
guTlelH’you; and if ye seek it 
more than God, it will play you 
a slip, to the endless sorrow of 
your heart. Alas, I could not 
make many of you to fall in love 
with Christ ; howbeit I endea- 
voured to speak much good of 
him, and to commend him to you, 
which as it was your sin, so it is 
mysorrow! yet, once again, suffer 
me to exhort, beseech, and obtest 
you, in the Lord, to think of his 
love, and to be delighted with 
Him who is altogether lovely: — 

I give you the word of a King, 
that ye will not repent it. 

Ye are in my prayers night 
and day ; 1 cannot forget you : 
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I do not eat, I do not drink, but 
I pray for you all. 

I entreat you all, and every 
one of you, to pray for me. 
Grace, grace be with you. Your 
lawful and loving pastor, S. R. 
Aberdeen, Sept. 23, 1037. 


LETTER LXIX. 

TO THE NOBLE, AND CHRISTIAN 

LADY, THE VISCOUNTESS OF 
ft KENML’RE. 

My verv honourable, and Dear 
Lady, — Grace, mercy, and peace 
be to you — I cannot forget youi 
Ladyship, and that sweet child. 

I desire to hear what the Lord is 
doing to you and him : — to write 
to me were charity. I cannot 
but write to my friends, that 
Christ hath trysted me in Aber- 
deen ; and my adversaries have 
sent me here to be feasted with 
love-banquets, with my royal.! 
high, high, and princely King, 
Jesus. Madam, why should 1 
smother Christ’s honesty ? I dare 
not conceal his goodness to my 
soul ; he looked fremmed and 
uncodike upon me, when I came 
first here ; but I believe himself 
better than his looks. 1 shall 
not again quarrel with Christ for 
a gloom, now that he hath taken 
the mask off his face and saith. 
“ Kiss thy fill and what can I 
have more, whill I get great hea- 
ven in my little arms? Oh, how 
sweet are the sufferings of Christ, 
for Christ ! God forgive them 
that raise an ill report upon the 
sweet cross of Christ ; it is but 
our weak and dim eyes, that look 
but to the black side, that maketh 
us mistake. Those who can take 
that crabbed tree handsomely upon 
their back, and fasten it on can- 
pily, shall find it such a burden 


as wings are unto a bird, or sails 
to a ship. Madam, rue not of 
vour having chosen the better 
part. Upon my salvation, thi^ 
is Christ’s truth which I now 
suffer for. If I found but qold 
comfort in my sufferings, I would 
not beguile others ; I should 
have told you plainly. Bi^ the 
trulhis, Christ's crown, his scep- 
tre, and the freedom of his king- 
dom, is that which is now called 
in question ; because we will not 
allow that Christ ought to pay 
tribute, and be a vassal to the 
shields of the earth ; therefore 
the sons of our mother are angry 
at us. But it becometh not 
Christ to hold any man’s stirrup. 
It were a sweet and honourable 
death to die for the honour of 
that royal and princely king, 
Jesus. His love is as a mystery 
to the world. I would not have 
believed that there was so much 
in Christ as there is. “ Come 
ind see,” maketh Christ to be 
known in his excellency and glory. 
1 wish all this nation knew how 
sweet his breath is. It is little 
to see Christ in a book, as men 
do the world in a card ; they 
talk of Christ by the book and 
the tongue, and no more, but to 
come nigh Christ, and hausehim, 
ind embrace hi m , is another thing. 
Madam, I write to your honour, 
for vour encouragement in that ho- 
nourable profession which Christ 
hath honoured you with. Ye 
have gotten the sunny side of the 
brae, and the best of Christ's 
good things ; he hath not given 
you the bastard’s portion ; 
howbeit ye get strokes and sour 
looks from your Lord, yet be- 
lieve his love more than your 
own feeling, for this world can 
take nothing from you that is 
truly yours, and death can do 
you no wrong Your rock doth 
not ebb and flow, but your sea. 
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That which Christ hath said, he 
will bide by. He will be your 
tutor. Ye shall not get your 
charters of heaven to play your- 
self with. It is good that ye 
have lost your credit with Christ, 
an3 that Lord Freewill shall not 
be your tutor. Christ will lip- 
pen the taking of you to heaven 
neither to yourself nor any de- 
puty, but only to himself — blessed 
be your tutor! When your Head 
shall appear, your Bridegroom 
and Lord, your day shall then 
dawn, and it will never have an 
afternoon, nor an evening sha- 
dow. Let your child be Christ’s ; 
let him stay beside you as the 
Lord’s pledge, that you shall will 
ingly render again, if God will. 
Madam, 1 find folks here kind 
to me, hut in the night and under 
their breath. My Master’s caus 
may not come to the crown of 
the causeway. Others are kind 
according to their fashion . Many 
think me a strange man, and my 
cause not good ; but I care not 
much for man’s thoughts or ap- 
probation. 

I think no shame of the cross. 
The preachers of this town pre- 
tend great love, but the Prelates 
have added to the rest this gentle 
cruelty, (for so they think it,) 
to discharge me of the pulpits of 
this town. The people murmur 
and cry out against it : and to 
speak truly, (howbeit Christ is 
most indulgent to me otherwise,) 
my silence on the Lord’s day 
keepeth me from being exaltec 
above measure, and from start 
ling in the heat of my Lord’* 
love. Some people affect me 
for the which cause, I hear th 
preachers here propose to have 
my confinement changed to an- 
other place ; so cold is northerr 
love : but Christ and I will bear 
it. I have wrestled long with 
this sad silence. I said, Whai 


ileth Christ at my service ? and 
my soul hath been at a pleading 
*vith Christ, and at yea and nay; 
ut I will yield to him, providing 
nv suffering may preach more 
lhan my tongue did ; for I gave 
not Christ an inch, but for twice 
s good again : — in a word, I am 
. fool, and he is God. 1 shall 
lold my peace hereafter. 

Let me hear from your Lady-- 
hip, and your dear child. Pray 
for a prisoner of Christ, who is 
:nindful of your Ladyship. Re- 
nember my obliged obedience to 
my good Lady Mar. Grace, 
grace be with you. I write and 
pray blessings to your sweet child. 
Yours, in all dutiful obedience, 
n his only Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Nov. 22, 1636. 


LETTER LXX. 

TO TDE RIGHT HONOURABLE, AND 

CHRISTIAN LADY, MY LADY VIS- 
COUNTESS OF KENMURE. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I received your 
Ladyship’s letter. It refreshed 
me in my heaviness. The bless- 
ings and prayers of a prisoner of 
Christ come upon you. Since 
my coming hither, Galloway hath 
sent me not a line, except what 
my brother, Earlston, and his 
son did write. I cannot get my 
papers transported: but, Madam, 
I want not kindness of one who 
hath the gate of it ; Christ, (if 
he had never done more for me 
.since I was born,) hath engaged 
my heart, and gained my bless- 
ing, in this house of rov pilgrimage . 
It pleaseth my Weil-beloved to 
dine with a poor prisoner, and 
the king’s spikenard casteth a 
fragrant smell. Nothing grieveth 
me but that I eat my feasts alone, 
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and that I cannot edify his saints 
Oh, that this nation knew whai 
is betwixt him and me ; non 
would scaur at the cross of Christ 
My silence eateth me up : but h 
hath told me that he thanketh m< 
no less than if I were preaching 
daily. He seeth how gladly 
would be at it ; and, therefore 
my wages are going to the for< 
up in heaven, as if I were stil 
preaching Christ. Captains pa;] 
duly bedfast soldiers, howbei 
they dow not march nor carr) 
armour. “ Though Israel be no 
gathered, yet shall I be gloriou! 
in the eyes of my Lord, and im 
Lord shall be my strength,” (Isa 
xlix. 5.) My garland — the “ Ba- 
nished Minister” — the term o 
Aberdeen — ashameth me not. 
have seen the white side of Christ’: 
cross — lovely hath he been to hit 
oppressed servant! (Psalm cxlvi 
7 — 9j u The Lord executeth 
judgment for the oppressed ; he 
giveth food to the hungry : the 
Lord looseth the prisoner ; the 
Lord raiseth them that are bower- 
down : the Lord preserveth the 
stranger.” If it were come to 
exchanging of crosses, I would 
not exchange my cross with any : 
I am well pleased with Christ, 
and he with me ; I hope that 
none shall hear us. It is true, 
that for all this I get my meat 
with many strokes, and am seven 
times a-dayup and down, and am 
often anxious and cast down for 
the case of my oppressed brother ; 
yet I hope that the Lord will be 
surety for his servant. But now 
upon some weak, very weak ex 
perience, I am come to love a 
rumbling and raging devil best : 
seeing we must have a devil to 
hold the saints waking, I wish a 
cumbersome devil, rather than 
a secure and sleeping one. At 
my first coming hither, I took 
the dorts at Christ, and took up 


a stomach against him. I saic 
he had cast me over the dyke o: 
the vineyard like a dry tree. Bui 
it was his mercy, I see, that th< 
fire did not burn the dry tree : 
and now, as if my Lord Jesm 
had done that fault, and not 3 
who belied my Lord, he hath 
made the first mends, and he 
spake not one word against me ; 
but he hath come again and quick- 
ened my soul with his presence ; 
nay, now I think the very an- 
nuity and casualties of the cross 
of Christ Jesus, my Lord, and 
those comforts that accompanj 
it, better than the world’s se( 
rent. O how many rich off-fall- 
ings are in my king’s house ! 1 

am persuaded, and dare pawn 
my salvation on it, that it is 
Christ’s truth which I now suffer 
for. I know that his comforts 
are no dreams ; he would not 
put his seal on blank paper, nor 
deceive his afflicted ones that 
trust in him. Your Ladyship 
wrote to me that ye are an ill 
scholar. Madam, ye must go in 
at heaven’s gates, and your book 
in your hand, still learning. Ye 
have had your own large share 
of troubles, and a double portion ; 
but it saith that your Father 
counteth you not a bastard — full- 
begotten bairns arc nurtured, 
(Heb. xii. 8.) 

1 long to hear of the child. I 
write the blessings of Christ’s 
prisoner and the mercies of God 
to him. Let him be Christ’s and 
yours betwixt you, hut let Christ 
he whole play-maker; let him 
he lender, and ye the borrowqjL 
not an owner. 

Madam, it is not long since I 
wrote to your Ladyship, that 
Christ is keeping mercy for you; 
nd I bide by it still, and now I 
write it under my hand. Love 
im dearly. Win in to see him. 
There is in him that which you 



LETTER LXXI. 


133 


never saw. He is aye nigh, he 
is a tree of life, green and blos- 
soming, both summer and winter. 
There is a nick in Christianity, to 
flie which whosoever cometh they 
see and feel more than others can 
do. I invite you of new to come 
to him. “ Come and see” will 
speak better things of him, than 
I cai? do : u Come nearer” will 
say much. God never thought 
this world a portion worthy of 
you ; he would not even you to a 
gift of dirt and clay ; nay, he 
will not give you Esau’s por- 
tion : but reserve the inheritance 
of Jacob for you. Are ye not 
well married now? Have ye not 
a good husband now ? 

My heart cannot express what 
sad nights I have for the virgin 
daughter of my people ; wo is 
me, for our time is coming, 
(Ezek. vii. 10,) 41 Behold, the 
day, behold, it is come, the morn- 
ing is gone forth, the rod hath 
blossomed, pride hath budded : 
violence is risen up into a rod of 
wickedness the sun is gone 
down upon our prophets. A dry 
wind upon Scotland, but neither 
to fan nor cleanse ; but out of 
all question, when the Lord hath 
cut down his forest, the after- 
growth of Lebanon shall flourish. 
They shall plant vines in our 
mountain, and a cloud shall yet 
fill the temple. Now the blessing 
of our dearest Lord Jesus, and 
the blessing of him that is sepa- 
rated from his brethren, come 
upon you. Yours, at Aberdeen, 
5 $pe prisoner of Christ, S. R. 
fit' 'Aberdeen. 


LETTER LXXI. 

TO MR. HUGH MACKA1L. 

Reverend and Dear Brother 
I thank you for your letter.— 
cannot but show you, that as 


never expected anything from 
Christ but much good and kind- 
ness, so he hath made me to find 
t in the house of my pilgrimage. 
And believe me, Brother, I give 
t to you under mine own hand- 
writ, that, whoso looketh to the 
white side of Christ’s cross, and 
can take it up handsomely with 
faith and courage, will find it 
suqh a burden as sails are to 
ship or wings to a bird. I find 
hat my Lord hath over-gilded 
that black tree, and hath per- 
fumed it, and oiled it, with joy 
and consolation. Like a fool, 
mce I would chide and plead with 
Christ, and slander him to others 
of unkindness : but I trust in 
God, not to call his glooms un- 
iin rl again ; for he hath taken 
from me my sackcloth; and I, 
verily, cannot tell you, what a 
poor, sold Joseph and prisoner, 
(with whom my mother’s child- 
ren were angry,) doth now think 
of kind Christ. I shall chide no 
more, providing he will quit me 
all by-gones, for I am poor. I 
am taught, in this ill- weather, to 
go, on the lee-side of Christ, and 
to put him in between me and 
the stqrm. I thank God I walk 
on the sunny side of the brae. I 
write it, that ye may speak in my 
behalf the praises of my Lord to 
others, that my bonds may preach. 
Oh if all Scotland knew the 
feasts, and love-blenks, and visits, 
that the Prelates have sent me to! 
I will verily give my Lord Jesus 
a free discharge of all, that 1, 
like a fool, laid to his charge, 
and beg him pardon to the mends. 
God grant, that, in my tempta- 
tions, I come not on his wrong 
side again, and never again fall 
a raving against my physician, ia 
my fever ! 

Brother, plead with your mo- 
I ther, while ye have time, A 
1 pulpit would be a high feast to 
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me ; but I dare not say one 
word against Him who hath done 
it. I am not out of the house as 
yet ; my sweet Master saith I 
shall have house-room at his own 
elbow, albeit their synagogue will 
need-force cast me out. 

A letter were a work of charity 
tome. Grace be with you. Pray 
for me. Your brother, and 
Christ’s prisoner, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Nov. 22, J636. 


LETTER LXXII. 

TO JOHN FLEMING, BAILIE OF 
LEITH. 

My very Dear Friend, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace be to you — I 
received your letter. I bless my 
Lord that, through Jesus Christ, 
1 find his word good, (Isa. xlviii. 
10,) “ I have chosen thee in the 
furnaceof affliction ;”and, (Psalm 
xci. 15,) “ I will be with him in 
trouble.” 1 never expected other 
at Christ’s hand than much good 
and comfort ; and I am not dis- 
appointed. I find my Lord’s 
cross over-gilded and oiled with 
comforts. My Lord hath now 
shown me the white side of his 
cross. I would not exchange my 
weeping in prison with the four- 
teen Prelates’ laughter, amidst 
their hungry, and lean joys. This 
world knowelh not the sweetness 
of Christ’s love : it is a mystery 
to them. 4 

At my first coming hebe, I 
found great heaviness, especially 
because it had pleased the Pre- 
lates to add this gentle cruelty to 
ray former sufferings, (for it is 
gentle to them,) to inhibit the 
ministers of the town to give me 
the liberty of a pulpit. I said, 
What aileth Christ at my ser- 
vice ? but 1' was a fool ; he hath 


chided himself friends with me. 
If ye, and others of God’s child- 
ren will praise his great name, 
who maketh worthless men wit- 
nesses for him, my silence and 
sufferings shall preach more tjian 
rny tongue could do. If his 
glory be seen in me, I am satis- 
fied. I w'ant for no kindness of 
Christ. And, Sir, I dare not 
'.mother his liberality. I write 
it to you, that ye may praise, and 
desire your brother and others to 
join with me in this work. 

This land shall be made deso- 
late. Our iniquities are full. 
The Lord saith that we shall 
Irink, and spue, and fall. Re- 
member my love to your good, 
kind wife. Grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, Nov. 23, 1636. 


LETTER LXXIII. 

TO EARLSTON, ELDER. 

“ And they overcame the Dragon by 
the blood of the Lamb, and by the 
word of their testimony ; and they 
loved not their lives unto the 
death.” — Rev. xii. 11. 

Much Honoured Sir, — Grace, 

mercy, and peace be to you I 

long to see you on paper, and to 
be refreshed by you. 

I cannot but desire you, and 
charge you, to help me to praise 
Him who feedeth a poor prisoner 
with the fatness of his house. 
Oh, how weighty is his love! 
Oh, but there is much telling in 
Christ’s kindness! The Amen, 
the Faithful and True Witness, 
hath paid me my hundred fold, 
well-told, and one to the hundred. 
I complained of him, but he is 
owing me nothing now. Sir, I 
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charge you to help me to praise 
his goodness, and to proclaim to 
others my Bridegroom’s kind- 
ness, whose love is better than 
wine. 

I took up an action against 
Clwist, and bought a plea against 
his love, and libelled unkindness 
against Christ, my Lord ; and 1 
saidf “ This is my death, he hath 
forgotten me," but my meek Lord 
held his peace, and beheld me, 
and would not contend for the 
last word of flyting, and now he 
hath chided himself friends with 
me ; and now I see that he must 
be God, and I must be flesh. 1 
pass from my summons. I ac- 
knowledge that he might have 
giten me my fill of it, and never 
troubled himself : but now he 
hath taken away the mask ; I 
have been comforted ; he could 
not smother his love any longer 
to a prisoner and a stranger — 
God grant that I may never buy 
a plea against Christ again, hut 
may keep good quarters with 
him 1 

I want no kindness, no love- 
tokens ; but oh, wise is his love ; 
for, notwithetanding this hot sum- 
mer-blenk, I am kept low with 
the grief of my silence ; for his 
word is in me as a fire in my 
bowels ; and I see the Lord s 
vineyard laid waste, and the hea- 
then entered into the sanctuary ; 
and my belly is pained, and my 
soul in heaviness, because the 
Lord’s people are gone into cap- 
tivity, and because of the fury of 
the Lord, and that wind (but nei- 
ther to fan nor purge) which is 
Coming upon apostate Scotland. 
I am also kept awake with the 
late wrong done to my brother ; 
but I trust that ye will counsel 
and comfort him. Yet in this 
mist, I see, and believe, that the 
Lord will heal this halting Kirk, 
and will lay, her stones with fair 


colours, and her foundations with 
sapphires, and will make her win- 
dows of agates, and her gates 
carbuncles, (Isaiah liv. 11, 12,) 
and for brass he will bring gold. 
He hath created the smith that 
formed the sword ; no weapon in 
war shall prosper against us. 
Let us be glad and rejoice in the 
Lord, for his salvation is near to 
come. 

Remember me to your wife 
and your son, John : and 1 en- 
treat you to write to me. Grace, 
grace be with you. Yours, in 
his only, only Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Dec. 30, 1030. 


LETTER LXX1Y. 

TO THE LADY CULROSS. 

“ These ore they which came out of 
great tiibulation, and have washed 
their robes, ami made them white 
in the blood of the Lamb." — R ev. 
vii. 14. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be multiplied upon you. 
I greatly long to be refreshed 
with your letter. 

I am now r (all honour and 
glory to the King eternal, im- 
mortal, and invisible !) in better 
terms with Christ than I was. 
I, like a fool, summoned my 
Husband and Lord, and libelled 
unkindness against him : but now 
I pass from that foolish pursuit, 
l give*over the plea — he is God, 
and I am man. I was loosing a 
fast stone, and digging at the 
ground-stone, the love of my 
Lord, to shake and unsettle it % 
but, God be thanked, it is fast ; 
all is sure. In my prison, he 
hath shown me day- light; he 
dought not hide his love any 
longer. Christ was disguised 
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and masked, and I apprehended 
it was not he ; and he hath said, 
“ It is I, be not afraid !” and 
now his love is better than wine. 

Oh, that all the virgins had 
part of the Bridegroom’s love, 
whereupon he maketh me to 
feed ! Help me to praise : I 
charge you, Madam, help me to 
pay praises ; and tell others, the 
daughters of Jerusalem, how 
kind Christ is to a poor prisoner. 
He hath paid me my hundred- 
fold ; it is well told me, and one 
to the hundred. I am nothing 
behind with Christ. Let not 
fools, because of their lazy and 
soft flesh, raise a slander and an 
ill report upon the cross of Christ : 
it is sweeter than fair. 

I see that grace groweth best 
in winter. This poor, persecuted 
Kirk, this lily among the thorns, 
shall blossom and laugh upon the 
Gardener ; the Husbandman’s 
blessing shall light upon it. Oh. 
if I could be free of jealousies of 
Christ after this ; and believe, 
and keep good quarters with my 
dearest husband ! for he hath 
been kind to the stranger : and 
yet, in all this fair, hot summer- 
weather, I am kept from saying, 
u It is good to be here,” with my 
silence, and with grief to see my 
Mother wounded, and het vail 
taken from her, and the fair 
temple casten down ; and my 
belly is pained, my soul is heavy 
for the captivity of the daughter 
of my people, and because of the 
fury of the Lord, and his fierce 
indignation against apostate Scot- 
land. 

I pray you, Madam, to let me 
have that which is my prayer 
here, that my sufferings may 
preach to the four quarters of 
this land ; and, therefore, tell 
others how open-handed Christ 
hath been to the prisoner, and the 
oppressed stranger— why should 


I conceal it ? I know no other 
way how to glorify Christ than 
to make an open proclamation of 
his love, and of his soft and sweet 
kisses to me in the furnace, and* 
of his fidelity to such as suffer for 
him. f 

Give it me under your hand, 
that ye will help me to pray and 
praise ; but rather to praise and 
rejoice in the salvation of God. 
Grace, grace be with you. Yours, 
in his dearest, and only Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Dec. 30, 1636. 


LETTER LXXV. 

TO WILLIAM GORDON OF 
ROBERTON. 

Dear Brother, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you. So often 
as I think on our case, in our 
soldier's night-watch, and of our 
fighting-life in the fields, while 
we are here, I am forced to say, 
prisoners in a dungeon, con- 
demned by a judge to want the 
light of the sun, and moon, and 
candle, till their dying day, are 
no more, nay, not so much to be 
pitied as we are. For they are 
weary of their life, they hate their 
prison ; but we fall-to, in our pri- 
son, where we see little, to drink 
ourselves drunk with the night- 
pleasures of our weak dreams ; 
and we long for no better life than 
this : but, at the blast of the last 
trumpet, and the shout of the 
archangel, when God shall take 
lown the shepherd’s tent of this 
Jading world, we shall have not 
so much as a drink of water of 
all the dreams that we now build 
on. Alas ! that the sharp and 
bitter blasts on face and sides, 
which meet us in this life, have 
not learned us mortification, and 
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made us dead to this world ! We 
buy our own sorrow, and we pay 
dear for it, when we spend out 
our love, our joy, our desires, 
*>ur confidence, upon a handful of 
snow and ice, which time shall 
mdlt away to nothing, and go 
thirsty out of the drunken inn 
when all is done. Alas ! that we 
inquire not for the clear fountain ! 
but are so foolish as to drink foul, 
muddy, and rotten waters, even 
till our bed-time ; and then, in 
the resurrection, when we shall 
be awakened, our yesternight’s 
sour drink and swinish dregs 
shall rift up upon us ; and sick, 
sick shall many a soul be then. 

I know not a wholesome foun- 
tain but one : I know not a thing 
worth the buying but heaven. 
And my own mind is, that if 
comparison were made betwixt 
Christ and heaven, I would sell 
heaven with my blessing to buy 
Christ. Oh if I could raise the 
market for Christ, and heighten 
the market a pound for a penny, 
and cry up Christ in men’s esti- 
mation ten thousand talents more 
than men think of him ! But 
they are shaping him, and crying 
him down, to valuing him at their 
unworthy halfpenny ; or else ex- 
changing and bartering Christ 
with the miserable, old, fallen 
house of this vain world : or then 
they lend him out upon interest, 
and play the usurers with Christ. 
Because they profess him, and 
give out before men that Christ 
is their treasure and stock ; and, 
in the meantime, praise of men, 
tud a name, and ease, and the 
summer-sun of the gospel, is the 
usury they would be at ; so when 
the trial comcth, they quit the 
stock for the interest, and lose 
all. Happy are they who can 
keep Christ by himself alone, and 
keep him clean and whole till God 
come and count with them. 


I know that in your hard and 
heavy trials long since, ye thought 
well and highly of Christ. But 
truly no cross should be old to 
us ; we should not forget them 
because years are come betwixt 
us and them, and cast them bv- 
hand, as we do old clothes. We 
may make a cross old in time, 
new in usd, and as fruitful as iiT 
the beginning of it. God is where 
and what he was seven years ago, 
whatever change be in us. I 
speak not this as if I thought that 
ye had forgotten what God did 
to have your love long since ; but 
that ye may awake yourself, in 
this sleepy age, and remember 
fruitfully Christ's first wooing 
and suiting of your love, both 
with fire and water ; and try if 
he got his answer, or if ye be yet 
to give it him. For I find in my- 
self that water runneth not faster 
through a sieve than our warnings 
slip from us ; for I have lost and 
casten by-hand many summonses 
which the Lord hath sent me ; 
and therefore, the Lord hath 
given me double charges, that I 
trust in God shall not rive me. 
1 bless His great name, who is no 
niggard in holding in crosses upon 
me, but spendeth largely his rods, 
that he may save me from this 
perishing world. How plentiful 
God is in means of this kind, is 
esteemed by many as one of God’s 
unkind mercies ; but Christ’s 
cross is neither a cruel nor an 
unkind mercy, but the love-token 
of a father. I am sure that a 
lover, chasing us for our well, 
and to have our love, should not 
be run away from, nor fled from. 
God send me no w*orse mercy 
than the sanctified cross of Christ 
portendeth, and I am sure that I 
should be happy and blessed. 

Pray for me, that 1 may find 
house-room in the Lord’s house 
to speak in his name. - Remember 
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my dearest love, in Christ, to your 
wife. Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1636. 


LETTER LXXVI. 

TO JOHN KENNEDY, BAILIE 
OF AYR. 

Worthy and Dear Brother, — 
Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you. I long to see you in this 
northern world on paper; I know 
it is not forgetfulness that ye write 
not. I am every way in good 
case, both in soul and body ; all 
honour and glory be to my Lord : 
I want nothing but a further re- 
velation ofcthe beauty of the un- 
known Son of God. Either 1 
know not what Christianity is, or 
we have stinted a measure of so 
many ounce weights and no more 
upon holiness ; and there we are 
at a stand, drawing our breath all 
our life ; — a moderation in God’s 
way, now, is much in request. 1 
profess that I have never taken 
pains to find out Him whom mv 
»oul loveth ; there is a gate yet 
of finding out Christ that 1 have 
never lighted upon. Oh if I 
could find it out ! Alas, bow 
soon are we pleased with our own 
shadow in a glass ! It were good 
to be beginning in sad earnest to 
find out God, and to seek the 
right tread of Christ. Time, 
custom, and a good opinion ot 
ourselves, our good meaning, and 
our lazy desires, our fair shows 
and the world’s glistering lustres, 
and these broad passments and 
buskings of religion, that bear 
bulk in the Kirk, is that where- 
with most satisfy themselves ; but 
a bed watered with tears, a throat 
dry with praying, eyes as a foun- 


tain of tears for the sins of the 
land, are rare to be found among 
us. Oh if we could know the 
power of godliness! 

This is one part of my case f 
and another is, that I, like a fool, 
once summoned Christ for ton- 
kindness, and complained of his 
fickleness and inconstancy, be- 
cause be would have no mtfre of 
my service nor preaching, and had 
fasten me out of the inheritance 
of the Lord ; and now I confess 
that this was hut a bought plea, 
and I was a fool ; yet he hath 
borne with me. I gave him a 
fair advantage against me, but 
love and mercy would not let him 
take it ; and the truth is, now he 
hath chided himself friends with 
me, and hath taken away the 
mask, and hath renewed his wont- 
ed favour in such a manner, that 
he hath paid me my hundred-fold 
in this life, and one to the hun- 
dred. This prison is my banquet- 
ing house ; 1 am handled as softly 
and delicately as a dawted child. 

I am nothing behind, (I see,) 
with Christ ; he can, in a month, 
make up a year’s losses. And I 
write this to you, that I may en- 
treat, nay, adjure and charge you, 
by the love of our Well-beloved, 
to help me to praise ; and to tell 
ill your Christian acquaintance 
to help me, for I am as deeply 
drowned in his debt as any dyvour 
can he : and yet in this fair sun- 
blenk, I have something to keep 
me from startling, or being exalt- 
ed above measure — his word is as 
fire shut up in my bowels, and I 
am weary with forbearing. The 
ministers in this town are saying 
that they will have my prison 
changed into less bounds, be- 
cause they see God with me. 
My mother hath born me a man 
of contention, one that striveth 
with the whole earth. The hate 
wrongs and oppressions done to 
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my brother keep my sails low: 
yet I defy crosses to embark me 
in such a plea against Christ as I 
was troubled with of late. 1 
hope to over-hope and over-be- 
lieve my troubles ; I have cause 
now to trust Christ’s promise 
more than his gloom. 

Remember my hearty affection 
to year wife. My soul is grieved 
for the success of our brethren’s 
journey to New England ; but 
God hath somewhat to reveal 
that we see not. Grace be with 
you. Pray for the prisoner. 
Yours, in his only Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, Jan. 1, 1637. 


LETTER LXXVII. 

TO MY LORD BOYD. 

Mv very Honourable, and Good 
Lord, — Grace, mercy, and peace 
be to your lord.ship — Out of 
the worthy report that 1 hear of 
your lordship’szealfor this borne - 
down and oppressed Gospel, I am 
bold to write to your lordship, 
beseeching you by the mercies of 
God, by the honour of our royal 
and princely King, Jesus, by the 
sorrows, tears, and desolation of 
your afflicted mother-church, and 
by the peace of your conscience, 
and your joy in the day of Christ, 
that your lordship would go on, 
in the strength of your Lord, 
and in the power of his might, to 
bestir yourself, for the vindicating 
of the fallen honour of your Lord 
Jesus. Ob, blessed hands for 
evermore, that shall help to put 
the crown upon the head of Christ 
again in Scotland 1 I dare pro- 
mise in the name of our Lord, 
that this will fasten and fix the 
pillars and the' stakes of your ho- 
nourable house upon earth if 


ou lend and lay in pledge in 
Christ’s hand, (upon spiritual 
hazard,) life, estate, house, ho- 
nour, credit, moyen, friends, the 
favour of men, (suppose kings 
with three crowns,) so being that 
ye may bear witness, and acquit 
yourself as a man of valour 
and courage, to the Prince of 
your salvation, for the purging o£- 
his temple, and sweeping out the 
lordly Diotrepheses, time-court- 
ing Demases, corrupt Hyman- 
euses and Philetuses, and other 
uch oxen, that with their dung 
defile the temple of the Lord. 
Is not Christ now crying u Who 
will help me ? who will come out 
with me, to take part with me, 
and share in the honour of my 
victory over these mine enemies, 
who have said, We will not have 
this man to rule over us ?” 

My very honourable, and dear 
Lord, join, join as ye do with 
Christ ; he is more worth to 
you. and your posterity, than this 
world’s Mav-flovvers, and wither- 
ing riches and honour, that shall 
?o away as smoke, and evanish in 
a night vision, and shall in one 
half-hour, after the blast of the 
archangel’s trumpet, lie in white 
ashes. Let me beseech your 
Lordship to draw by the lap of 
time’s curtain, and to look in, 
through the window, to great and 
endless eternity, and consider, if 
a worldly price, — .suppose this 
little round clay globe of this ashy 
and dirty earth, the dying idol of 
the fools of this world, were all 
your own, — can be given for one 
smile of Christ’s God-like and 
soul -ravishing countenance, in 
that day, when so many joints 
and knees of thousand thousands 
wailing shall stand before Christ, 
trembling, shouting, and making 
their prayers to hills and moun- 
tains, to fall upon them, and hide 
them from the face of the Lamb* 
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Oh, how many would sell lord- 
ships and kingdoms that day, and 
buy Christ ! But, oh, the mar- 
ket shall be closed and ended ere 
then ! Your lordship hath now 
a blessed venture of winning court 
with the Prince of the kings of 
the earth : he himself weeping, 
truth borne down and fallen in 
the streets, and an oppressed 
Gospel, Christ's bride with wa- 
tery eyes, and spoiled of her veil, 
her hair hanging about her eyes, 
for«td to go in ragged apparel, 
the banished, silenced, and im- 
prisoned prophets of God, who 
have not the favour of liberty to 
prophesy in sackcloth ; all these, 
I say, call for your help. Fear 
not worms of clay, the moth shall 
eat them as a garment. Let the 
Lord be your fear ; he is with 
you, and shall fight for you ; thus 
shall ye cause the blessing of 
those who are ready to perish, 
to come upon you ; and ye shall 
make the heart of this your mo- 
ther-church to sing for joy. The 
Lamb and his armies are with 
you, and the kingdoms of the 
earth are the Lord’s. I am per- 
suaded that there is not another 
gospel, nor another saving truth, 
than that which ye now contend 
for. 1 dare hazard my heaven 
and salvation upon it, that this 
is the only saving way to glory. 

Grace, grace be with your 
lordship. Your lordship’s, at 
all respective obedience in Christ, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER LXXVIII. 

TO MARGARET JBALLANTTNE. 

Mistress*, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be unto you, — It is more 
than time that I should have 


written to you, but it is yet good 
time, if I could help your soul to 
mend your pace, and to go more 
swiftly to your heavenly country : 
for truly ye have need to malrt) 
all haste, because t he inch of your 
daythat remain etq 1 wiirquSbkly 
slipaway p fof~wKether we sleep 
or wake, our glass runneth — the 
tide bideth no man. Beware of 
a beguile in the matter of your 
salvation. Wo,wo for evermore, 
to them that lose that prize. For 
what is behind, when the soul is 
once lost, but that sinners warm 
their bits of clav-houses at a fire 
of their own kindling, for a day 
or two, which doth rather suffo- 
cate with its smoke than warm 
them : and at length they lie 
down in sorrow, and are clothed 
with everlasting shame ! I would 
seek no further measure of faith 
to begin withal than to believe 
really and steadfastly the doctrine 
of God’s justice, his alhdevour- 
ng wrath, and everlasting burn- 
ing, where sinners are burnt, 
soul and body, in a river and 
;reat lake of fire and brimstone ; 
then they would wish no more 
goods than the thousandth part 
of a cold fountain-well to cool 
their tongue ; they would then 
buy death with enduri ngof ~paihf 
and torment for as maity vMfs 
as God bath created drops of rain 
Since the'' creation ; but fhere'is" 
no markfiPoF’'Fuying or selling 
life or death there. Oh, alas l 
the greatest part of this world 
run to the place of that torment 
rejoicing and dancing, eating, 
drinking, and sleeping. Mycoun- 
sel to you is, that ye start in time 
to be after Christ ; for if ye go 
quickly, Christ is not far before 
you, ye shall overtake him. O 
Lord God, what is so needful as 
this? 44 Salvation, salvation!*’ 
Fy upon this condemned, and 
foolish world that would give so 
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little for salvation ! Oh, if there 
were a free market for salvation 
proclaimed in that day, when the 
trumpet of God shall awake the 
d«ad, how many buyers would be 
thenl God send me no more hap- 
piness than that salvation which 
the blind world (to their eter- 
nal wo) letteth slip through their 
fingerj. Therefore, look if ye 
can give out your money (as 
Isaiah speaketh, chap, iv. 2) for 
bread, and lay Christ and his 
blood in wadset for heaven. It 
is a dry and hungry bairn’s part 
of goods that Esaus are hunting 
for here. I see thousands follow- 
ing the chase, and in the pursuit 
of such things, while in the mean- 
time they lose the blessing ; and, 
when all is done, they have caught 
nothing to roast for supper, but 
lie down hungry ; and, besides, 
they go to bed, when they die, 
without a candle ; for God saith 
to them, “ This shall ye have at 
my hand, ye shall lie down in 
sorrow,” (Isaiah i. 11.) And 
truly this is as ill-made a bed to 
lie upon as one could wish ; for 
he cannot sleep soundly, nor rest 
sweetly, who hath sorrow for his 
pillow. Rouse, rouse up there- 
fore, your soul, and speer how 
Christ and your soul met toge- 
ther. I am sure that they never 
got Christ, who were not once 
sick at the yolk of the heart for 
him. Too, too many w hole souls 
think that they have met with 
Christ, who had never a wearied 
night for the want of him : but, 
alas! what richer are men, that 
they dreamed the last night they 
had much gold, and, when they 
awoke in the morning, they found 
it was but a dream ? What are 
all the sinners in the world, in 
that day when heaven and earth 
shall go up in a flame of fire, but 
a number of beguiled dreamers ? 
Every one shall say of his hunt- 


ing and his conquest, u Behold, 
it was a dream 1" every man in 
that day will tell his dream. I 
beseech you, in the Lord Jesus, 
beware, beware of unsound work 
in the matter of your salvation : 
ye may not, ye cannot, ye dow 
not want Christ ; then, after this 
lay, convene all your lovers be- 
fore your soul, and give them 
their leave: and strike hands with ~ 
Christ, that, thereafter, there 
may be no happiness to you but 
Christ : no hunting for anything 
but Christ ; no bed at night, 
when death cometh, but Christ 
— Christ, Christ, who but Christ! 

I know this much of Christ, that 
he is not ill to be found, nor 
lordly of his love. Wo had been 
my part of it for evermore, if 
Christ had made a dainty of him- 
self to me. But, God be thank- 
ed, l gave nothing for Christ ; 
and now I protest, before men 
and angels, that Christ cannot 
be exchanged, that Christ cannot 
be sold, that Christ cannot be 
weighed. Where would angels, 
or all the world find a balance to 
weigh him in ? All lovers blush 
when ye stand beside Christ ! 
Wo upon all love but the love of 
Christ ; hunger, hunger for ever- 
more, be upon all heaven but 
Christ ; shame, shame for ever- 
more, be upon all glory but 
Christ’s glory. I cry death, death 
upon all lifes but the life of Christ. 
Oh, what is it that holdeth us 
asunder ? Oh, that once we could 
have a fair meeting. 

Thus recommending Christ to 
you, and you to him, for ever- 
more, I rest. Grace be with 
you. Yours, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 
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LETTER LXXIX. 

TO ROBERT GORDON, OF KNOX 
BREX. 

My Dear Brother, — Grace 
mercy, and peace be multiplier 
upon you — I am almost weary- 
in g y ye a, wondering, that ye write 
not to me: though I know it is 
not forgetfulness. 

As for myself, I am every way 
well, all glory to God. I was 
before at a plea with Christ, but 
it was bought bv me, and unlaw- 
ful, because his whole providence 
was not yea and nay to my yea 
and nay, and because I believed 
Christ's outward look better than 
his faithful promise. Yet he 
hath in patience waited on, vv hill 
I be come to myself, and hath 
not taken advantage of my weak 
apprehensions of his goodness, — 
great, and holy is his name! He 
looketh to what I desire to be. 
and not to what I am. Onething 
I have learned. If I had been in 
Christ, by way of adhesion only, 
as many branches are, 1 should 
have been burnt to ashes, and this 
world would have seen a suffering 
minister of Christ, (of something 
once in show,) turned into unsa- 
voury salt. But my Lord Jesus 
had a good eye that the tempter 
should not play foul play, and 
blow out Christ’s candle. He 
took no thought of my stomach, 
and fretting and grudging hum- 
our, but of his own grace. When 
he burnt the house, he saved his 
own goods. And 1 believe that 
the devil, and the persecuting 
world shall reap no fruit of me. 
but burned ashes : for he will see 
to his own gold, and save that 
from being consumed with the fire. 

Oh what owe I to the file, to 
the hammer, to the furnace of my 
Lord Jesus ! who hath now let 
me see bow good the wheat of, 


] Christ is, that goeth through his 
mill, and his oven, to be made 
bread for his own table. Grace 
tried is better than grace, and 
it is more than grace, it is glory 
in its infancy. I now see that 
godliness is more than the*out* 
<ide, .and this world’s passments 
and their buskings. Who know- 
■th the truth of grace without a 
rial ? Oh how little getteth 
Christ of us, but that which he 
vinneth, (to speak so,) with much 
oil and pains! And how soon 
would faith freeze without a 
ross! How many dumb crosses 
iave been laid upon my back, 
hat had never a tongue to speak 
he sweetness of Christ, as this 
nth ? When Christ blesseth 
is own crosses with a tongue, 
hey breathe out Christ’s love, 
isdom, kindness, and care of us. 
Why should 1 start at the plough 
f my Lord, that maketh deep 
urrows on my soul ? I know 
hat he is no idle husbandman, he 
urposeth a crop. Oh, that this 
vhi te, withered lea-ground were 
nade fertile to bear a crop for 
Him, by whom it is so painfully 
'rest; and that this fallow-ground 
rerc broken up ! Why was I 
a fool !) grieved that he put his 
;arland and his rose upon my 
iead — the glory and honour of 
is faithful witnesses? I desire 
iow to make no more pleas with 
)hrist. Verily he hath not put 
me to a loss by what I suffer; he 
weth me nothing: for in my 
onds how sweet and comfortable 
ave the thoughts of him been to 
me, wherein I find a sufficient 
ecompense of reward ! 

How blind are my adversaries, 
tho sent me to a banqueting- 
ouse, to a house of wine, to the 
ovely feasts of my lovely Lord 
Vsus, and not to a prison, or 
lace of exile! Why should I 
mother my Husband’s honesty, 
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or si d against bin love ? or be 
niggard in giving out to other 
what I get for nothing? Bro 
ther,eat with me, and give thanks 
I Charge you before God, that y 
speak to others, and invite then 
to hllp me to praise. Oh n»; 
debt of praise, how weighty It is 
and how far run up! Oh, tlia 
others Vould lend me to pay, and 
learn me to praise ! Oh 1 am i 
drowned dyvour! ,Lord Jesus 
take my thoughts for payments 
Yet I am in this hot summer- 
blenk with the tear in my eye ; 
for, by reason of my silence, sor- 
row, sorrow hath filled me: im 
harp is hanged upon the willow- 
trees, because I am in a strange 
land. I am still kept in exercise 
with envious brethren ; my mo- 
ther hath born me a man of con- 
tention. 

Write to me your mind anent 
Y. C. I cannot forget him ; 1 
know not what God hath to do 
with him: — and your mind anent 
my parishioners’ behaviour ; and 
how they are served in preaching, 
or if their be a minister as yet 
thrust in upon them, which I de- 
sire greatly to know, and which 
I much fear. 

Dear Brother, ye are in my 
heart, to live and to die with you. 
Visit me with a letter. Pray for 
me. Remember my love to your 
wife. Grace, grace be with you: 
and God, who heareth prayer, 
visit you, and let it be unto you 
according to the prayers of your 
own Brother, and Christ’s pri- 
soner, S. R. 

Aberdeen, January 1, 1637. 


LETTER LXXX. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

My Dearly-beloved Sister, — 
Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you — I complain that Galloway 


is not kind to me oti paper; I 
have received no letters these 
sixteen weeks, but two. 

I am well. My prison is a pa- 
lace to me, and Christ’s banquet- 
ing house. My Lord Jesus is as 
kind as they call him. Oh, that 
all Scotland knew my case, and 
had part of my feast ! I charge 
you, in the name of God, I charge 
you to believe. Fear not the 
sons of men ; the worms shall 
at them. To pray and believe 
low, when Christ seemeth to 
ive you a nay-sav, is more than 
t was before. Die believing, 
lie with Christ’s promise in your 
iand. 

1 desire, I request, I charge 
our husband, and that town, to 
tand for the truth of the gospel. 
Contend with Christ’s enemies : 
nd I pray you to show all pro- 
essors that you know my case. 
Help me to praise. The mini- 
ters here envy me ; they will 
ave my prison changed. My 
mother hath born me a man of 
ontention, and one that striveth 
ith the whole earth. 

Remember my love to your 
usband. Grace be with you. 
fours, in the Lord, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Jan. 3, 1637. 


LETTER LXXXL 

TO MR. JOHN MEINE. 

Worthy and Dear Brother, — 
jrace, mercy, and peace be to 
ou — I have been too long in 
nsw'ering your letter, but other 
usiness took me up. I am here 
waiting, if the fair wind will turn 
pon Christ’s sails in Scotland; 
nd if deliverance be breaking 
ut to this overclouded and be- 
ghted Kirk. Oh that we could 
ontend, by prayers and suppli* 
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cations, with our Lord for that 
effect ! I know that he hath not 
given out his last doom against 
this land. I have little of Christ, 
in this prison, but groanings, and 
longings, and desires. All my 
stock of Christ is some hunger 
for him, (and yet I cannot say 
but 1 am rich in that;) my faith, 
and hope, and holy practice of 
new obedience, are scarce wofth 
the speaking of : but blessed be 
my Lord, who taketh me, light, 
and clipped, and noughty, and 
feckless, as I am. I see that 
Christ will not prig with me, nor 
stand upon stepping-stones, but 
cometh in at the broadside with- 
out ceremonies, or making it nice, 
to make a poor, ransomed one his 
own. Oh, that I could feed upon 
his breathing, and kissing, and 
embracing, and upon the hopes 
of my meeting and his, when 
love-letters shall not go betwixt 
us, but he will be messenger 
himself! But there is required 
patience on our part, till the sum- 
mer-fruit in heaven be ripe for 
us. It is in the bud, but there 
be many things to do before our 
harvest come : and we take ill 
with it, and can hardly endure 
to set our paper-face to one of 
Christ’s storms, and to go to hea- 
ven with wet feet, and pain, and 
sorrow. We love to carry a hea- 
ven to heaven with us, and would 
have two summers in one year, 
and no less than two heavens ; 
but this will not do for us : one, 
(and such a one !) may suffice us 
well enough : the Man, Christ, 
ot but one only, and shall we 
ave two ? 

Remember my love, in Christ, 
to your father ; and help me 
with your prayers. If ye would 
be a deep divine, I recommend 
to you sanctification. K 'Tear him, 
and Le'wilOeveal his covenant 
to you* Grace be with you. 


Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, Jan. 5, 1637. 


LETTER LXXXII.*' 

TO CARDONESS, ELDER. 

Much Honoured Sir, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace be to you — I 
have longed to hear from you, 
and to know the estate of your 
soul, and the estate of that peo- 
ple with you. 

I beseech you, Sir, by the sal- 
vation of your precious soul,* and 
the mercies of God, to make 
good and sure work of your sal- 
vation, and try upon what ground- 
stone ye have builded. Worthy 
and dear Sir, if ye be upon sink- 
ing sand, a storm of death, and a 
blast will loose Christ and you, 
and wash you close off the rock. 
Oh, for the Lord’s sake, look 
narrowly to the work ! 

Read over your life, with the 
light of God’s day -light and sun ; 
for salvation is not casten down 
at every man’s door. It is good 
to look to your compass, and all 
ye have need of, ere you take 
shipping ; for no wind can blow 
you back again. Remember, 
when the race is ended, and the 
play either won or lost, and ye 
are in the utmost circle and 
border of time, and shall put 
your foot within th'e march of 
eternity, and all your good things 
of this short night-dream shall 
seem to you like the ashes of a 
bleeze of thorns or straw, and 
your poor soul shall be crying, 
“ Lodging, lodging, for God’s 
sakel” then shall your soul be 
more glad at one of your Lord’s 
lovely, and homely smiles, than 
if ye had the charters of three 
worlds for all eternity. Let plea- 
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sures and gain, will and desires 
of this world, be put over into 
God’s hands, as arrested and 
fenced goods, that ye cannot in- 
tromit with. Now, when ye are 
drinking the grounds of your 
cup, and ye are upon the utiriost 
end of the last link of time, and 
old age, like death’s long sha- 
dow, is*casting a covering upon 
your days, it is no time to court 
this vain life, and to set love and 
heart upon it. It is near after- 
supper ; seek rest and ease for 
your soul, in God through Christ. 

Believe me that I find it to be 
hard wrestling to play fair with 
Christ, and to keep good quarters 
with him, and to love him in in- 
tegrity and life, and to keep a 
constant course of sound and solid 
daily communion with Christ : 
temptations are daily breaking the 
thread of that course, and it is 
not easy to cast a knot again, and 
many knots make evil work. Oh, 
how fairly have many ships been 
plying before the wind, that, in 
an hour’s space, have been lying 
in the sea-bottom ! How many 
professors cast a golden lustre, 
as if they were pure gold, and yet 
are, under that skin and cover, 
but base and reprobate metal ! 
And how many keep breath in 
their race many miles, and yet 
come short of the prize and the 
garland ! Dear Sir, my soul 
would mourn in secret for you, if 
I knew your case with God to be 
but false work : love to have you 
anchored upon Christ maketh me 
fear your tottering and slips. 
False under-water, not seen in 
the ground of an enlightened con- 
science, is dangerous ; so is often 
failing, and sinning against light. 
Know this, that those who never 
had sick nights or days in con- 
science for sin, cannot have but 
such a peace with God as will 
undercoat and break the flesh 


again, and end in a sad war al 
death. Oh how fearfully are thou- 
sands beguiled with false hide* 
grown-over old sins, as if the 
soul were cured and healed ! 

Dear Sir, I always saw nature 
mighty, lofty, heady, and strong 
in you ; and that it was more foi 
you to be mortified and dead tc 
the world, than another commor 
man. Ye will take a low ebb, 
and a deep cut, and a long lance, 
to go to the bottom of youi 
wounds, in saving humiliation, tc 
make you a won prey for Christ 
Be humbled ; walk softly ; down 
down, for God’s sake, my deal 
and worthy Brother, with youi 
top-sail ; stoop, stoop ! it is a lo\* 
entry to go in at heaven’s gate, 
There is infinite justice in the 
Party ye have to do with ; it is 
his nature not to acquit the guilty, 
and the sinner. The law of God 
will not want one farthing of the 
sinner. God forgetteth not botl 
the cautioner and the sinner ; and 
every man must pay, either in his 
own person, (oh, Lord save yoi 
from that payment !) or in his 
cautioner, Christ. It is violence 
to corrupt nature for a man to be 
holy, to lie down under Christ’i 
feet, to quit will, pleasure, world 
ly love, earthly hope,* and an itch 
ing of heart after this farded anc 
over-guilded world, and to be 
content that Christ trample upot 
all. Come in, come in to Christ 
and see what ye want, and find it 
in him : — he is the short cut, (as 
we used to say,) and the nearesl 
way to an outgate of all your bur- 
dens. I dare avouch that ye shall 
be dearly welcome to him ; my 
soul would be glad to take pari 
of the joy ye should have in him. 
I dare say that angels’ pens, an- 
gels’ tongues, nay, as many worlds 
of angels as there are drops of 
water in all the seas, and foun- 
tains, and rivers of the earth, 
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cannot paint him out to you. I 
think his sweetness, since 1 was a 
prisoner, hath swelled upon me 
to the greatness of two heavens. 
Oh, for a soul as wide as the ut- 
most circle of the highest heaven, 
that containeth all, to contain his 
love! And yet 1 could hold little 
of it. Oh, world’s wonder ! Oh 
if my soul might but lie within 
the smell of his love, suppose 1 
could get no more but the smell 
of it ! Oh, but it is long to that 
day when 1 shall have a free world 
of Christ’s love 1 Oh. what a 
sight to be up in heaven, in that 
fair orchard of the new paradise ; 
and to see, and smell, and touch, 
and kiss, that fair Field-flower, 
that ever-green Tree of Life His 
bare shadow were enough for me ; 
a sight of him would be the ear- 
nest of heaven to me. Fy, fv 
upon us! that we have love lying 
rusting beside us, or, which is 
worse, wasting upon some loath- 
some a objects, and that Christ 
should lie his lone. Wo, wo is 
me ! that sin hath made so main 
madmen, seeking the fool’s para- 
dise, fire under ice, and some good 
and desirable things, without, 
and apart from Christ. Christ. 
Christ, nothing but Christ, can 
cool our love’s burning languor. 
O thirsty love ! wilt thou set 
Christ, the well of life, to thy 
head, and drink thy fill ? Drink, 
and spare not ; drink love, and 
be drunken with Christ ! Nay, 
alas ! the distance betwixt us and 
Christ is a death. Oh if we were 
clasped in other’s arms! We 
should never twin again except 
Heaven twinned and sundered us 
— and that cannot be. 

I desire your children to seek 
this Lord. Desire them from 
me, to be requested, for Christ's 
sake, to be blessed and happy, 
and to come and take Christ, and 
all things with him. Let them 


beware of glassy and slippery 
youth, of foolish young notions, 
>f worldly lusts, of deceivable 

in, of wicked company, of curs- 
ing, lying, blaspheming, and fool 
ish talking ; let them be # filled 
with the Spirit, acquaint them- 
selves with daily praying, and 
with the store-house of f wisdom 
and comfort, the good word of 
God. Help the souls of the poor 
people ; oh that my Lord would 
bring me again among them, that 
I might tell unco and great tales 
of Christ to them ! Receive not 
a stranger to preach any other 
doctrine to the"m. 

Pray for me, his prisoner of 
hope. I pray for you without 
ceasing. I write my blessing, 
earnest prayers, the love of God, 
and the sweet presence of Christ 
to you, and yours, and them. 

Grace, grace, grace be with 
you. Your lawful and loving 
pastor, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER LXXXIIL 

TO THE EARL OF LOTHIAN. 

Right Honourable, and very 
Worthy, and Noble Lord, — Out 
of the honourable and good re- 
port that I hear of your lord- 
ship’s good-will and kindness, in 
taking to heart the honourable 
cause of Christ, and his afflicted 
Church and wronged truth in 
this land, I make bold to speak a 
word, on paper, to your lord- 
ship, at this distance, which I 
trust your lordship wdll take in 
u:ood part. It is your lordship’s 
honour and credit, to put to your 
hand, (as ye do — all honour to 
God !) to the falling and totter- 
ing tabernacle of Christ, in this 
your mother-church, and to own 
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Christ’s wrongs as your own 
wrongs. O blessed hand, whi'ch 
shall wipe and dry the water) 
eyes of our weeping Lord Jesus, 
noV going mourning in sackcloth 
in his members, in his spouse, in 
his trlith, and in the prerogative 
royal of his kingly power ! He 
needeth not service and help from 
men ; tfut it pleaseth his wisdom 
to make the wants and losses, the 
sores and wounds of his spou.se, a 
field and an office-house for the 
zeal of his servants to exercise 
themselves in ; therefore, my no- 
ble and dear lord, go on, go on 
in the strength of the Lord, 
against all opposition, to side with 
wronged Chri»t. The defending 
and warding of strokes off Christ’s 
bride, the King’s daughter, is 
like a piece of the rest of the way 
to heaven, knotty, rough, stormy, 
and full of thorns. Many would 
follow Christ, but with a reser- 
vation that, by open proclamation, 
Christ "would cry down crosses, 
and cry up fair weather, and a 
summer sky and sun, till we were 
all fairly landed at heaven. 1 
know that your lordship hath 
not so learned Christ, but that ye 
intend to fetch heaven, suppose 
that your father were standing in 
your way ; and to take it with 
the wind on vour face ; for st 
both storm and wind were on the 
fair face of your lovely Forerun- 
ner, Christ, all his way. It is 
possible that the success answer 
not your desire, in this worthy 
cause : what then ? duties i 
ours, but events are the Lord’s ; 
and I hope, if your lordship, and 
others with you, will go on to 
dive to the lowest ground and 
bottom of the knavery and per 
fidious treachery to Christ of the 
accursed and wretched Prelates 
the Antichrist’s Urst-born, and 
the first fruit of his foul womb 
and shall deal with our Sovereign 


(law going before you) for the 
reasonable and impartial hearing 
of Christ’s hill of complaints, and 
set yourselves singly to seek the 
Lord and his face, that your 
righteousness shall break through 
he clouds which prejudice hath 
Irawn over it, and that ye shall, 
n the strength of the Lord, bring 
our banished and departing Lord 
Jesus home again to his sanctuary. 
Neither must your lordship ad- 
vise with flesh and blood in this ; 
>ut wink, and in the dark reach 
your hand to Christ, and follow 
him. Let not men’s fainting dis- 
courage you, neither he afraid of 
nen’s canny wisdom, who, in this 
storm, take the nearest shore, and 
go to the lee and calm side of the 
gospel, and hide Christ, if ever 
they had him, in their cabinets, 
is if they were ashamed of him, 
or as if Christ were stolen wares, 
nd would blush before the sun. 

My very dear, and noble lord, 
ye have rejoiced the hearts of 
many, that ye have made choice 
>f Christ, and his gospel, whereas 
such great temptations do stand 
in your way: but I love your 
profession the better, that it en- 
lureth winds. If we knew our- 
selves well, to want temptations 
is the greatest temptation of all. 
Neither is father nor mother, nor 
court, nor honour, in this over- 
lustered world, with all itspaintry 
and farding, anything else, when 
they are laid in the balance with 
Christ, but feathers, shadows, 
night-dreams, and straws. Oh, 
if this world knew the excellency, 
sweetness, and beauty of that 
high and lofty One, that Fairest 
among the sons of men, verily 
they would see that if their love 
were bigger than ten heavens, all 
in circles beyond each other, it 
were all too little for Christ, our 
Lord ! I hope that your choice 
will not repent you, when life 
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shall come to that twilight be- 
twixt time and eternity, and ye 
shall see the utmost border of 
time, and shall draw the curtain, 
and look into eternity, and shall 
one day see God take the heavens 
in his hands, and fold them to- 
gether, like an old worn-out gar- 
ment, and set on fire this clay 
part of the creation of God, and 
consume away, into smoke and 
ashes, the idol-hope of poor fools, 
who think that there is not 
a better country than this low 
country of dying clay. Children 
cannot make comparison aright 
atwixt this life and that which 


their new* lawless capons, which 
is~ that~a deprived jpirfister shall 
be utterly silencedj anlfhbfpfeacfi 
, t 'air j 'which is a cruelty, con- 
trary to their own former prac- 
tices. 

Now, the only wise God, the 
very God of peace, confirm, 
strengthen, and establish your 
lordship upon the stone* laid in 
Zion, and be with you, for ever. 
Your lordship’s, at all respectful 
obedience in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


jts to come ; and, therefore, the 
abes of this world, who see no 
etter, mould, in their own brain, 
heaven of their own coining, 
f^ecause they see no further than 
t ^ie nearest side of time. 

$ dare lay in pawn my hope of 
hea‘r ven i that this reproached way 

19 tx le on ty wa y p eace * i find 

the way that the Lord hath 
sea ](ed with his comforts, now in 
ra y .bonds for Christ ; and 1 
ve tfy esteem, and find chains and 
fetteT 8 f° r that lovely One, Christ, 
to watered over with sweet 
CO r^olations, and the love-smiles 
j/that lovely Bridegroom, for 
/hose coming we wait. And 
' when he cometh, then shall the 
blacks and whites of all men 
come before the sun ; then shall 
the Lord put a final decision upon 
the pleas that Zion hath with her 
adversaries. And as fast as time 


LETTER LXXXIV. 

TO JEAN BROWN. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I long to hear 
how your soul prospereth. I 
earnestly desire your on-going 
toward your country. I know 
that ye see your day melteth 
away by little and little, and that in 
a short time ye shall be put beyond 
time’s bounds; for life is a post 
that standeth not still, and our 
joys here are born weeping, ra- 
ther than laughing, and they <Jie 
weeping. Sin, sin, this body of 
sin and corruption embittereth, 
andpoisoneth all our enjoyments. 
Oh, that I were where I shall 
sin no more! Oh, to be freed 
of these chains and iron fetters, 
which we carry about with us ! 


posteth away, (which neither sit- Lord, loose the sad prisoners l 
teth, nor standeth, nor sleepeth,) Who of the children of God have 
as fast is our hand-breadth of this not cause to say, that they have 
short winter-night flying away, their fill of this vain life, and like 
and/ the sky of our long-lasting a full and sick stomach, to wish 
day drawing near its breaking, at mid-supper, that the supper 
Except your lordship be pleased were ended, and the table drawn, 
to plead for me, a gainst the ty- that the sick man might win to 
~ * ’ ~ We have 

supper, of 

did shape my doom according to the best messes that this world 


r anny of rrelales , ,, TsnanT?e tor- bed, and enjoy rest r 
in this prison ; for they cause to tire at mid- 
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can dress up for us ; and to cry 
to God, that he would remove 
the table, and put the sin-sick 
souls to rest with himself. Oh, 
f (ft a long play-day with Christ, 
and our long-lasting vacance of 
rest !• Glad may their souls be 
that are safe over the frith, 
Christ having paid the fraught. 
Happy'are they who have passed 
their hard and wearisome time of 
apprenticeship, and are now free- 
men and citizens in that joyful, 
high city, the New Jerusalem. 
Alas ! that we should be glad of, 
and rejoice in our fetters, and 
our prison-house, and this dear 
inn, a life of sin, where we are 
absent from our Lord, and so 
far from our home. Oh, that 
we could get bonds and law-sure- 
tishipof our love, that it fasten not 
itself on these clay-dreams, these 
clay-shadows, and worldly vani- 
ties ! W e might be oftener seeing 
what they are doing in heaven, 
and our hearts more frequently 
upon our sweet treasure above. 
We smell of the smoke of this 
lower house of the earth, because 
our hearts and our thoughts are 
here. If we could haunt up with 
God, we should smell of heaven 
and of our country above, and 
we should look like our country, 
and like strangers or people not 
born or brought up hereaway. 
Our crosses would not bite upon 
us if we were heavenly-minded. 
I know of no obligation which 
the saints have to this world, 
seeing we fare but upon the 
smoke of it; and, if there be any 
smoke in the house, it bloweth 
upon our eyes. All our part of 
the table is scarce worth a drink 
of water ; and, when we are 
stricken, we dare not weep, but 
steal our grief away betwixt our 
Lord and us, and content our- 
selves with stolen sorrow behind 
backs. God be thanked that we 


have many things that so stroke 
us against the hair, as we may 
pray, u God keep our better 
home, God bless our Father’s 
house ; and not this smoke, that 
bloweth us to seek our best 
lodging.” I am sure that this is 
the best fruit of the cross, when 
we, from the hard fare of the 
dear inn, cry the more, that God 
would send a fair wind, to land 
us, hungered and oppressed stran- 
gers, at the door of our Father’s 
house, which now is made in 
Christ our kindly heritage. Oh ! 
then, let us pull up the stakes and 
stoups of our tent, and take our 
tent on our back, and go with 
our flitting to our best home; for 
here we have no continuing city. 

I am waiting in hope here, to 
see what mv Lord will do with 
me. Let him make of me what 
he pleaseth ; providing he make 
glory to himself out of me, I 
care not. I hope, yea, I am now 
sure, that I am for Christ, and 
all that I can, or may make is for 
him. lam his everlasting debtor, 
or dyvour, and still shall be; for, 
alas, I have nothing for him, and 
he getteth but little service of 
me 1 Pray for me, that our 
Lord would be pleased to give 
me house-room, that I may serve 
him in the calling which he hath 
called me unto. 

Grace be with you. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER LXXXY. 

TO JOHN KENNEDY, BAILIE OF 
AYR. 

Worthy, and Well-beloved 
Brother, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be unto you — I am yet 
waiting what our Lord will do 
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for his afflicted Church, and for 
my re-entry to mv Lord’s house 
Oh that I could hear the for- 
feiture of Christ, (now casten 
out of his inheritance,) recalled, 
and taken off by open proclama- 
tion : and that Christ were re- 
stored to he a free-holder and a 
landed heritor in Scotland : and 
that the courts fenced in the 
name of the bastard Prelates, 
(their godfather the^Fope's LaT- 
1 i ffs and sheriffs,) were cried 
ffownT Oh h(5"w sweet a sight 
were it, to see all the tribes 
of the Lord in this land fetching 
home again our banished King. 
Christ, to his own palace, his 
sanctuary, and his throne ! 1 

shall think it mercy to my soul, 
if my faith will out-watch all this 
winter-night, and not nod nor 
slumber till my Lord’s summer- 
day dawn upon me. It is much 
if faith and hope, in the sad nights 
of our heavy trial, escape with a 
whole skin, and without crack or 
crook. I confess that unbelief 
hath not reason to be either father 
or mother to it, — for unbelief is 
always an irrational thing ; — but 
how can it be, but that such weak 
eyes as ours must cast water in a 
great smoke, or that a weak head 
should not turn giddy when the 
water runneth deep and strong? 
But God be thanked,, that Christ, 
in his children, can endure a stress 
and a storm, howbeit soft nature! 
would fall down in pieces. Oh 
that I had that confidence as to 
rest on this, though he should 
grind me into small powder, and 
bray me into dust, and scatter 
the dust to the four winds of 
heaven, that my Lord would ga- 
ther up the powder, and make 
me up a new vessel again, to bear 
Christ’s name to the world! I 
am sure that love, bottomed and 
seated upon the faith of his love 
to me, would desire and endure 


this, and wmuld even claim and 
threep kindness upon Christ’s 
strokes, and kiss his love-glooms, 
and both spell, and read salvation 
upon the wounds made by Christ’s 
sweet hands. Oh that I had but 
a promise made from the nfiouth 
of Christ of his love to me ! and 
then, howbeit my faith were as 
tender as paper, 1 think I6nging, 
and dwining, and greening of 
sick desires would cause it to bide 
out the siege till the Lord came 
to fill the soul with his love ; and 
I know also, that in that case 
faith would bide green and sappy 
at the root, even at mid-winter, 
and stand out against all storms. 
However it be, 1 know that Christ 
winneth heaven in despite of hell. 
But I owe as many praises and 
thanks to free grace as would lie 
betwixt me and the utmost bor- 
der of the highest heaven, suppose 
ten thousand heavens w ere all laid 
above other. But oh ! 1 have 
nothing that can hire or bud 
grace ; for if grace would take 
hire, it were no more grace ; but 
all our stability, and the strength 
of our salvation, is anchored and 
fastened upon free grace ; and I 
am sure that Christ hath, by his 
death and blood, casten the knot 
so fast, that the fingers of the 
devils and hell-fulls of* sins cannot 
loose it: and that bond of Christ 
(that never yet was, nor ever shall, 
nor can be registrated) standeth 
surer than heaven, or the days of 
heaven, as that sweet pillar 4 of the 
covenant whereon we all hang. 
Christ, with all his little ones 
under his two wings, and in the 
compass or circle of his arms, is 
so sure, that, cast him and them 
into the ground of the sea, he 
shall come up again, and not lose 
one. An odd one cannot, nor 
shall he lost in the telling. 

This was always God’s aim, 
since Christ came into the play 
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betwixt him and us, to make men 
dependent creatures, and, in the 
work of our salvation, to put cre- 
ated strength, and arms and legs 
of clay, quite out of play, and out 
or office and court ; and now God 
hath^substituted in our room and 
accepted his Son, the Mediator, 
for us, and all that we can make. 
If this had not been, I would have 
skinkea over and foregone my 
part of paradise and salvation, for 
a breakfast of dead, moth-eaten 
earth; but now 1 would not give it, 
nor let it go, for more than l can 
tell ; — and truly they are silly fools , 
and ignorant of Christ’s worth, 
and so, full ill-trained andtutored, 
who tell heaven and Christ over 
the board, for two feathers or two 
straws of the devil’s painted plea- 
sures, only lustred on the outer 
side. This is our happiness now, 
that our reckonings at night, when 
eternity shall come upon us, can- 
not be told: we shall be so far 
gainers, and so far from being 
super-expended, (as the poor fools 
of this world are, who give out 
their money, and get in but black 
hunger,) that angels cannot lay 
our counts, nor sum our advan- 
tage and incomes. Who know- 
eth how far it is to the bottom of 
our Christ’s fulness, and to the 
ground of our heaven ? Who 
ever weighed Christ in a pair of 
balances ? Who hath seen the 
foldings and plies, and the heights 
and depths of that glory which is 
in him, and kept for us ? Oh for 
such a heaven as to stand afar off, 
and see, and love, and long for him , 
whill time’s thread be cut^ and 
this great work of creation dis- 
solved, at the coming of our Lord ! 

Now to his grace I recommend 
you. I beseech you also, to pray for 
a re-entry to me into the Lord’s 
bouse, if it be his good will. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
Aberdeen, Jan. 6, 1637. S. R. 


LETTER LXXXVI. 

TO ELIZABETH KENNEDY. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I have long had 
a purpose of writing unto you, 
but 1 have been hindered. I 
heartily desire that ye would mind 
your country, and consider to 
what airth your soul setteth its 
face ; for all come not home at 
night who suppose that they have 
set their face heavenward. It is 
a woful thing to die, and miss 
heaven ? and ' foToge'ho use-room 
with” Christ at night ; — it is an 
evil journey where travellers are 
benighted in the fields. 1 per- 
suade myself that thousands shall 
he deceived and ashamed of their 
hope : because they cast their 
anchor in sinking sands, they must 
lose it. Till now, 1 knew not the 
pain, labour Pnor”'difficuTty that 
there is to win atTfbme : nor did 
I understand so well, before this, 
what that meaneth, 41 The righte- 
ous shall scarcely be saved?’ Oh, 
How maivya p6or professor’s can- 
dle is blown out, and never lighted 
again ! I see that ordinary pro- 
fession, and to be ranked amongst 
the children of God, and to have 
anameamong men, is now thought 
good enough to carry professors 
to heaven ; but certainly a name 
is but a name, and will never 
bide a blast of God’s storm. I 
counsel you not to give your soul 
or Christ rest, nor your eyes 
sleep, till ye have gotten soinei* 
thing that will bide the fire, and 
stand out the storm. I am sure, 
that if my one foot were in hea- 
ven, and if then he should say, 
44 Fend thyself, I will hold my 
grips of thee no longer,” I should 
go no farther, but presently fall 
down in as many pieces of dead 
nature. 

H 
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They are happy for evermore ten thousand worlds, that I might 
who are over head and ears in the let all out upon fair, fair, only 
loye of Christ, and know no sick- fair Christ ! But alas, I have 
ness but love-sickness for Christ, nothing for him, yet he hathmuo^^ 
and feel no pain but the pain of for me. It is no gain to Chrisjt," 
an absent and hidden Well-be- that he getteth my little, feckless 
loved. We run our souls out of span-length and hand-brea<Jth of 
breath, and tire them in coursing love. If men would have some- 
and galloping after our night- thing to do with their hearts and 
dreams, (such are the rovings of their thoughts, that are always 
our miscarrying hearts,) to get rolling up and down like men 
some created good thing in this with oars in a boat, after sinful 
life, and on this side of death, vanities, they might find great 
We would fain stay and spin out and sweet employment to their 
a heaven to ourselves, on this side thoughts upon Christ. If those 
of the water ; but sorrow, want, frothy, fluctuating, and restless 
changes, crosses, and sin are both hearts of ours would come all 
woof and warp in that ill-spun about Christ, and look into his 
web. Oh, how sweet and dear love, to bottomless love, to the 
are those thoughts that are still depth of mercy, to the unsearch- 
upon the things which are above! able riches of his grace, to inquire 
and how happy are they who are after, and search into the beauty 
longing to have little sand in their of God in Christ, they would be 
glass, and to have time’s thread swallowed up in the depth and 
cut, and can cry to Christ, “ Lord height, length and breadth of his 
Jesus, have over : come and fetch goodness. Oh, if men would 
the dreary passenger 1” I wish draw the curtains, and look into 
that our thoughts were more fre- the inner side of the ark, and be- 
quently than they are upon our hold how the fulness of the God- 
country. Oh but heaven casteth head dwelleth in him bodily ! 
a sweet smell afar off, to those Oh! who would not say, “Let 
who have spiritual smelling! God me die, let me die ten times, to 
hath made many fair flowers, but see a sight of him ?” Ten thou- 
the fairest of them all is heaven, sand deaths were no great price 
and the Flower of all flowers is to give for him. I am sure that 
Christ. Oh ! why do we not flee sick, fainting love would heighten 
up to that lovely One? Alas, the market, and raise the price to 
that there is such a scarcity of the double for him. But, alas, 
love, and of lovers to Christ if men and angels were rouped, 
amongst us all ! Fy, fy upon us, and sold at the dearest price, they 
who love fair things, as fair gold, would not all buy a night’s love, 
fair houses, fair lands, fair plea- or a four-and-twenty -hours’ sight 
«ures, fair honours, and fair per- of Christ. Oh, how happy are 
sons, and do not pine and melt they who get Christ for nothing ! 
away with love to Christ! Oh, God send me no more for my 
would to God I had more love part of paradise than Christ ; — 
for his sake! Oh, for as much and surely I were rich enough, and 
as would lie betwixt me and hea- as well heavened as the best of 
ven, for his sake! Oh, for as thorn, if Christ were my heaven, 
much as would go round about I can write no better thing to 
the earth, and over the heaven, you, than to desire you, if ever 
yea, the heaven of heavens, and ye laid Christ in a count, to take 
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hi’ Si up and count him again : and 
weigh him over again and again : 
and after this, have no other to 
court your love, and to woo your 
aoul’s delight, than Christ. He 
will be found worthy of all your 
•loveq howbeit it should swell upon 
you from the earth to the upper- 
most circle of the heaven of hea- 
vens. To our Lord Jesus, and 
his love, I commend you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER LXXXVII. 

TO JONET KENNEDY. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be unto you — Ye are riot 
a little obliged to His rich grace, 
who hath separated you for him- 
self, and for the promised inheri- 
tance with the saints in light, 
from this condemned and guilty 
world. Hold fast Christ, con- 
tend for him : it is a lawful plea 
to go to holding and drawing for 
Christ ; and it is not possible to 
keep Christ peaceably, having 
once gotten him, except the devil 
were dead. It must be your re- 
solution to set your face against 
Satan’s northern tempests and 
storms, for salvation : — nature 
would have heaven come to us 
while sleeping in our beds. We 
would all buy Christ, so being 
we might make price ourselves ; 
but Christ is worth more blood 
and lives than either ye or I have 
to give him. When we shall 
come home, and enter to the 
possession of our Brother’s fair 
kingdom, and when our heads 
shall find the weight of the eter- 
nal crown of glory, and when w< 
shall look back to pains and suf- 
ferings, then shall we see life, and 
sorrow, to be less than one step 


or stride from a prison to glory ; 
and that our little inch of time- 
suffering is not worthy of our 
first night’s welcome-home to hea- 
ven. Oh, what then shall be the 
weight of every one of Christ’s 
kisses! Oh, how weighty, and 
of what worth shall every one of 
Christ’s love-smiles be 1 Oh, 
when once he shall thrust a wea- 
ried traveller’s head betwixt his 
blessed breasts, the poor soul will 
think one kiss of Christ hath fully 
paid home forty or fifty years’ 
wet feet, and all its sore hearts, 
and light sufferings, it had in 
following after Christ ! Oh, 
thrice-blinded souls, whose hearts 
are charmed and bewitched with 
dreams, shadows, feckless things, 
night-vanities, and night-fancies 
of a miserable life of sin ! Shame 
on us, who sit still, fettered with 
the love and liking of the loan 
of a piece of dead clay ! Oh, 
poor fools, w ho are beguiled with 
painted things, and this world’s 
fair-weather, and smooth pro- 
mises, and rotten, worm -eaten 
hopes ! May not the devil laugh 
to see us give out our souls, and 
get in but corrupt and counterfeit 
pleasures of sin ? Oh for a sight 
of eternity’s glory, and a little 
tasting of the Lamb’s marriage- 
supper ! Half a draught, or a 
drop of the wine of consolation, 
that is up at our banqueting- 
house, out of Christ’s own hand, 
would make our stomachs loathe 
the brown bread and the sour 
drink of a miserable life. Oh, 
how far are we bereaved of wit, 
to chase, and hunt, and run, till 
our souls be out of breath, after 
a condemned happiness of our 
own making ! And do we not 
sit far in our owm light, to make 
it a matter of bairn’s play, to 
iskink and drink over paradise, 
land the heaven that Christ did 
1 sweat for, even for a blast of 
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smoke, and for Esau’s morning 
breakfast? Oh, that we were 
out of ourselves, and dead to thi 
world, and this world dead and 
crucified to us! And, when wi 
should be close out of love am 
conceit of any masked and fard 
ed lover whatsoever, then Chris; 
would win and conquer to him 
self a lodging in the inmost yolk 
of our heart ; then Christ should 
be our night-song, and our morn 
ing-song : then the very noise 
and din of our Well-beloved’* 
feet, when he cometh, and his 
first knock or rap at the door 
should be as news of two heavens 
to us. Oh that our eyes and our 
soul’s smelling should go after 
a blasted and sun-burnt flower 
even this plastered, fair-outside( 
world : and then we have neither 
eye nor smell for the Flower of 
Jesse, for that Plant of renown, 
for Christ, the choicest, the fair- 
est, the sweetest Rose that ever 
God planted ! Oh, let some of 
us die to smell the fragrance of 
him ! and let my part of this rot 
ten world be forfeited and sold 
for evermore, providing I may 
anchor my tottering soul upon 
Christ ! I know that it is some- 
times at this, “ Lord, what wilt 
thou have for Christ ?” But, O 
Lord, canst thou be budded, and 
propined with any gift for Christ ? 

0 Lord, can Christ be sold ? or 
rather, may not a poor, needy 
sinner have him for nothing ? If 

1 can get no more, oh, let me be 
pained to all eternity, with long- 
ing for him. The joy of hun- 
gering for Christ should be my 
heaven for evermore. Alas, that 
I cannot draw souls and Christ 
together ! But I desire the com- 
ing of his kingdom, and that 
Christ, as I assuredly hope he 
will, would come upon withered 
Scotland, as rain upon the new- 
mown grass. Oh, let the King 


cornel Oh, let his kingdom 
come ! Oh, let their eyes rot in 
their eye holes, who will not re- 
ceive him home again to reign 
and rule in Scotland. • 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER LXXXVIII. 

TO A CHRISTIAN GENTLEWOMAN. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — Though not 
acquainted, yet, at the desire of 
a Christian brother, I thought 
good to write a line unto you, 
entreating you, in the Lord Jesus, 
under your trials, to keep an ear 
open to Christ, who can speak 
for himself, howbeit your visita- 
tions, and your own sense should 
dream hard things of his love and 
favour. Our Lord never getteth 
so kind a look of us nor our love 
n such a degree, nor our faith 
in such a measure of steadfastness, 
as he getteth out of the furnace 
of our tempting fears and sharp 
trials. I verily believe, (and too 
sad proofs in me say no less,) that 
if our Lord would grind our 
whorish lusts into powder, the 
very old ashes of our corruption 
would take life again, and live, 
nd hold us under so much bon- 
lage, that may humble us, and 
make us sad, till we be in that 
country where we shall need no 
physic at all. Oh, what violent 
means doth our Lord use to gain 
us to him, as if, indeed, we w r ere 
* prize worthy his fighting for ! 
And be sure, if leading would do 
he turn, that he would not us© 
julling of the hair, and drawing: 
>ut the best of us will bide a 
trong pull of our Lord’s right 
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arm ere we follow him. ?Yet I 
say not this, as if our Lord always 
measured afflictions by so many 
ounce-weights, answerable to the 
grain-weights of our guiltiness ; 
I know that he doth in many, 
(an<J possibly in you,) seek no- 
thing so much as faith, that can 
endure summer and winter in 
their extremity. Oh, how pre- 
cious to the Lord are faith and 
love, that when threshed, beaten, 
and chased away, and boasted, 
as it were, by God himself, doth 
yet look warm-like, love-like, kind- 
like, and life-like, home-over to 
Christ, and would be in at him, 
ill and well as it may be ! 

Think it not much, that your 
husband, or the nearest to you in 
the world, proveth to have the 
bowels and mercy of the ostrich — 
hard, and rigorous, and cruel : 
for (Psalm xxvii. 10) the Lord 
taketh up such fallen ones as these. 
I could not wish a sweeter life, 
or more satisfying expressions of 
kindness, till I be up at that 
Prince of kindness, than the 
Lord’s saints find, when the Lord 
taketh up men’s refuse, and lodg- 
eth this world’s outlaws, whom 
no man seeketh after. His breath 
is never so hot, his love casteth 
never such a flame, as wdien this 
world, and those who should be 
the helpers of our joy, cast water 
on our coal. It is a sweet thing 
to see them cast out, and God 
take in ; and to see them throw 
us away, as the refuse of men, 
and God take us up as his jewels 
and his treasure. Often he mak- 
eth gold of dross, as once he made 
the cast-away Stone, the Stone 
rejected by the builders, the Head 
of the corner. The princes of 
this world would not have our 
Lord Jesus as a pinning in the 
wall, or to have any place in the 
building; but the Lord made him 
the Master-stone of power and 


place. God be thanked, that this 
world hath not power to cry us 
down so many pounds, as rulers 
cry dow r n light gold, or light 
silver : we shall stand for as much 
as our Master-coiner, Christ, 
whose coin, arms, and stamp we 
hear, will have us — Christ hath 
no miscarrying balance. Thank 
your Lord, who chaseth your love 
through two kingdoms, and fol- 
io weth you and it over sea, to 
have you for himself, as he speak- 
eth, (Hos. iii.) For God layeth 
up his saints, as the wale and the 
choice of all the world for him- 
self; and this is like Christ and 
his love. Oh, what in heaven, 
or out of heaven, is comparable 
to the smell of Christ’s garments ! 
Nay, suppose that our Lord w'ould 
manifest his art, and make ten 
thousand heavens of good and 
glorious things, and of new joys, 
devised out of the deep of infinite 
wisdom, he could not make the 
like of Christ ; for Christ is God, 
and God cannot be made : and 
therefore, let us hold us with 
Christ, howbeit we might have 
our wale and will of a host of 
iovers, as many as three heavens 
could contain. Oh, that he and 
we were together ! Oh, when 
Christ and ye shall meet about 
the utmost march and borders of 
time, and the entry into eternity, 
ye shall see heaven in his face at 
the first look, and salvation and 
glory sitting in his countenance, 
and betwixt his eyes. Faint not ; 
the miles to heaven are but few 
and short ; he is making a green 
bed (as the word speaketh, Cant, 
i.) of love, for himself and you. 
There are many heads lying in 
Christ’s bosom, but there is room 
for yours among th f 3 rest ; and 
therefore, go on, and let hope go 
before you. Sin not in your 
trials, and the victory is yours. 
Pray, wrestle, and believe, and 
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ye shall overcome and prevail see such a great wit play the agent 
with God, as Jacob did. No so slenderly; but I will lay the 
windlestraws, no bits of clay, no blame on the weakness of the 
temptations, which are of no cause, not on the meanness of 
longer life than an hour, will Mr. L.’s learning. I have been», 
then be able to withstand you, and still am confident, that Bri- 
when once ye have prevailed with tain cannot answer one argument 
God. a scandalo : and I longed much 

Help me with your prayers, to hear Mr. L. speak to the 
that it would please the Lord to cause : and I would say, if some 
give me house room again, to ordinary divine had answered as 
speak of his righteousness in the Mr. L. doth, that he understood 
great congregation, if it may seem not the nature of a scandal ; but 
good in his sight. I dare not vilify that w orthy man 

Grace, grace be with you. so. I am now upon the heat of 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, some other employment. 1 shall, 
S. R. (but God willing,) answer this, 
Aberdeen, July 6, 1637. to the satisfying of any not preju- 

diced. 

I will not say that every one is 
acquainted with the reason, in my 
LETTER LXXXIX. letter, from God’s presence and 
bright shining face, in suffering 
to my lord craigh all. for this cause. Aristotle never 

knew the medium of the conclu- 
My Lord, — I received Mr. L.’s sion : and Christ saith few know 
letter with your lordship’s, and it, (see Rev. ii. 17.) I am sure 
his learned thoughts in the mat- that conscience standing in awe 
ter of ceremonies. I ow'e respect of the Almighty, and fearing to 
to the man’s learning, for that 1 make a little hole in the bottom 
hear him to be opposed to Armi- for fear of under-water, is a 
nian heresies: but (with reverence strong medium to hold off an er- 
of that worthy man) I wonder to roneous conclusion in the least 
hear such popish-like expressions wing or lith of sweet, sweet truth, 
as he hath in his letter, as “ Your that concerneth the royal prero- 
lordship may spare doubtings, gative of our kingly and highest 
when the king and Church have Lord Jesus ; and my witness is 
agreed in the settling of such in heaven, that I saw neither 
orders ; and the Church’s direc- pleasure, nor profit, nor honour, 
tion in things indifferent and cir- to hook me, or catch me, in en- 
cumstantial, (as if indifferent and tering into prison for Christ,; but 
circumstantial were all one,) the wind on my face for the pre- 
should be the rule of every pri- sent; and if I 'had loved to sleep 
vate Christian.” I only viewed in a whole skin, with the ease and 
the papers two hours’ space, the present delight that I saw on this 
bearer hastening me to write. I side of sun and moon, l should 
find the worthy man not so seen have lived at ease, and in good 
in this controversy, as some tur- hopes to fare as well as others, 
bulent men of our country, whom The Lord knoweth that I pre- 
he calleth refusers of conformity : ferred preaching of Christ, and 
and let me say it, I am more con- still do, to anything next to Christ 
firmed in nonconformity, when I himself. And their new canons 
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took my one, my only joy, from 
me, which was to me as the poor 
man’s one eye, that had no more ; 
and, alas, there is little lodging 
ifi their hearts for pity or mercy, 
to pluck out a poor man’s one eye 
for 9 thing indifferent ; id est , for 
knots of straw, and things (as 
they mean) off the way to heaven. 
I desire not that my name take 
journey, and go a pilgrim to 
Cambridge, for fear I come into 
the ears of authority — I am suffi- 
ciently burnt already. 

In the mean time, be pleased to 
try if the bishop of St. Andrews, 
and Glasgow, (Galloway’s Ordi- 
nary,) will be pleased to abate 
from the heat of their wrath, and 
let me go to my charge. Few 
know the heart of a prisoner ; 
yet I hope that the Lord will hew 
his own glory out of as knotty 
timber as I am. Keep Christ, 
my dear and worthy Lord. Pre- 
tended paper-arguments from an- 
gering the mother-church, that 
can reel, and nod, and stagger, 
are not of such weight as peace 
with the Father, and Husband. 
Let the wife gloom, I care not, if 
the Husband laugh. 

Remember my service to my 
lord your father, and mother, 
and lady. Grace be with you. 
Yours, at all obedience in Christ, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, January 24, 1637. 


LETTER XC. 

TO JOHN KENNEDY. 

My Loving and most Affec- 
tionate Brother in Christ, — I sa- 
lute you with grace, mercy, and 
peace, from God our Father, and 
from our Lord Jesus Christ. 

I promised to write to you, 
and although late enough, yet I 


iow make it good. I heard with 
grief of your great danger of per- 
ishing by the sea, and of your mer- 
ciful deliverance, with joy. Sure 
lam, brother , that Satan will leave 
no stone unrolled, as the proverb 
s, to roll you off your Rock, or at 
east to shake and unsettle you : 
for at that same time, the mouths 
of wicked men were opened in 
hard speeches against you, by- 
land, and the Prince of the power 
of the air was angry with you by 
sea. See then how much ye are 
obliged to that malicious murder- 
er, who would beat you with two 
rods at one time ; but, blessed be 
God 1 his arm is short ; if the 
sea and winds would have obeyed 
him ye had never come to land. 
Thank your God, who saith, 
(Rev. i. 18,) “ I have the keys of 
hell, and of death (Deut. xxxii. 
39,) u I kill, and I make alive 
(1 Sam. ii. 6,) “ The Lord bring- 
ith down to the grave, and bring- 
i thup.” If Satan were jailor, and 
had the keys of death and of the 
grave, they should be stored with 
more prisoners. Ye were knock- 
ing at these black gates, and ye 
found the doors shut ; and we do 
all welcome you back again. 

I trust that ye know it is not 
for nothing that ye are sent to us 
again. The Lord knew that ye 
had forgotten something that was 
necessary for your journey ; that 
your armour was not as yet thick 
enough against the stroke of death. 
Now, in the strength of Jesus, 
despatch your business ; that debt 
is not forgiven , but fristed : death 
hath not bidden you farewell, but 
hath only left you for a short sea- 
son. End your journey, ere the 
night come upon you-: have all 
in readiness against the time that 
ye must sail through that black 
and impetuous Jordan ; and Je- 
sus, Jesus, who knoweth both 
those depths and the rocks, and 
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all the coasts, be your pilot. Th 
last tide will not wait for you on 
moment: if ye forget anything 
when your sea is full, and youi 
foot in that ship, there is no re 
turning again to fetch it. Whai 
ye_do amiss in your_ life 
ye m ay^ a m e fuTTF to -m or r c v ; for 
as many suns as God maketh t 
arise upon you, ye have as man) 
new lives; but je can die_bu 
once, and if ; 

liti&iftess, ye cannot come back t< 
mend that piece of work again 
No man sinneth twice in dying 
ill ; as we die but once, so we die 
but ill or well once. Ye see how 
the number of your months is 
written in God’s book ; and as 
one of the Lord’s hirelings, ye 
must work till the shadow of the 
evening come upon you, and ye 
shall run out your glass even to 
the last pickle of sand. Fulfil 
your course with joy ; for we 
take nothing to the grave with 
us, butji good or evil conscience. 
And, although the sky clear after 
this storm, yet clouds will engen- 
der another. 

Ye contracted with Christ, I 
hope, when first ye began to fol- 
low" him, that ye would bear his 
cross. Fulfil your part of the 
contract with patience, and break 
not to Jesus Christ. Be honest, 
Brother, in your bargaining with 
him : for who knoweth better how 
to bring up children than our 
God ? For, (to lay aside his 
knowledge, of the which there is 
no finding out,) he hath been 
practised in bringing up his heirs 
these five thousand years, and his 
bairns are all well brought up, 
and many of them are honest men 
now at home, up in their own 
house in Heaven, and are entered 
heirs to their Father’s inheritance. 
Now, the form of his bringing-up 
was by chastisements, scourging, 
correcting, nurturing : and see 


if he maketh exception of any of 
his bairns, (Rev. iii. 19; Heb. 
xii. 7, 8.) No: his eldest Son, 
and his Heir, Jesus, is nof except- 
ed, (Heb. ii. 10.) Suffer we 
must : ere we were born, God 
decreed it ; and it is easietr to 
complain of his decree, than to 
change it. It is true, terrors of 
conscience cast us down ; and yet 
without terrors of conscience we 
cannot be raised up again : fears 
and doublings shake us ; and yet 
without fears and doubtings we 
would soon sleep, and lose our 
grips of Christ : tribulation and 
temptations will almost loosen us 
at the root ; and yet, without tri- 
bulations and temptations, we can 
now no more grow, than herbs or 
;orn without rain. Sin, and Sa- 
tan, and the world, will say, and 
cry in our ear, that we have a 
hard reckoning to make in judg- 
ment ; and yet none of these 
three, except they lie, dare say in 
our face, that our sin can change 
he tenor of the New Covenant. 
Forward then, dear Brother, and 
ose not your grips. Hold fast 
he truth ; for the world, sell not 
one dram-weight of God’s truth, 
specially now, when most men 
measure truth by time, like young 
seamen setting their compass by a 
loud ; for now time is father and 
mother to truth, in the thoughts 
nd practices of our evil time. 
The God of truth establish us ; 
or, alas ! now there are none to 
omfort the prisoners of hope, 
,nd the mourners in Zion. We 
:an do little, except pray and 
mourn for Joseph in the stocks. 
And let their tongue cleave to 
he roof of their mouth who for- 
get Jerusalem now in her day: 
nd the Lord remember Edom, 
nd render to him as he hath 
lone to us. 

Now, Brother, I shall not 
weary you ; but I entreat you to 
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remember my clearest love to 
Mr. David Dickson, with whom 
I have small acquaintance ; yet 
I bless the Lord, I know that he 
both prayeth and doeth for our 
dying Kirk. Remember my 
dealest love to John Stuart, 
whom Hove in Christ ; and show 
him from me, that I do always 
remember him, and hope for a 
meeting. The Lord Jesus esta- 
blish him more and more, though 
he be already a strong man in 
Christ. Remember my heartiest 
affection in Christ to William 
Rodger, whom I also remember 
to God. I wish that the first 
news I hear of him, and you, 
and all that love our common 
Saviour, in those bounds, may 
be, that they are so knit and 
linked, and kindly fastened in 
love with the Son of God, that 
ye may say, “ Now if we would 
ever so fa'^n escape out of Christ’s 
bands, yet love hath so bound us, 
that we cannot get our hands 
free again ; he hath so ravished 
our hearts, that there is no loosen- 
ing of his grips ; the chains of his 
soul-ravishing love are so strong, 
that neither the grave nor death 
will break them.” I hope, Bro- 
ther, yea, I doubt not of it, that 
ye lay me, and my first entry to 
the Lord’s vineyard, and my 
flock, before Him who hath put 
me into his work : as the Lord 
knoweth, since first I saw you, 1 
have been mindful of you. Ma- 
rion Macknaught doth remember 
most heartily her love to you, 
and to John Stuart. Blessed be 
the Lord ! that in God’s mercy, 

I found in this country such a 
woman, to whom Jesus is dearer 
than her own heart, wh£n there 
be so many that cast Christ over 
their shoulder. Good Brother, 
call to mind the memory of your 
worthy father, now asleep in 
Christ ; and as his custom was, 


pray continually, and wrestle for 
the life of a dying, breathless 
Kirk ; and desire John Stuart 
not to forget poor Zion, — she 
hath few friends, and few to 
speak one good word for her. 

Now I commend you, your 
whole soul, and body, and spirit, 
to Jesus Christ and his keeping, 
hoping that ye will live and die, 
stand and fall, with the cause of 
our Master, Jesus. The Lord* 
Jesus himself be with your spirit. 
Your loving Brother in our 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Anwoth, Feb. 2, 1637. 


LETTER XCI. 

TO MY WELL-BELOVED, AND RE- 
VEREND BROTHER, MR. ROBERT 
BLAIR. 

Reverend, and dearly Beloved 
Brother, — Grace, mercy, and 
jeace from God our Father, and 
from our Lord Jesus Christ, be 
into you. 

It is no great wonder, my dear 
Brother, that ye be in heaviness 
’or a season, and that God’s will, 
n crossing your design and de- 
sires to dwell amongst a people 
whose God is the Lord, should 
move you. I deny not that ye 
have cause to inquire what his 
providence speaketh in this to 
you ; but God’s directing and 
commanding will can, by no good 
>gic, he concluded from events 
of providence. The Lord sent 
Paul on many errands for the 
spreading of his gospel, where he 
found lions in his way. A pro- 
mise was made to his people of 
he Holy Land, and yet many 
nations were in the way, fighting 
igainst, and ready to kill them 
who had the promise, or to keep 
hem from possessing that good 
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land which the Lord their God 
had given them. I know that 
ye have most to do with submis- 
sion of spirit ; but I persuade ray- 
self that ye have learned, in every 
condition wherein ye are cast, 
therein to be content, and to say, 
44 Good is the will of the Lord, 
let it be done.” I believe that 
the Lord tackleth his ship often 
to fetch the wind, and that he 
purposeth to bring mercy out 
of your sufferings and silence, 
which, (I know from mine own 
experience,) is grievous to you. 
Seeing that he knoweth our wil- 
ling mind to serve him, our wages 
and stipend is running to the fore 
with our God, even as some sick 
soldiers get pay when they are 
bedfast, and not able to go to the 
field with others. 44 Though 
Israel be not gathered, yet shall 
I be glorious in the eyes of the 
Lord, and my God shall be my 
strength,” (Isaiah xlix. 5.) And 
we are to believe it shall be thus 
ere all the play be played. (Jer. 
li. 35,) 44 The violence done to 
me and my flesh be upon Baby- 
lon,” and the great whore’s 
lovers, 44 shall the inhabitants of 
Zion say ; and my blood be upon 
Chaldea, shall Jerusalem say.” 
And, (Zech. xii. 2,) 44 Behold I 
will make Jerusalem a cup of 
trembling to all the people round 
about, when they shall be in the 
siege both against Judah and 
against Jerusalem ;”ver. 3, 44 And 
in that day will I make Jerusalem 
aburdensome stonefor all people; 
they that burden themselves with 
it "shall be broken in pieces, 
though all the people of the earth 
be gathered against it.” When 
they have eaten and swallowed us 
up, they snail be sick, and vomit 
us out living men again : — the 
devil’s stomach cannot digest the 
Church of God. Suffering is 
the other half of our ministry, 


howbeit the hardest : for we 
would be content that our King, 
Jesus, should make an open pro- 
clamation, and cry down crosses, 
and cry up joy, gladness, ease, ho- 
nour, and peace ; but it must not 
be so ; through many afflictions 
we must enter into the kingaom 
of God. Not only by them, but 
through them must we go 9 ; and 
wiles will not take us past the 
cross : — it is folly to think to 
steal to heaven with a whole skin. 

For myself, I am here a prison- 
er confined in Aberdeen, threat- 
ened to be removed to Caithness, 
because I desire to edify in this 
town ; and am openly preached 
against in the pulpits in my hear- 
ing, and tempted with disputations 
by the doctors, especially by D. 
B. Yet I am not ashamed of the 
garland and crown of my Lord 
Jesus. I would not exchange my 
weeping with the painted laughter 
of the fourteen Prelates*. At my 
first coming here 1 took the dorts 
at Christ, and would, forsooth, 
summon him for unkindness. I 
sought a plea of my Lord, and 
was tossed with challenges whe- 
ther he loved me or not ; and 
disputed over again all that he 
had done to me, because his word 
was a fire shut up in my bowels 
and I was weary with forbearing, 
because I said I was cast out of 
the Lord’s inheritance : but now 
l see that I was a fool. My 
Lord miskent all, and did bear 
with my foolish jealousies, and 
miskent that ever J wronged his 
love ; and now he is come again 
with mercy under his wings. I 
passed from my (oh thoughtless !) 
summons : he is God, I see, and 
I am man. Now it hath pleased 
him to renew his love to my soul, 
and to dawt his poor prisoner. 
Therefore, dear Brother, help 
me to praise ; and show the 
Lord’s people with you what he 
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hath done to my soul, that they I 

may pray and praise ; and I LETTER XCII. 


charge you, in the name of Christ, 
not to omit it : for this cause I 
.write to you, that my sufferings 
may glorify my royal King, and 
edi£y his Church in Ireland. Ho 
knoweth how one of Christ’s 
love-coals hath burnt my soul 
with & desire to have my bonds 
to preach his glory, whose cross 
I now bear. God forgive you if 
you do it not ; but 1 hope the 
Lord will move your heart, to 
proclaim in my behalf the sweet- 
ness, excellency, and glory of mv 
royal King. It is but our soft 
flesh that hath raised a slander 
on the cross of Christ : I see now 
the white side of it ; my Lord’s 
chains are all over-gilded. Oh, 
if Scotland and Ireland had part 
of my feast ! And yet I get not 
my meat but with many strokes. 
There are none here to whom I 
can speak : I dwell in Kedar’s 
tents. Refresh me with a letter 
from you. Few know what is 
betwixt Christ and me. 

Dear Brother, upon my salva- 
tion, this is his truth that we 
suffer for. Christ would not 
seal a blank charter to souls. 
Courage, courage, joy, joy for 
evermore! Oh joy unspeakable 
and glorious! Oh for help to 
set my crowned King on high ! 
Oh for love to Him who is alto- 
gether lovely ! that love which 
many waters cannot quench, nei- 
ther can the floods drown ! 

I remember you, and bear 
your name on my breast to 
Christ. I beseech you forget 
not his afflicted prisoner. Grace, 
mercy, and peace be with you. 
Salute, in the Lord, from me, 
Mr. Cunningham, Mr. Living- 
stone, Mr. Ridge, Mr. Col wart, 
&c. Your Brother, and Fellow- 
prisoner, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Feb. 7, 1637. 


TO HIS REVEREND AND DEAR BRO- 
THER, MR. JOHN LIVINGSTONE. 

My Reverend, and Dear Bro- 
ther, — Grace, mercy, and peace 
be to you — I long to hear from 
you, and to be refreshed with the 
comforts of the bride of our Lord 
Jesus in Ireland. I suffer witfi 
you in grief, for the dash that 
your desires to be at N. E. have 
received of late; but if our Lord, 
who hath skill to bring up his 
children, had not seen it your 
best, it would not have befallen 
you. Hold your peace, and stay 
yourselves upon the Holy One of 
Israel. Hearken to what he hath 
said in crossing of your desires, 
he will speak peace to his people. 

I am here removed from my 
flock, and silenced, and confined 
in Aberdeen, for the testimony 
of Jesus ; and I have been con- 
fined in spirit also with desertions 
and challenges. I gave in a bill 
of quarrels, and complaints of 
unkindness against Christ, who 
seemed to have cast me over the 
dyke of the vineyard, as a dry 
tree, and separated me from the 
Lord’s inheritance ; but high, 
high and loud praises be to our 
royal crowned King in Zion, 
that he hath not burnt the dry 
branch — I shall yet live, and see 
his glory. 

Your mother-church, for her 
whoredom, is like to be cast off. 
The bairns may break their hearts, 
to see such chiding betwixt the 
husband and the wife. Our clergy 
is upon a reconciliation with the 
Lutherans, and the doctors are 
writing books, and drawing up a 
common confession, at the coun- 
cil’s command. Our Service- 
book is proclaimed with sound of 
trumpet. The night is fallen 
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down upon the prophets ; Scot- 
land's day of visitation is come : 
it is time for the bride to weep, 
while Christ is a-saying that he 
will choose another wife. But 
our sky will clear again. The 
dry branch of cut-down Lebanon 
will bud again and be glorious, 
and they shall yet plant vines 
upon our mountains. 

Now, my dear Brother, 1 
write to you for this end, that ye 
may help me to praise, and seek 
help of others with you, that 
God maybe glorified in my bonds. 
My Lord Jesus hath taken the 
withered, dry stranger, and his 
prisoner broken in heart, into his 
house-of-wine. Oh ! oh if ye, 
and all Scotland, and all our bre- 
thren with you knew how I am 
feasted ! Christ’s honey-combs 
drop comforts. He dineth with 
his prisoner, and the King’s 
spikenard casteth a smell. The 
devil cannot get it denied that we 
suffer for the apple of Christ’s 
eye, his royal prerogatives, as 
King and Law-giver. Let us 
not fear or faint. He will have 
his gospel once again rouped in 
Scotland, and have the matter 
going to voices, to see who will 
say, “ Let Christ be crowned 
King in Scotland.” It is true 
that Antichrist stirreth his tail ; 
but I love a rumbling and raging 
devil in the Kirk, (since the 
Church militant cannot or may 
not want a devil to trouble her,) 
rather than a subtile or sleeping 
devil. Christ never yet got a 
bride without stroke of sword. 
It is now nigh the Bridegroom’s 
entering into his chamber, let us 
awake and go in with him. 

I bear your name to Christ’s 
door ; I pray you, dear Brother, 
forget me not. Let me hear 
from you by a letter, and I charge 
you, smother not Christ’s bounty 
towards me. 1 write what 1 have 


found of him in the house of my 
pilgrimage. Remember my love 
to all our brethren and sisters 
there. 

The Keeper of the vineyard* 
watch for his besieged city, and 
for you. Your Brother, and 
Fellow-sufferer, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Feb. 7, 1637. 


LETTER XCIII. 

TO MR. EPHRAIM MELVIN. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— I received your letter, and am 
contented, with all my heart, that 
our acquaintance in our Lord 
continue. 

I ain wrestling, as I dow, up 
the mount with Christ’s cross : 
my Second is kind and able to 
help. 

As for your questions, because 
of my manifold distractions, and 
letters to multitudes, I have not 
time to answer them. What 
shall be said, in common for 
that, shall be imparted to you: 
for I am upon these questions : 
therefore, spare mealittle, for the 
Service-book would take a great 
time. But I think, Sicut deoscu- 
latio religiosa imaginis, aut etiara 
elementorum, est in se idololatria 
externa, etsi intentio deosculandi, 
tota, quanta in actu est, feratur 
in Deum 'jrpuroTvnbv ; ita,genicu- 
latio coram pane, quando, nempe, 
ex instituto, totus homo externus 
et in tern us versari debeat circa 
elementaria signa, est adoratio 
relativa, et adoratio ipsius panis. 
Ratio: Intentioadorandiobjectum 
nateriale, non est de essentia ex- 
ernae adorationis, ut patet in de- 
osculatioue religiosa. Sicgeniou- 
latio coram imagine Babylonica 
est externa adoratio imaginis, etsi 
res puerimenteintendisaent ador- 
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are Jehoyam. Sic, qui ex metu 
solo, aut spe pretii, aut inanis 
glori®, geniculatur coram aureo 
vitulo Jeroboami, (quod ab ipso 
®ege, qui nulla religione inductus, 
sed libidine dorainandi tantum. 
vitulum erexit, factitatum esse, 
textus satis luculenter clamat,) 
adorat vitulum externa adora- 
tione esto quod putaret vitulum 
esse meram creaturam, et honore 
nullo dignum : quia geniculatio, 
sive nos nolumus, sive volumus. 
ex instituto Dei et naturae, in 
actu religioso, est symbol um re- 
ligiosai adorationis : ergo, sicut 
panis significat corpus Christi, 
etsi absit actus omnis nostrae in- 
tentionis ; sic religiosa genicu- 
latio, sublata omni intentione 
humana, est externa adoratio 
panis, coram quo adorainus, ut 
coram signo vicario et repre- 
sentative Dei. 

Thus recommending you to 
God’s tender mercy, I desire 
that ye would remember me to 
God. Sanctification will settle 
you most in tEelFutH. 

‘“Grace' be ' with you. Your 
Brother in Christ Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER XCIV.. 

TO ROBERT GORDON, OF KNOCK- 
BREX. 

My very Worthy, and Dear 
Friend, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — Though all Gal 
loway should have forgotten me, 
I would have expected a letter 
from you ere now : — but I will 
not expound it to be forgetfulness 
of me. 

Now my dear brother, I can- 
not show you how matters go be- 
twixt Christ and me. 1 find my 
Lord going and coming seven 


ti mes a-day . His visits are short ; 
but they are both frequent and 
sweet. I dare not for my life 
think of a challenge of my Lord. 

I hear ill tales, and hard reports 
of Christ, from the tempter, and 
my flesh : but love believeth no 
vil. I may swear that they are 
liars, and that apprehensions make 
lies of Christ’s honest and un- 
alterable love to me. I dare 
say that I am a dry tree, or that 
I have no room at all in the vine- 
yard : but yet I often think that 
the sparrows are blessed, who 
may resort to the house of God 
in Anwoth, from which I am ba- 
nished. 

Temptations, that I supposed 
to he stricken dead, and laid upon 
their back, rise again and revive 
upon me ; yea, I see that, while 
I live, temptations will not die. 
The devil seemeth to brag and 
boast as much, as if he had more 
court with Christ than I have ; 
and as if he had charmed and 
blasted my ministry, that I shall 
do no more good in public : but 
his wind shaketh no corn. I 
will not believe that Christ would 
have made such a mint to have 
me to himself, and have taken so 
much pains upon ine as he hath 
done, and then slip so easily from 
possession, and lose the glory of 
what he hath done. Nay, since 
1 came to Aberdeen, I have been 
taken up to see the new land, 
the fair palace of the Lamb : 
and, will Christ let me see hea- 
ven, to break my heart, and never 
give it to me ? I shall not think 
my Lord Jesus giveth a dumb 
earnest, or putteth his seals to 
blank paper, or intendeth to put 
me off with fair and false pro- 
mises. 

I see that now, which I never 
saw well before. — 1. I see faith's 
necessity in a fair day is never 
known aright; but now I miss no- 
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thing so much as faith. Hunger 
in me runneth to fair and sweet 
promises ; but, when I come, I 
am like a hungry man that want- 
eth teeth, or a weak stomach 
having a sharp appetite that is 
filled with the very sight of meat, 
or like one slupified with cold 
under the water, that would fain 
come to land, but cannot grip 
any thing casten to him. I can 
let Christ grip me, but 1 cannot 
grip him. I love to be kissed, 
and to sit on Christ’s knee ; but 
I cannot set my feet to the ground, 
for afflictions bring the cramp 
upon my faith. All that I dow 
do is to hold out a lame faith to 
Christ, like a beggar holding out 
a stump, instead of an arm, or 
leg, and crying, “ Lord Jesus 
work a miracle!” Oh, what 
would I give to have hands and 
arms, to grip strongly, and fold 
heartsomely about Christ’s neck, 
and to have my claim made good 
with real possession ! I think 
that my love to Christ hath feet 
in abundance, and runneth swiftly 
to be at him, but it wanteth hands 
and fingers to apprehend him. I 
think that I would give Christ 
every morning my blessing, to 
have as much faith as I have love 
and hunger ; at least, I miss 
faith more than love or hunger. 

2. I see that mortification, and 
to be crucified to the world, is 
not so highly accounted of by us 
as it should be. Oh, how hea- 
venly a thing it is to be dead, 
and dumb, and deaf to this world’s 
sweet music ! I confess it hath 
pleased his Majesty to make me 
laugh at children, who are wooing 
this world for their match. I 
see men lying about the world, 
as nobles about a king’s court ; 
and I wonder what they are all 
doing there. As I am at this 
present I would scorn to court 
such a feckless and petty princess, 


or buy this world’s kindness with 
a bow of my knee. I scarce now 
either hear or see what it is that 
this world offereth me ; I know 
that it is little which it can tak^ 
from me, and as little that it can 
give me. I recommend mortifi- 
cation to you above any thing : 
for, alas ! we but chase feathers 
flying in the air, and tiye our 
own spirits for the froth and over- 
gilded clay of a dying life. One 
sight of what my Lord hath let 
me see within this short time, is 
worth a world of worlds. 

3. I thought courage in the 
time of trouble for Christ’s sake, 
a thing that I might take up at 
my foot; I thought that the very 
remembrance of the honesty of 
the cause would be enough ; but 
I was a fool in so thinking. I 
have much ado now to win to one 
smile. But I see that joy grow- 
eth up in heaven, and it is above 
our short arm. Christ will be 
steward and dispenser himself, 
and none else but he ; therefore, 
now, I count much of one dram- 
weight of spiritual joy. One 
smile of Christ’s face is now to 
me as a kingdom, and yet he is 
no niggard to me of comforts. 
Truly I have no cause to say 
that I am pinched with penury, 
or that the consolations of Christ 
are dried up: for he hath poured 
down rivers upon a dry wilder- 
ness, the like of me, to my admi- 
ration : and in my very swoon- 
ngs, he holdeth up ray head, and 
stayeth me with flagons of wine, 
and comforteth me with apples. 
My house and bed are strewed 
with kisses of love. Praise, praise 
with me. Oh, if ye and L be- 
twixt us could lift up Christ upon 
his throne, howbeit all Scotland 
should cast him down to the 
ground ! 

My brother’s case toucheth rae 
near . I hope that ye will be kind 
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to him, and give him your best 
counsel. 

Remember my love to your 
brother, to your wife, and G. 
Jl. Desire him to be faithful, 
and to repent of his hypocrisy ; 
and say that I wrote it to you. 
I wish him salvation. Writetome 
your mind anent C. E., and C. 
Y., aijd their wives, and I. G., 
or any others in my parish. I 
fear that I am forgotten amongst 
them ; but I cannot forget them. 

The prisoner’s prayers and 
blessings come upon you. Grace, 
grace be with you. Your Bro- 
ther, in the Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Feb. 9, 1637. 


LETTER XCV. 

TO THE HONOURABLE, AND TRULY 

NOBLE LADY, THE VISCOUNTESS 

OF KENMURE. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to your Ladyship — I 
long to hear from you. 1 am 
here waiting, if a good wind, 
long looked for, will at length 
blow into Christ’s sails, in this 
land. But I wonder if Jesus be 
not content to suffer more yet in 
his members and cause, and in 
the beauty of his house, rather 
than he should not be avenged 
upon this land. I hear that 
many worthy men, (who see 
more in the Lord’s dealings, 
than I can take up with my dim 
sight,) are of a contrary mind, 
and do believe that the Lord is 
coming home again, to his house 
in Scotland. I hope he is on 
his journey that way ; yet I look 
not but that he will feed this land 
with their own blood, before he 
establish his throne amongst us. 
I know that your honour is not 
looking after things hereaway. 


Ye have no great cause to think 
that your stock and principal is 
under the roof of these visible 
heavens ; and I hope that ye 
would think yourself a beguiled 
and cozened soul if it were so. 

I should be sorry to counsel your 
Ladyship to make a covenant 
with time, and this life ; but 
rather desire you to hold in fair 
generals, and afar off from this_ 
ill-founded heaven, that is on 
this side of the water. It speak- 
eth somewhat, when our Lord 
bloweth the bloom off our daft 
hopes in this life, and loppeth 
the branches off our worldly joys, 
well nigh the root, on purpose 
that they should not thrive. Lord 
spill my fool’s heaven in this life, 
that I may be saved for ever. A 
forfeiture of the saint’s part of 
the yolk and marrow of short- 
laughing worldly happiness, is 
not such a real evil as our blinded 
eyes conceive. 

I am thinking long now for 
some deliverance more than be- 
fore. But I know that I am in 
an error. It is possible I am not 
come to that measure of trial 
which the Lord is seeking in his 
work. If my friends in Galloway 1 
would effectually do for my deli- 
verance, I should exceedingly re- 
joice ; but I know not but the 
Lord hath a way whereof he will 
be the only reaper of praises. 

Let me know with the bearer 
how the child is. The Lord be 
his tutor, and your only com- 
forter. There is nothing here 
where I am, but profanity and 
atheism. Grace, grace be with 
your Ladyship. 

Your Ladyship’s, at all obliged 
obedience, in Christ, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Feb. 13, 1637. 
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LETTER XCVI. 

TO THE NOBLE, AND CHRISTIAN 

LADY, THE VISCOUNTESS OF 

K.ENMURE. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I would not 
omit the occasion to write to your 
Ladyship with the bearer. I am 
glad that the child is well. God’s 
favour, even in the eyes of men, 
be seen upon him ! 

I hope that your Ladyship is 
thinking upon these sad and wo- 
ful days wherein we now live ; 
when our Lord, in his righteous 
judgment, is sending the Kirk 
the gate she is going, to Rome’s 
brothel-house, to seek a lover of 
her own, seeing that she hath 
given up with Christ her husband. 
Oh, what sweet comfort, what 
rich salvation, are laid up for 
those who had rather wash and 
roll their garments in their own 
blood, than break out from Christ 
by apostasy! Keep yourself in 
the love of Christ, and stand far 
aback from the pollutions of the 
world. Side not with these times, 
and hold off from coming nigh the 
signs of a conspiracy with those 
that are now come out against 
Christ, that ye may be one kept 
for Christ only. I know that 
your Ladyship thinketh upon this, 
and how you may be humbled for 
yourself and this backsliding land ; 
for I avouch, that wrath from the 
Lord is gone out against Scot- 
land. I think aye the longer the 
better of my royal and worthy 
Master. He is become a new 
Well-beloved to me now, in re- 
newed consolations, by the pre- 
sence of the Spirit of grace and 
glory. Christ’s garments smell 
of the powder of the merchant, 
when he cometh out of his ivory 
chambers. Oh, his perfumed 


face, his fair face, h|s lovely and 
kindly kisses, have made me, a 
poor prisoner, see, that there is 
more to be had of Christ in this 
life than I believed ! We thinV 
all is but a little earnest, a four- 
hours’, a small tasting, whicj) we 
have, or that is to be had in this 
life, (which is true compared with 
the inheritance;) but yet J, know 
it is more, it is the kingdom of 
God within us. Wo, wo is me, 
that I have not ten loves for that 
one Lord Jesus ; and that love 
faileth, and drieth tap in loving 
him ; and that I find no way to 
spend my love desires, and the 
yolk of my heart upon tnat fairest 
and dearest One. I am far be- 
hind with my narrow heart. Oh, 
how ebb a soul have I to take in 
Christ’s love ! for, let worlds be 
multiplied, according to angels* 
understanding, ill millions, whill 
they weary themselves ; these 
worlds would not contain the 
thousandth part of his love* Oh 
if I could yoke in amongst the 
thick of angels, and seraplnms, 
aid now glorified saints, and 
could raise a new love-song of 
Christ, before all the world! — I 
am pained with wondering at new- 
opened treasures in Christ. If 
[•very finger, member, bone, and 
joint, were a torch burning in the 
hottest fire in hell, I would that 
they could all send out love prais- 
es, high songs of praise for ever-* 
more, to that Plant of Renown, 
to that royaUand high ^ * 
Jesus my Lord. “ 
ove swelleth in 
io vent. Alas! 1 

prisoner do or say for him L Oh 
for an ingine to write a bof§ of 
Christ and his love! Nay, 1 am 
eft of him bound and chained 
with his love. I cannot find a 
oosed soul to lift up his praises 
and give them out to others. 
But oh! my day-light hath thick 
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clouds ; I cannot shine in his 
praises. I am often like a ship 
plying about to seek the wind 
I sail at great leisure, and canno 
b« blown upon that loveliest Lord 
Oh if I could turn my sails to 
Christ’s right airth ; and that I 
had my heart’s wishes of his love 
But, I but mar his praises : nay, ] 
know ifo comparison of whai 
Christ is, and what his worth is ; 
all the angels, and all the glori- 
fied, praise him not so much as 
in halves. Wbo can advance him 
or utter all his praises ? I wan 
nothing : unknown faces favour 
me : enemies must speak good of 
the truth : my Master’s cause 
purchaseth commendations. 

The hopes of my enlargement, 
from appearances, are cold. My 
faith hath no bed to sleep upon 
but omnipotency. The good will 
of the Lord, and his sweetest pre- 
sence, be with you and that child. 
Grace and peace be yours. 

Your Ladyship’s, in all duty in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 
Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER XCVII. 

TO THE EIGHT HONOURABLE AND 
CHRISTIAN LADY, THE VIS- 
COUNTESS OF EENKtJRE. 

Madam, — Grace, -mercy, and 
peace be to your Ladyship. I 
would not omit pb Imte a line 
this Christen bearer, one in 
yot^r Ladtsh^l own case, driven 
near^o^wffst,' in and by her af- 
fliction* , I wish that my friends 
in Gatsoway forget me not. How- 
ever it be, Christ is so good that 
I will have no other tutor, sup- 
pose I could have wale and choice 
of ten thousand beside. I think 
now, five hundred heavy hearts 
for him too little. I wish that 


Christ, now weeping, suffering, 
and contemned of men, were more 
dear and desirable to many souls 
than he is. I am sure that if the 
saints wanted Christ’s cross, so 
profitable, and so sweet, they 
might, for the gain and glory of 
it, wish it were lawful, either to 
buy or borrow his cross. But it 
is a mercy that the saints have it 
laid to their hand for nothing; 
for I know no sweeter way to 
heaven than through free grace 
and hard trials together ; and one 
of these cannot well want ano- 
ther. Oh, that time would post 
faster, and hasten our looked-for 
communion with that fairest, fair- 
est among the sons of men ! Oh, 
that the day would favour us and 
come, and put Christ and us into 
»ach other’s arms ! I am sure 
that a few years will do our turn, 
and the soldier’s hour-glass will 
soon run out. 

Madam, look to your lamp, and 
look for your Lord’s coming, and 
‘et your heart dwell aloof from 
that sweet child. Christ’s jea- 
‘ousy will not admit of two equal 
loves in your Ladyship’s heart. 
He must have one, and that the 
greatest ; a little one to a crea- 
ture, may, and must suffice a 
soul married to him. “ Thy 
Maker is thy Husband,” (Isaiah 
iv. 5.) I would wish you well, 
and my obligations these many 
years by-gone speak no less to 
me ; but more I can neither wish 
nor pray, nor desire for your 
Ladyship, than Christ singled 
nd waled out from all created 
good things, or Christ, howbeit 
wet in his own blood, and wear- 
ng a crown of thorns. I am 
sure that the saints, at their best, 
re but strangers to the weight 
md worth of the incomparable 
weetness of Christ. He is so 
lew, so fresh in excellency, every 
day so new, to those that search 
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more and more in him, as if hea- 
ven could furnish us as many new 
Christs, (if I may so speak,) as 
there are days betwixt him and 
us, and yet he is one and the 
same. Oh, we love an unknown 
lover, when we love Christ ! 

Let me hear how the child is 
every way. The prayers of a 

prisoner of Christ be upon him 

Grace for evermore, even whill 
glory perfect it, be with your 
Ladyship. Yours, in his sweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER XCVIII. 

TO THE NOBLE, AND CHRISTIAN 

LADY, THE VISCOUNTESS OF 

KENMURE. 

Madam, — Not withstanding the 
great haste of the bearer, I would 
bless your Ladyship on paper, 
desiring, that since Christ hath 
ever envied that the world should 
have your love by him, that ye 
give yourself out for Christ, and 
that ye may be for no other. 1 
know none worthy of you but 
Christ. 

Madam, I am either suffering 
for Christ, and this is either the 
sure and good way, or I have 
done with heaven, and shall never 
see God’s face, (which, I bless 
him, cannot be.) 

I write my blessing to that 
sweet child, that ye have borrow- 
ed from God. He is no heritage 
to you, but a loan : love him as 
folks do borrowed things. My 
heart is heavy for you. 

They say that the Kirk of 
Christ hath neither son nor heir, 
and, therefore, that her enemies 
shall possess her. But I know 
that she is not that ill-friended ; 
her Husband is her heir, and she 
his heritage. 


If my Lord would be pleased, 
I should desire that some were 
dealt with, for my return to An- 
woth : but if that never be, I 
thank God An woth is not heaven ; 
preaching is not Christ — I hope 
to wait on. 

Let me hear how the child is, 
and your Ladyship’s inind and 
hopes of him ; for it would ease 
my heart to know that he is well. 

I am in good terms with Christ; 
but oh, my guiltiness ! yet he 
bringeth not pleas betwixt him 
and me to the streets, and before 
the sun. 

Grace, grace for evermore, be 
with your Ladyship. Your Lady- 
| ship’s, at all obedience in Christ, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER XCIX. 

TO ALEXANDER GORDON, OF 
EARLSTON. 

Much Honoured Sir, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace be to you — I 
received your letter, which re- 
freshed me. Except from your 
son, and my brother, I have seen 
few letters from my acquaintance 
in that country, which maketh me 
heavy. But I have the company 
of a Lord, who can teach us all 
to be kind, and hath the right 
gate of it ; for though, for the 
present, I have severe ups and 
downs every day, yet I am abun- 
dantly comforted and feasted with 
my King and Well-beloved daily. 
It pleaseth him to come and dine 
with a sad prisoner, and a solitary 
stranger ; his spikenard casteth a 
smell ; yet my sweet hath some 
sour mixed with it, wherein I 
must acquiesce ; for there is no 
reason that his comforts be too 
cheap, seeing they are delicates; 
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— why should he not make them 
so to his own? But I verily 
think now that Christ hath led 
me up to a nick in Christianity 
tkat I was never at before ; I 
think all before was but childhood 
and bairn’s play. Since I depart- 
ed from you, 1 have been scalded, 
whill the smoke of hell’s fire went 
in at m^throat, and I would have 
bought peace with a thousand 
years’ torment in hell ; and I 
have been up also, after these 
deep down-castings and sorrows, 
before the Lamb’s white throne, 
in my Father’s inner court, the 
Great King’s dining-hall ; and 
Christ did cast a covering of love 
on me ; he hath casten a coal into 
my soul, and it is smoking among 
the straw, and keeping the hearth 
warm. I look back to what 1 
was before, and I laugh to see the 
sand-houses I built when I was a 
child. 

At first, the remembrance of 
the many fair feast-days with my 
Lord Jesus in public, which are 
now changed into silent Sabbaths, 
raised a great tempest, and, (if 1 
may speak so,) made the devil 
ado in my soul. The devil came 
in, and would prompt me to make 
a plea with Christ, and to lay the 
blame on him as a hard master. 
But now these mists are blown 
away, and I am not only silenced 
as to all quarrelling, but fully sa- 
tisfied. Now, I wonder that any 
man living can laugh upon the 
world, or give it a hearty good- 
day. The Lord Jesus hath han- 
dled me so, that, as I am now 
disposed, I think never to be in 
this world’s commons again for a 
night’s lodging. Christ beareth 
me good company ; he hath eased 
me, when I saw it not, lifting the 
cross off my shoulders, so that 
I think it to be but a feather, be- 
cause underneath are everlasting 
arms. God forbid it come to 


bartering or niffering of crosses ; 
for I think my cross so sweet, 
that I know not where I would 
get the like of it. Christ’s honey- 
combs drop so abundantly, that 
they sweeten my gall. Nothing 
breaketh my heart, but that I can- 
not get the daughters of Jerusa- 
lem, to lell them of my Bride- 
groom's glory. I charge you in 
the name of Christ, that ye tell - 
all that ye come to of it ; — and 
yet it is above telling and under- 
standing. Oh, if all the kingdom 
were as I am, except my bonds! 
They know not the love-kisses 
that my only Lord Jesus wasteth 
on a dawted prisoner. On my 
salvation, this is the only way to 
the New City. I know that 
Christ hath no dumb seals. 
Would he put his privy-seal upon 
blank paper ? He hath sealed 
my sufferings with his comforts. 

I write this to confirm you. I 
write now what I have seen as 
well as heard. Now and then 
my silence burneth up ray spirit ; 
but Christ hath said, 44 Thy sti- 
pend is running up with interest 
in heaven, as if thou wert preach- 
ing and this from a King’s 
mouth rejoiceth my heart. At 
other times, 1 am sad, dwelling 
in Kedar’s tents. 

There are none, (that I yet 
know of,) but two persons in this 
town that I dare give my word 
for ; and the Lord hath removed 
my brethren and my acquaintance 
far from me; and it may be, that 
1 shall be forgotten in the place 
where the Lord made me the in- 
strument to do some good. But 
I see that this is vanity in me ; 
let him make of me what he 
pleaseth, if he make salvation out 
of it to me. I am tempted and 
troubled, that all the fourteen 
Prelates should have been armed 
of God against me only, while 
the rest of my brethren are still 
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preaching; but I dare not say A, B, C, with Christ. Worthy 
one word but this — “ It is good Sir, pardon me, I dare not con- 
Lord Jesus, because thou has ceal it from you, it is as a tire in 


done it.” 

Wo is me for the virgin-daugh 
ter ! wo is me for the desolation 
of the virgin-daughter of Scot 
land! Oh, if my eyes were a 
fountain of tears, to weep day 
and night for that poor widow 
kirk, that poor miserable harlot 
Alas, that my Father hath put t( 
the door on my poor harlot-mo 
ther! Oh for that cloud of black 
wrath, and fury of the indignation 
of the Lord, that is hanging over 
the land. 

Sir, write to me, I beseech you 
I pray you also, be kind to my af- 
flicted brother. Remember my 
love to your wife ; and the prayer 
and blessing of the prisoner of 
Christ be on you. Frequent your 
meetings for prayer and com mu 
nion with God : — they would be 
sweet meetings to me. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Feb. 16, 1637. 


LETTER C. 

TO THE WORTHY, AND MUCH HO- 
NOURED MR. ALEXANDER COL- 
VILLE, OF 11LAIR. 

Much Honoured Sir, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace be to you — 
The bearer hereof, Mr. R. F., is 
most kind to me ; I desire you to 
thank him. But none is so kind 
as my only royal King and Mas- 
ter, whose cross is my garland. 
The King dineth with his pri- 
soner, and his spikenard casteth 
a smell. He hath led me up to 
such a pitch and nick of joyful 
communion with himself, as 1 
never knew before. When 1 
look back to by-gones, I judge 
myself to have been a child at 


my bowels, in his presence who 
seeth me I speak it ! Iam pain- 
ed, pained with the love of Christ ; 
he hath made me sick, and wound- 
ed me ; hunger for Christ out- 
runneth faith ; I miss faith more 
than love. Oh, if the thnee king- 
doms would come and see ! Oh, 
if they knew his kindness to my 
soul ! It hath pleased him to 
bring me to this, that I will not 
strike sails to this world, nor flat- 
ter it, nor adore this clay-idol 
that fools worship. As I am now 
disposed, I think that I shall nei- 
ther borrow nor lend with it ; 
and yet I get my meat from Christ 
with nurture ; for seven times 
a-day I am lifted up, and casten 
down. My dumb Sabbaths bur- 
den my heart, and make it bleed. 

I am not without fearful chal- 
lenges and jealousies sometimes 
of Christ’s love, that he hath cas- 
ten me over the dyke of the vine- 
yard as a dry tree. But this is 
my infirmity ; by his grace I take 
myself in these ravings : it is 
kindly that faith and love both 
he sick, and fevers are kindly to 
most joyful communion with 
Christ. 

Ye are blessed who avouch 
Christ openly before the Prince 
of this kingdom, whose eyes are 
upon you. It is your glory to 
"ft him up on his throne, to 
carry his train, and bear up the 
hem of his robe royal. He bath m 
liding-place for Mr. Alexander 
Colville against the storm : go on , 
and fear not what man can do. 
The saints seem to have the worst 
fit, (for apprehensions can make 
a lie of Christ and his love,) but 
t is not so. Providence is not 
oiled upon unequal and crooked 
wheels ; all things work together 
"or the good of those who love 
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God, and are called according to 
his purpose. Ere it be long, we 
shall see the white side of God’s 
providence. 

• My brother’s case hath moved 
me not a little. He wrote to me 
your ^care and kindness. Sir, 
the prisoner’s blessings and pray- 
ers, I trust, shall not go past you. 
He that* is able to keep you, and 
to present you before the presence 
of his face with joy, establish your 
heart in the love of Christ. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 19th Feb., 1637. 

LETTER CL 

TO EARI.STON, YOUNGER. 

Honoured, and Dear Brother, 
— Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you — I received your letter , which 
refreshed my soul. 

I thank God, that the court is 
closed, 1 think shame of my part 
of it ; I pass now from my un- 
just summons of unkindness, li- 
belled against Christ my Lord. 
He is not such a Lord and Mas- 
ter as I took him to be ; verilv 
he is God, and I am dust and 
ashes. I took Christ’s glooms 
to be as good as scripture speak- 
ing wrath ; but I have seen the 
other side of Christ, and the 
white side of his cross now. I 
behoved to come to Aberdeen, 
to learn a new mystery in Christ, 
that his promise is better to be 
believed than his looks, and that 
the devil can cause Christ’s 
glooms to speak a lie to a weak 
man. Nay, verily, I was a child 
before : all by-gones are but 
bairn’s play. I would I could 
begin to be a Christian in sad ear- 
nest. I need not blame Christ 
if I be not one ; for he hath 
showed me heaven and hell in 


Aberdeen ; but the truth is, for 
all my sorrow, Christ is nothing 
in my debt, for comforts hath re- 
freshed my soul. I have heard 
and seen him in his sweetness, so, 
as I am almost saying, it is not 
he that I was wont to meet with. 
He smileth more cheerfully, his 
kisses are more sweet and soul- 
refreshing, than the kisses of the 
Christ I saw before were, (though, 
he be the same ;) or rather the 
King hath led me up to a mea- 
sure of joy and communion with 
my Bridegroom that I never at- 
tained to before ; so that often I 
think, that I will neither borrow 
nor lend with this world : I will 
not strike sail to crosses, nor flat- 
ter them to be quit of them, as I 
have done. Come all crosses, 
welcome, welcome! so that I may 
get my heartful of my Lord Je- 
sus. I have been so near him 
that I have said, “ I take instru- 
ments that this is the Lord. 
Leave a token behind thee, that 
l may never forget this.” Now, 
what can Christ do more to dawt 
one of his poor prisoners? There- 
fore, Sir, I charge you, in the 
name of my Lord Jesus, praise 
with me, and show unto others 
what he hath done unto my soul. 
This is the fruit of my sufferings, 
that I desire Christ’s name may 
be spread abroad in this kingdom, 
in my behalf. I hope in God 
not to slander him again ; yet in 
this, I get not my feasts without 
some mixture of gall ; neither am 
I free of old jealousies ; for he 
hath removed my lovers and 
friends far from me : he hath 
made my congregation desolate, 
and taken away my crown : and 
my dumb Sabbaths are like a 
stone tied to a bird’s foot, that 
wanteth not wings ; they seem to 
hinder me to flee were it not that 
I dare not say one word, but, 
Well done, Lord Jesus.” 
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We can, in our prosperity, 
sport ourselves, and be too bold 
with Christ; yea, be that insolent, 
as to chide with him ; but under 
the water we dare not speak. I 
wonder now of my sometimes 
boldness, to chide and quarrel 
Christ, to nickname providence, 
when it stroked me against the 
hair ; but now, swimming in the 
waters, I think my will is fallen 
to the ground of the water ; 1 
have lost it. I think that I would 
fain let Christ alone, and give 
him leave to do with me what he 
pleaseth, if he would smile upon 
me. Verily, we know not w hat 
an evil it is to spill and indulge 
ourselves, and to make an idol of 
our will. I was once that I would 
not eat except I had waled meat ; 
now I dare not complain of the 
crumbs and parings under his 
table. I was once that I would 
make the house ado, if I saw not 
the world carved, and set in order 
to my liking ; now I am silent, 
when 1 see God hath set servants 
on horseback, and is fattening 
and feeding the children of per- 
dition. I pray God, that I may 
never find my will again. Oh, 
if Christ would subject my will to 
his, and trample it under his feet, 
and liberate me from that lawless 
lord! 

Now, Sir, in your youth gather 
fast ; your sun will mount to the 
meridian quickly, and thereafter 
decline. Be greedy of grace. 
Study above anything, my dear 
Brother, to mortify your lusts. 
Oh, but pride of youth, vanity, 
lust, idolizing of the world, and 
charming pleasures, take long 
time to root them out ! As far 
as ye are advanced in the way to 
heaven, as near ye are to Christ, 
as much progress as ye have made 
in the way of mortification, ye 
will find that ye are far behind, 
and have most of your work be- 


fore you. I never took it to be 
so hard to be dead to my lusts 
and to this world. When the 
day of visitation cometh, and your 
old idols come weeping about yow, 
ye will have much ado not to 
break your heart *. it is tyest to 
give up in time with them, so as 
ye could at a call quit your part 
of this world for a drink of wa- 
ter, or a thing of nothing. Ve- 
rity I have seen the best of this 
world, a moth-eaten, thread-bare 
coat ; I purpose to lay it aside, 
being now old and full of holes. 
Oh, for my house above, not 
made with hands ! 

Pray for Christ’s prisoner: and 
write to me. Remember ray love 
to your mother. Desire her, 
from me, to make ready for re- 
moving ; the Lord’s tide will not 
hide her: and to seek an heavenly 
mind, that her heart may be often 
there. Gracebe with you. Yours, 
and Christ’s Prisoner, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Feb. 20, 1637. 


LETTER CII. 

TO THE LADY CARDONESS. 

My Dearly-beloved, and Long- 
ed-for in the Lord, — Grace, mer- 
cy, and peace be to you — I long 
to hear how your soul prospereth, 
and how the kingdom of Christ 
thriveth in you. I exhort you 
and beseech you in the bowels of 
Christ, faint not, weary not. 
There is a great necessity of hea- 
ven ; ye must needs have it : all 
other things, as houses, lands, 
children, husband, friends, coun- 
try, credit, health, wealth, hon- 
our, may be wanted ; but heaven 
is your one thing necessary, the 
good part that shall not be taken 
from you. See that ye buy the 
field where the Pearl is. Sell 
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all, and make a purchase of sal- 
vation. Think it not easy, for 
it is a steep ascent to eternal 
glory : many are lying dead by 
the way, that are slain with se- 
curity. 

I have now been led by my 
Lord* Jesus to such a nick in 
Christianity, as I think little of 
former things. Oh, what I want 1 
I want so many things, that I am 
almost asking if I have any thing 
at all. Every man thinketh he 
is rich enough in grace, till he 
take out his purse, and tell his 
money, and then he findeth his 
pack but poor and light in the 
day of a heavy trial. 1 found that 
I had not to bear my expenses, 
and I should have fainted, if want 
and penury had not chased me to 
the store-house of all. I beseech 
you make conscience of your ways. 
Deal kindly, and with conscience 
with your tenants. To fill a 
breach, or a hole, make not a 
greater breach in the conscience. 

I wish plenty of love to your soul. 
Let the world be the portion of 
bastards, make it not yours ; after 
the last trumpet is blown, the 
world and all its glory will be like 
an old house that is burnt to 
ashes, and like an old fallen castle, 
without a roof. Fy, fy upon us, 
fools I who think ourselves debt- 
ors to the world ! My Lord hath 
brought me to this, that I would 
not give a drink of cold water for 
this world’s kindness. I wonder 
that men long after, love, or care 
for these feathers. It is almost 
an unco world to me, to think, 
that men are so mad as to block 
with dead earth : to give out 
conscience, and get in clay again, 
is a strange bargain. 

I have written my mind at 
length to your husband. Write 
to me again bis case. I cannot 
forget him in my prayers ; I am 
looking. Christ hath some claim 


0 him. My counsel is, that ye 
>ear with him when passion over- 
aketh him. A soft answer put- 
eth away wrath. Answer him 
n what he speaketh, and apply 

yourself in the fear of God to 
him ; and then ye will remove a 
pound weight of your heavy cross, 
hat way, and so it shall become 
light. 

When Christ hideth himself, ~ 
wait on, and make din till he re- 
urn ; it is not time then to be 
jarelessly patient. I love to be 
grieved when he hideth his smiles ; 
yet believe his love in a patient 
m-waiting and believing in the 
dark. Ye must learn to swim 
nd hold up your head above the 
water, even when the sense of his 
presence is not with you to hold 
up your chin : I trust in God 
hat he will bring your ship safe 
to land. I counsel you to study 
sanctification, and to be dead to 
his world. Urge kindness on 
Knockbrex. Labour to benefit 

his company — the man is ac- 
quainted with Christ. 

I beg the help of your prayers, 
for I forget not you. Counsel 
your husband to fulfil my joy, and 
to seek the Lord’s face. Show 
him, from me, that my joy and 
desire is to hear that he is in the 
Lord. God casteth him often in 
my mind : I cannot forget him. 

1 hope Christ and he have some- 

thing to do together. Bless John 
from me. I write blessings to 
him, and to your husband, and to 
the rest of your children. Let 
it not be said, “ I am not in your 
house/’ through neglect of the 
Sabbath-exercise. Your lawful, 
and loving Pastor in his only, 
only Lord, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Feb. 20, 1637. 
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LETTER CIII. 

TO JONET M^CCCLLOCH. 

Dear Sister, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you — I long t< 
hear how your soul prospereth 

I am as well as a prisoner o 
Christ can be, feasted and mad< 
fat with* the comforts of God 
Christ’s kisses are made sweete: 
to my soul than ever they were 
I would not change my Mastei 
with all the kings of clay upon 
the earth. Oh ! my Well-ln 
loved is altogether lovely, and 
loving. I care not what flesh 
can do. 

I persuade my soul that I de 
livered the truth of Christ to you 
Slip not from it, for any boasts 
or fear of men. If ye go agains 
the truth of Christ that I nov 
suffer for, I shall bear witness 
against you in the day of Christ. 

Sister, fasten your grips fast on 
Christ. Follow not the guises of 
this sinful world. Let not this 
clay portion of earth take up your 
soul : it is the portion of bas- 
tards, and ye are a child of God ; 
and, therefore, seek your Father’s 
heritage. Send up your heart 
to see the dwelling-house and fair 
rooms in the New City. Fy, fy 
upon those who cry, “ Up with 
the world, and down with con- 
science and heaven I” We have 
bairn’s wits, and, therefore, we 
cannot prize Christ aright. Coun- 
sel your husband, and mother, to 
make them ready for eternity — 
that day is drawing nigh. 

Pray for me, the Prisoner of 
Christ ; I cannot forget you. 
Your lawful Pastor, and Brother, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, Feb. 20, 1637. 


LETTER CIV. 

TO ALEXANDER GORDON OF 
KNOC&GRAY. 

Dear Brother, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you — I long to 
hear how your soul prospereth. 
I expected letters from you ere 
now. 

As for myself, I am here in 
good case, well feasted with a 
great King. At my first coming 
here, I was that bold as to take 
up a jealousy of Christ’s love. I 
said I was cast over the dyke of 
the Lord’s vineyard, as a dry 
tree ; but I see that if I had been 
a withered branch, the fire would 
have burned me long ere now : — 
blessed be his high name, who 
hath kept sap in the dry tree. 
And now, as if Christ had done 
he wrong, he hath made amends, 
and hath miskent my ravings ; 
for a man under the water can- 
)ot well command his judgment, 
ar less his faith and love ;) be- 
:ause it was a fever, my Lord 
fesus forgave me that amongst 
he rest. He knoweth that in 
ur afflictions we can find a spot 
n the fairest face that ever was, 
ven in Christ’s face. I would 
lot have believed that a gloom 
hould have made me to misken 
my old Master ; but we must be 
whiles sick. Sickness is but 
indly to both faith and love. 
But oh, how exceedingly is a 
oor, dawted prisoner obliged to 
weet Jesus ! My tears are sweet- 
r to me than the laughter of 
‘ie Fourteen Prelates is to them, 
he worst of Christ, even his 
baff, is better than the world’s 
orn. 

Dear Brother, I beseech you, 
charge you in the name and 
uthority of the Son of God, to 
elp me to praise his Highness ; 
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and I charge you, also, to tell all 
your acquaintance, that my Mas- 
ter may get many thanks. Oh, 
if my hairs, all my members, and 
aJl my bones, were well-tuned 
tongues, to sing the high praises 
of mj great and glorious King ! 
Help me to lift Christ up upon 
his throne, and to lift him up 
above tfie thrones of the clay- 
kings, the dying sceptre-bearers 
of this world. The prisoner’s 
blessing, the blessing of him that 
is separate from his brethren, be 
upon them all who will lend me 
a lift in this work. Show this to 
that people with you to whom I 
sometimes preached. 

Brother, my Lord hath brought 
me to this, that I will not flatter 
the world for a drink of water. 
I am no debtor to clay ; Christ 
hath made me dead to that ; I 
now wonder that ever I was such 
a child, long since, as to beg at 
such beggars! Fy upon us, who 
woo such a black-skinned harlot, 
when we may get such a fair, fair 
match in heaven ! Oh, that 1 
could give up with this clay-idol, 
this masked, painted, over-gilded* 
dirt, that Adam’s sons adore ! 
We make an idol of our will. 
As many lusts in us, as many 
gods ; we are all god-makers : we 
are like to lose Christ, the true 
God, in the throng of these new 
and false gods. Scotland hath 
cast her crown off her head ; the 
virgin-daughter hath lost her gar- 
land. Wo, wo to our harlot- 
mother. Our day is coming, a 
time when women shall wish they 
had been childless, and fathers 
shall bless miscarrying wombs and 
dry breasts ; — many houses great 
and fair shall be desolate. This 
Kirk shall sit on the ground all 
the night, and the tears shall run 
down her cheeks. The sun hath 
(^one down upon her prophets, 
"leased are the prisoners of hope, 


who can run into their strong- 
hold, and hide themselves for a 
little till the indignation be over- 
past. # 

Commend me to your wife, 
your daughters, your son-in-law, 
and to A. T. Write to me the 
case of your Kirk. Grace be with 
you. 

I am much moved for my bro- 
ther. I entreat for your kindness 
and counsel to him. ~ 

Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, Feb. 23, 1637. 


LETTER CV. 

TO THE LADY CARDONESS, ELDER. 

Worthy, and Well-beloved in the 
Lord, — Grace, mercy, and peace 
be to you — 1 long to hear front 
you on paper, that I may know 
how your soul prospereth. My 
desire and longing is t to hear that 
ye walk in the truth, and that ye 
are content to follow the despised, 
but most lovely Son of God. 

I cannot but recommend him 
unto you, as your husband, your 
well-beloved, your portion, your 
comfort, and your joy. 1 speak 
this of that lovely One, because I 
praise and commend the ford, 
(as we use to speak,) as I find it. 
He hath watered with his sweet 
comforts an oppressed prisoner : 
he was always kind to my soul, 
but never so kind as now, in my 
greatest*extrernities. , I dine and 
sup with Christ ; he visiteth my 
soul with the visitations of love, 
in the night-watches. 

I persuade my soul that this is 
the way to heaven, and his own 
truth 1 now suffer fur. I exhort 
you in the name of Christ, to con- 
tinue in the truth which I deli- 
vered unto you. Make Christ 
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sure to your s0ul ; for your day 
draweth nigh to an end. Many 
slide back now, who seemed to be 
Christ’s friends, *arid prove dis- 
honest to him ; but be ye faithful 
to the death, and ye shall have 
the crown of life. This span- 
length of your days, whereof the 
Spirit of God speaketh, (Psal, 
xxxix.,) shall, within a short 
time, come to a finger- breadth, 
and at length to nothing. Oh, 
how sweet and comfortable will 
the feast of a good conscience be 
to you, when your eye-strings 
shall break, and your face wax 
pale, and the breath turn cold, 
and your poor soul come sighing 
to the windows of the house of 
clay of your dying body, and shall 
long to be out, and to have the 
jailor to open the door, that the 
prisoner may be set at liberty ! 
Ye draw nigh the water side : 
look your accounts : ask for your 
Guide to take you to the other 
side. Let not the world be your 
portion ; what have ye to do with 
dead clay ? Ye are not a bastard, 
but a lawfully begotten child ; 
therefore, set your heart on the 
inheritance. Go up beforehand, 
and see your lodging. Look 
through all your Father’s rooms 
in heaven : in your Father’s house 
are many dwelling-places — men 
take a sight of lands ere they buy 
them. I know that Christ hath 
made the bargain already ; but be 
kind to the house ye are going to, 
and see it often. Set your heart 
on things that are above, where 
Christ is at the right hand of God . 

Stir up your husband to mind 
his own country at home. Coun- 
sel him to deal mercifully with 
the poor people of God under 
him. They are Christ’s, and not 
his ; therefore, desire him to 
show them merciful dealing and 
kindness, and to be good to their 
souls. I desire you to write to 


me. It may be that mj parish 
forget me ; but my witness is in 
heaven that I dow not, I do not 
forget them : they are my sighs 
in the night, and my tears in tb* 
day. I think myself like & hus- 
band plucked from the wife ^of his 
youth. O Lord, be my Judge, 
what joy it would be to my soul, 
to hear that my ministry bath left 
the Son of God among them, and 
that they are walking in Christ 1 
Remember my love to your son 
and daughter. Desire them from 
me to seek the Lord in their 
youth, and to give him the morn- 
ing of their days. Acquaint 
them with the word of Goa and 
prayer. 

Grace be with you. Pray for 
the prisoner of Christ : in my 
heart I forget you not. 

Your lawful and loving pastor, 
in his only Lord Jesu9, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 6, 1637. 


LETTER CVI. 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE AND 
CHRISTIAN LADY, MY LADY VIS- 
COUNTESS OF KENMUBB. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I am refreshed 
with your letter. The right hand 
of Him to whom belong the issues 
from death, hath been gracious to 
that sweet child : I dow not, I do 
not forget him and your Ladyship 
in my prayers. 

Madam, as to your own case, 
I love careful, and withal doing 
complaints of want of practice ; 
because I observe many who think 
it holiness enough to complain and 
set themselves at nothing ; as if 
to say “ I am sick,” could cure 
them — they think complaints *a 
good charm for guiltiness. I 
hope that ye are wrestling and 
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struggling on, in this dead age,; 
wherein folks have lost tongue, 
and legs, and arms for Christ. 

I urge upon you, Madam, a near- 
er communion with Christ, and a 
growing communion. There are 
curtains to be drawn by in Christ, 
that we never saw, and new fold- 
ings of love in him. I despair 
that ev*r I shall win to the far- 
end of that love, there are so 
many plies in it. Therefore, dig 
deep; and sweat, and labour, and 
take pains for him ; and set by as 
much time in the day for him as 
you can : he will be won with 
labour. 

I, his exiled prisoner, sought 
him and he hath rued upon me, 
and hath made a moan for me, 
as he doth for his own, (Jer. 
xxxi. 20 ; Isaiah xlv. 1 1 ;) and I 
know not what to do with Christ ; 
his love surroundeth and sur- 
chargeth me. I am burdened 
with it, but oh, how sweet and 
lovely is that burden ! I cannot 
keep it within me : I am so in 
love with his love, that if his love 
were not in heaven, I should be 
unwilling to go thither. Oh, 
what weighing, and what telling 
is in Christ’s love ! I fear no- 
thing now so much as the laugh- 
ing of Christ’s cross, and the 
love-showers that accompany it. 
I wonder what he meaneth, to put 
such a slave at the board-head, 
at his own elbow. Oh, that 1 
should lay my black mouth to 
such a fair, fair, fair face as 
Christ’s ! But I dare not refuse 
to be loved : the cause is not in 
me, why he hath looked upon me, 
and loved me ; for he got neither 
hud, nor hire of me ; it cost me 
nothing, it is good-cheap love. 
Oh, the many pound-weights of 
his love, under which I am 
sweetly pressed ! 

Now, Madam, I persuade you, 
that the greatest part but play 


with Christianity; they put it 
by-hand easily. I thought it had 
been an easy thing to be a Chris- 
tian, and that to seek God had 
been at the next door ; but oh, 
the windings, the turnings, the 
ups and the downs that he hath 
led me through ; and I see yet 
much way to the ford. He speak- 
eth with my reins in the night 
season ; and in the morning, when 
l awake, I find his love-arrows, 
that he shot at me, sticking in 
my heart. Who will help me to 
praise? who will come to lift up 
with me, and set on high his 
great love ? and yet I find that 
a fire-flaught of challenges will 
come out at midsummer, and 
question me — but it is only to 
keep a sinner in order. 

As for friends, I will not think 
the world to be the world, if that 
well go not dry. I trust in 
God, to use the world as a canny 
or cunning master doth a knave- 
servant, (at least God give me 
grace to do so ;) he giveth him 
no handling nor credit, only he 
intrusteth him with common er- 
rands, wherein he cannot play the 
knave. I pray God that 1 mar 
not give this world the credit of 
my joys, and comforts, and con- 
fidence — that were to put Christ 
out of his office. Nay, I counsel 
you, Madam, from a little expe- 
rience, let Christ keep the great 
seal, and intrust him so as to 
hing your vessels great and small, 
and pin your burdens upon the 
Nail fastened in David’s house, 
(Isaiah xxii. 23.) Let me not 
be well, if ever they get the tu- 
toring of my comforts. Away, 
away with irresponsal tutors, that 
would play me a slip, and then 
Christ would laugh at me, and 
say, “ Well-wared ; try again ere 
ye trust.” Now wo is me, for my 
whorish mother, the Kirk of Scot- 
land ! Oh, who will bewail her ! 
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Now the presence of the great hind him. Know, therefore, that 
angel of the covenant be with the wounds of your Lord Jesus 
you, and that sweet child. Yours, are the wounds of a lover, and 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. that he will have compassion 

Aberdeen, March 7, lt>37. upon a sad-hearted servant ; and 

that Christ hath said, he will 

have the husband’s room in your 

heart : he loved you in your first 
LETTER CVIL husband’s time, and he is but 

wooing you still. Give hkn heart 
to a gentlewoman, upon the and chair, house and all; he will 
death of her husband. not be made companion with any 

other ; love is full of jealousies ; 

Mi stress,— Grace, mercy, and he will have all your love — and 
peace be to you — I cannot but who should get it but he ? I 
rejoice, and withal be grieved, at know that ye allow it upon him. 
your case. It hath pleased the There are comforts both sweet 
Lord to remove your husband, and satisfying, laid up for you: 
(my friend, and this Kirk’s faith- wait on. Frist Christ ; he is an 
ful professor,) soon to his rest ; honest debtor, 
hut, shall we be sorry that our loss Now for mine own case; I 
is his gain, seeing his Lord would ! think some poor body would be 
want his company no longer ? glad of a dawted prisoner’s leav- 
Think not much of short sum- ings. I have no scarcity of 
mons ; for, seeing, he walked Christ’s love : he hath wasted 
with his Lord in his life, and de- more comforts upon his poor ba- 
sired that Christ should be mag- nished servant, than would have 
nified in him, at his death, ye refreshed many souls. My bur- 
ought to be silent and satisfied, den was once so heavy, that one 
When Christ cometh for his own, | ounce-weight would have casten 
he runneth fast : mercy, mercy j the balance, and broken my back ; 
to the saints goeth not at leisure; but Christ said, “ Hold, hold !” 
love, love in our Redeemer is not to my sorrow, and hath wiped a 
slow, and withal he is homely bluthefed face, which was foul 
with you, who cometh at his with weeping. I may joyfully go 
own hand to your house, and in- my Lord’s errands, with wages 
tromitteth, as a friend, with any in my hands. Deferred hopes 
thing that is yours. I think he need not make me dead-sweir, 
would fain borrow and lend with (as we use to say ;) my cross is 
you. Now he shall meet with both my cross, and my reward, 
the solacious company, the fair Oh, that men would sound his 
flock and blessed bairn-teme of high praises ! I love Christ’s 
the first-born, banqueting at the worst reproaches, his glooms, 
rnarriage-supper of the Lamb, his cross, better than all the 
It is a mercy that the poor wan- world’s plastered glory: my heart 
dering sheep get a dyke-side in is not longing to be back again 
this stormy day, and a leaking from Christ’s country ; it is a 
ship a safe harbour, and a sea- sweet soil I am come to. I, (if 
siclc passenger a sound and soft any in the world,) have good cause 
bed ashore. "Wrath, wrath, wrath to speak much good of him. Oh, 
from the Lord, is coming upon hell were a good-cheap price to 
this land, that he hath left be- buy him at! Oh , if all the three 
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kingdoms were witnesses to my 
pained, pained soul, overcome 
with Christ’s love I 

I thank you most kindly, my 
jjear Sister, for your love to, and 
tender care of my brother. 1 
shall think myself obliged to you, 
if ye*continue his friend. He is 
more to me than a brother now, 
being engaged to suffer for so 
honourable a Master and cause. 

Pray for Christ’s prisoner : 
and grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 7, 1637. 


LETTER CVIII. 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE AND 
CHRISTIAN LADY, MY LADY KEN- 
MURE. 

Madam, — Upon the offered 
opportunity of this worthy bearer, 
I could not omit to answer the 
heads of your letter. 

istly , I think not much to set 
down on paper some good things 
anent Christ, that sealed and 
holy thing ; and to feed my soul 
with raw wishes to be one with 
Christ ; for a wish is but broken 
and half love ; but verily to obey 
this, 44 Come and see,” is a harder 
matter! But oh, I have rather 
smoke than fire, and guessings 
rather than real assurances of 
him. I have little or nothing to 
say, that I am as one who hath 
found favour in his eyes ; but 
there is some pining and mis- 
mannered hunger, that maketh 
me miscall and nickname Christ 
as a changed Lord but alas ! 
it is ill-fiitten. I cannot believe 
without a pledge. I cannot take 
God’s word without a caution, 
as if Christ had lost and sold his 
credit, and were not in my books 


responsal, and law-biding : but 
this is my way ; for his way is, 
(Eph. i. 13,) 44 After that ye be- 
lieved, ye were sealed with the 
Holy Spirit of promise.” 

2 dly, Ye write that I am fill- 
d with knowledge, and stand 
not in need of these warnings ; 
but certainly my light is dim, 
when it cometh to handy-grips ; 
and how many have full coffers 
and yet empty bellies! Light, 
and the saving use of light, are 
far different. Oh, what need 
then have I to have the ashes 
blown away from my dying-out 
fire ! I may be a bookman, and 
be an idiot and stark fool in 
Christ’s way! Learning will not 
beguile Christ. The bible be- 
guiled the Pharisees, and so may 
I be misled. Therefore, as night- 
watchers hold one another waking, 
by speaking to one another, so 
have we need to hold one another 
on foot : sleep stealeth away the 
light of watching, even the light 
that reproveth sleeping. I doubt 
not but more would fetch heaven, 
if they believed not heaven to he 
at the next door. The world’s 
negative holiness, no '"adulterer, 
no murderer, no thief, no cozener, 
maketh men believe they are al- 
ready glorified saints : but the 
sixth chapter to the Hebrews 
may affright us all, when we hear 
that men may take of the gifts 
and common graces of the Holy 
Spirit, and a taste of the powers 
of the life to come, to hell with 
them. Here is reprobate silver, 
which yet seemeth to have the 
king’s image and superscription 
upon it. 

3 dly s I find you complaining 
of yourself, and it becometh a 
sinner so to do. I am not 
against ydu in that ; sense of 
death is a sib friend, and of kin 
and blood to life ; the more sense, 
the more life ; the more sense of 
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sin, the less sin. 1 would lovej 
ray pain, and soreness, and my 
wounds, howbeit these should be- 
reave me of my night’s sleep, 
better than my wounds without 
pain. Oh, how sweet a thing it 
is, to give Christ his handful of 
broken arms and legs, and dis- 
jointed bones 1 

4thly , Be not afraid for little 
grace ; Christ soweth his living 
seed, and he will not lose his 
seed : if he have the guiding of 
my stock and state, it shall not 
miscarry. Our spilled works, 
losses, deadness, coldness, wretch- 
edness, are the ground upon which 
the Good Husbandman laboureth. 

5thly , Ye write that his com- 
passions fail not, notwithstanding 
that your service to Christ mis- 
carrieth ; to the which I answer, 
k ‘ God forbid that there were 
buying and selling, and blocking 
for as good again, betwixt Christ 
and us : for then free grace 
might go to play, and a Saviour 
sing dumb, and Christ go to 
sleep. But we go to heaven 
with light shoulders, and all the 
bairn-teme, and the vessels great 
and small that we have, are fast- 
ened upon the sure Nail, (Isa. 
xxii. 23, 24.) The only danger 
is, that we give grace more to do 
than God giveth it, that is, by 
turning his grace into wanton- 
ness. 

Gthly, Ye write, that few see 
your guiltiness, and that ye can- 
not be free with many, as with 
me: I answer, “ Blessed be God, 
that Christ and we are not heard 
before, men’s courts ; it is at 
home betwixt him and us, that 
pleas are taken away.” 

Grace be with you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lard Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen. 


LETTER CIX. 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE, AND 
CHRISTIAN LADY, MY LADY BOYD* 

Madam, — Grace, mercy ^ and 
peace be to you, from God our 
Father, and from our Lord Jesus 
Christ. Q 

I cannot but thank your Lady- 
ship, for your letter, that hath 
refreshed my soul. I think my- 
self many ways obliged to your 
Ladyship for your love to my af- 
flicted brother, now embarked 
with me in that same cause. 
His Lord hath been pleased to 
put him on truth’s side. I hope 
that your Ladyship will befriend 
him with your counsel and coun- 
tenance in that country, where 
he is a stranger ; and your Lady- 
ship needeth not fear but your 
kindness to his own will be put 
up into Christ’s accounts. 

Now, Madam, for your Lady- 
ship’s case ; I rejoice exceedingly, 
that the Father of lights hath 
made you see that there is a nick 
in Christianity, which ye contend 
to be at ; and that is, to quit the 
right eye, and the right hand, and 
to keep the Son of God. I hope 
your desire is to make him your 
gafland, and that your eye look- 
eth up the mount, which certainly 
is nothing but the new creature. 
Fear not, Christ will not cast 
water upon your smoking coal ; 
and then, who else dare do it if 
he say nay ? Be sorry at cor- 
ruption, and be not secure. That 
companion lay with you in your 
mother’s womb, and was as early 
friends with you as the breath of 
life : and Christ will not have it 
otherwise ; for he delighteth to 
take up fallen bairns, and to mend 
broken brows ; — binding up of 
wounds is his office ; (Isaiah lxi.) 
First, I am glad that Christ will 
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get employment of his oalling in i 
you. Many a whole soul is in 
heaven, which was sicker than ye 
are. He is content, that ye lay 
broken arms and legs on his knee, 
that he may spelk them. Se- 
condly, Hiding of his face is wise 
love,— -his love is not fond, dot- 
ing, and reasonless, — to give your 
head ng other pillow, whill ye be 
in at heaven’s gates, but to lie be- 
tween his breasts, and lean upon 
his bosom. Nay, his bairns must 
often have the frosty cold side of 
the hill, and set down both their 
bare feet among thorns : his love 
hath eyes, and, in the meantime, 
is looking on. Our pride must 
have winter weather to rot it. 
But I know that Christ and ye 
will not be heard. Ye will whis- 
per it over betwixt yourselves, 
and agree again ; for the anohor- 
tow abideth fast within the vail ; 
the end of it is in Christ’s ten 
fingers — who dare pull, if he 
hold ? “ I, the Lord thy God, 

will hold thy right hand, saying, 
Fear not, I will help thee. Fear 
not, Jacob,” (Isa. xli. 13, 14.) 
The sea-sick passenger shall come 
to land — Christ will be the firsi 
that will meet you on the shore 
I hope that your Ladyship wil 
keep the King’s highway. Go 
on, in the strength of the Lord, 
in haste, as if ye had not leisure 
to speak to the inn-keepers by 
the way. He is over beyond time 
on the other side of the water 
who thinketh long for you. 

For my unfaithful self, Ma 
dam, I must say a word. At nn 
first coming hither, the devil mad 
many a black lie of my Lord Je 
sus, and said the court was chang- 
ed, and he was angry, and woul 
give an evil servant his leave a 
mid-term. But he gave me grace 
not to tafee my leave ; I resolved 
to bide summons, and sit, how 
beit it was suggested and said 


‘ What should be done with a 
withered tree, but over the dyke 
with it?” But now, now, (I dare 
iot, I dow not keep it up,) who 
is feasted as his poor exiled pri- 
loner ? I think shame of the 
oardhead and the first mess, and 
he royal King’s dining-hall, and 
hat my black hand should come 
upon such a ruler’s table. But 

cannot mend it, Christ must ' 
have his will : only he paineth my 
oul so, sometimes with his love, 
hat I have been nigh to pass 
modesty, and to cry out, he hath 
a smoking, burning coal in 
my heart, and gone to the door 
himself, and left me and it toge- 
ther. Yet it is not desertion ; I 
know not what it is, but I was 
never so sick for him as now. I 
durst not challenge my Lord, if 
I got no more for heaven, it is a 
dawting cross. I know he hath 
other things to do than to play 
with me, and trindle an apple 
with me, and that this feast will 
end. Oh, for instruments in 
God’s name, that this is he ! and 
that I may mahe use of it, when 
it may be, a near friend within 
me will say, and when it will 
be said by a challenging devil, 
u Where is thy God ?” Since I 
know that it will not last, I de- 
sire but to keep broken meat ; but 
let no man after me slander Christ 
for his cross. 

The great Lord of the cove- 
nant, who brought from the dead 
the great Shepherd of his sheep, 
by the blood of the eternal cove- 
nant establish you, and keep you 
and yours, to his appearance ! 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 7, 1637. 
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LETTER CX. 

TO THE LADT KASKIBERRY , 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
eace, be to you — I long to hear 
ow your Ladyship is. I know 
not how to requite your Ladyship’s 
kindness ; but your love to the 
saints. Madam, is laid up in hea- 
ven : I know it is for your well- 
beloved Christ’s sake, that ye 
make his friends so dear to you, 
and concern yourself so much in 
them. 

I am in. this house of pilgrim- 
age, every way in good case : 
Christ is most kind and loving to 
my soul. It pleaseth him to 
feast with his unseen consolations, 
a stranger and an exiled prisoner : 
and I would not exchange my 
Lord Jesus with all the comfort 
out of heaven — His yoke is easy, 
and his burden is light. 

This is his truth which I now 
suffer for ; for he hath sealed it 
with his blessed presence: I know 
that Christ shall yet win the day, 
and gain the battle in Scotland. 
Grace be with you. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 
Aberdeen, March 7, 1637. * 


LETTER CXI. 

TO THE LADY EAELSTON. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I long to hear 
how your soul prospereth. I ex- 
hort you to go on in your journey ; 
your day is short, and your after- 
noon-sun will soon go down. Make 
an end of your accounts with your 
Lord; for death and judgment 
are tides that bide no man. Sal- 
vation is supposed to be at the 
door and Christianity is thought 


an easy task : hut 1 find it hard, 
and the way strait and narrow, 
were it not that my Guide is con- 
tent to wait on me, and to care 
for a tired traveller. Hurt no*, 
your conscience with any known 
sin. Let your children be^as so 
many flowers borrowed from God. 
If the flowers die or wither, thank 
God for a summer loan of them, 
and keep good neighbourhood, to 
borrow and lend with him. Set 
your heart upon heaven, and trou- 
ble not your spirit with this clay- 
idol of the world, which is but 
vanity, and hath but the lustre of 
the rainbow in the air, which 
coraeth and goeth with a flying 
March-shower : — clay is the idol 
of bastards, not the inheritance 
of the children. 

My Lord hath been pleased to 
make many unknown faces laugh 
upon me, and hath made me well 
content of a borrowed fireside, 
and a borrowed bed. I am feasted 
with the joys of the Holy Ghost, 
and my royal King beareth my 
charges honourably. I love the 
smell of Christ’s sweet breath 
better than the world’s gold. I 
would I had help to praise him. 

The great Messenger of the 
covenant, the Son of God, estab- 
lish you on your Rock, and keep 
you to the day of his coming. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 7, 1637* 


LETTER CXII. 

TO HI8 REVEREND, AND DEAR BRO* 
THER, MR. DAVID DICKSON. 

Reverend, and Dearest Bro* 
ther, — What joy have I out of 
heaven’s gates, but that nay Lord 
Jesus be glorified in my bonds? 
Blessed be ye of the Lord, who 
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contribute anything to my obliged 
and indebted praises. Pear Bro- 
ther, help me, a poor dyvour, to 
pay the interest, for 1 cannot come 
nigh to render the principal. It 
Is not jest nor sport which maketh 
me to speak and write as I do : I 
nevef before came to that nick or 
pitch of communion with Christ, 
that I have now attained to. For 
my confirmation, I have been 
these two Sabbaths or three in 
private, taking instruments in the 
name of God, that my Lord Jesus 
and I have kissed each other in 
Aberdeen, the house of my pil- 
grimage. I seek not an apple to 
lay me with — He knoweth, whom 
serve in the Spirit — but a seal. 
I but beg earnest, and am content 
to suspend and frist glory whill 
supper-time. I know that this 
world will not last with me ; for 
my moon-light is noon-day light, 
and my four-hours’ above my 
feasts, when I was a preacher ; 
at which times, also, I was em- 
braced very often in his arms. 
But who can blame Christ to take 
me on behind him, if I may say 
so, on his white horse, or in his 
chariot, paved with love, through 
a water ? Will not a father take 
his little dawted Davie in his 
arms, and carry him over a ditch 
or a mire ? My short legs could 
not step over this lair, or sinking 
mire ; and, therefore, my Lord 
Jesus will bear me through. If 
a change come, and a dark day, 
so being that he will keep my faith 
without flaw or crack, 1 dare not 
blame him, bowheit I get no more 
whill I come to heaven. But ye 
know that the physic behoved to 
have sugar ; my faith was fallen 
aswoon, and Christ but held up a 
swmoning man’s head. Indeed 1 
not for a dawted bairn’s 
diet ; he knoweth that I would 
have Christ, sour or sweet; any 
wa y, so being it be Christ indeed. 


I stand not now upon pared ap- 
ples, or sugared dishes ; but I 
cannot blame him to give. I must 
tr ape and make a wide mouth. 
Since Christ will not pantry up 
joys, he must be welcome, who 
will not bide away. I seek no 
other fruit, than that he may be 
glorified ; he knoweth that I 
would take hard fare to have his 
name set on high. 

I bless you for your counsel. 
I hope to live by faith, and swim 
without a mass or bundle of joy- 
ful sense under my chin ; at least 
to venture, albeit I should be 
ducked. 

Now for my case : I think that 
the council should be essayed, 
and the event referred to God ; — 
duties are ours, and events are 
God’s. 

I shall go through yours upon 
the Covenant at leisure, and write 
to you my mind thereanent ; and 
and anent the Arminian contract 
betwixt the Father and the Son. 
I beseech you, set to, to go 
through scripture. Yours on the 
Hebrews is in great request with 
all who would be acquainted with 
Christ’s Testament. I purpose, 
God willing, to set about Hosea, 
and to try if I can get it to the 
press here. 

It refresheth me much, that 
ye are so kind to my brother. I 
hope your counsel will do him 
good. I recommend him to you, 
since I am so" far from him. I 
am glad that the dying servant of 
God, famous and faithful Mr. 
Cunningham, sealed your minis- 
try, before he fell asleep. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 7, 1637. 
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LETTER CXl\l. 

TO JEAN BROWN. 

Well-beloved, and Dear Sister, 
— Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you — I received your letter, which 
I esteem an evidence of your 
Christian affection to me, and of 
your love to my honourable Lord 
and Master. My desire is, that 
your communion with Christ may 
grow, and that your reckonings 
may be put by-hatid with your 
Lord ere ye come to the water- 
side. 

Oh, who knoweth how sweet 
Christ’s kisses are! Who hath 
been more kindly embraced and 
kissed than I, his banished pri- 
soner ? If the comparison could 
stand, I would not exchange 
Christ with heaven itself. He 
hath left a dart and arrow of love 
in my soul, and it paineth me till 
he come and take it out. I find 
pain of these wounds, because I 
would have possession. I know 
now that this worm-eaten apple, 
the plastered, rotten world, which 
the silly children" of this world 
are beating and buffeting, and 
pulling each other’s ears for, is a 
portion for bastards good enough ; 
and that it is all they have to look 
for. I am not offended that my 
adversaries stay at home at their 
own fireside, with more yearly 
rent than I. Should I be angry 
that the Goodman of this house 
of the world casteth a dog a bone 
to hurt his teeth ? He hath taught 
me to be content with a borrowed 
fireside, and an unco bed ; and 1 
think I have lost nothing, the in- 
come is so great. Oh, what tell- 
ing is in Christ ! Oh, how 
weighty is my fair garland, my 
crown, roy fair supping-hall in 
glory, where I shall be above the 
blows and buffetings of Prelates 1 
Let this be your desire, and let 


your thoughts dwell much upon 
that blessedness that abideth you 
in the other world. The fair side 
of the world will be turned to you 
quickly, when ye shall see the 
crown. I hope that ye are near 
your lodging. Oh, but I would 
think myself blessed, for my part, 
to win to the house before the 
shower come on ! for God hath a 
quiver full of arrows to sftoot at, 
and shower down upon Scotland. 

Ye have the prayers of a pri- 
soner of Christ. I desire Patrick 
to give Christ his young love, 
even the flowers of it, and to put 
it by all others. It were good to 
start soon to the way ; he should 
thereby have a great advantage 
in the evil day. Grace be with 
you. Yours, in his only Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 7, 1637. 


LETTER CX1V. 

TO MR. JOUN FERGUS HILL. 

Reverend, and Well-beloved 
in the Lord — I was refreshed with 
your letter. I am sorry for that 
lingering and longsome visitation 
that is upon your wife ; but I 
know that ye take it as the mark 
of a lawfully begotten child, and 
not of a bastard, to he uuder your 
Father’s rod. Till ye be in hea- 
ven, it will be but foul weather — 
one shower up and another down. 
The lintel-stone and pillars of the 
Ne w J erusalem suffer more knocks 
of God’s hammer and tool than 
the common side-wall stones: and 
if twenty crosses be written for 
you in God’s book, they will come 
to nineteen, and then, at last, to 
one, and after that to nothing ; 
but your head shall lie betwixt 
Christ’s breasts for evermore, and 
his own soft hand shall dry your 



faoe, &nd wipe, away your tears. 
As for public sufferings for his 
truth, your Master also will see 
to these. Let us put him into 
his own office, to comfort and de- 
liver. The gloom of Christ’s 
cross is worse than itself. 

I San not keep up what he hath 
done to my soul. My dear Bro- 
ther, will I not get help of you 
to praiSe, and to lift Christ up on 
high ? He hath pained me with 
his love, and hath left a love-ar- 
row in my heart, that hath made 
a wound, and swelled me up with 
desires, so that I am to be pitied 
for want of real possession. Love 
would have the company of the 
party loved : and my greatest 
pain is the want of him, not of his 
joys and comforts, but of a near 
union and communion. 

This is his truth, I am fully 
persuaded, which I now suffer 
for : for Christ hath taken upon 
him to be witness to it by his 
sweet comforts to my soul ; and 
shall I think him a false witness, 
or that he would subscribe blank 
paper ? I thank his high and 
dreadful name for what he hath 
given. I hope to keep his seal 
and his pawn till he come and 
loose it himself. I defy hell to 
put me off it. But he is Christ, 
and he hath met with his prisoner, 
and I took instruments in his own 
hand that it was he, and none 
other for him. When the devil 
fenceth & bastard-court in my 
Lord’s ground, and giveth me 
forged summons, it will be my 
shame to misbelieve, after such a 
fair, broad seal : and yet Satan 
and my apprehension sometimes 
make a lie of Christ, as if he hat- 
ed me ; but I dare believe no evil 
of Christ. If he would cool my 
love-fever for himself with real 
resence and possession, 1 would 
e rich ; but I dare not be rois- 
learned, and seek more in that 
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kind, howbeit it lie no shame to 
beg at Christ’s door. I pity ihy 
adversaries. I grudge not that 
my Lord keepeth them at their 
own fireside, and hath given me 
a borrowed bed, and a borrowed 
fireside: — let the Goodman of the 
house cast the dog a bone ! why 
should I take offence ? I rejoice 
that the broken bark shall come 
to land, and that Christ will, on 
the shore, welcome the sea-sick 
passenger. We have need of a 
great stock against this day of 
trial that is coming. There is 
neither chaff nor corn in Scot- 
land, but it shall once passthrough 
God’s sieve. Praise, praise, and 
pray for me ; for I cannot forget 
you. I know that ye will be 
friendly to my afflicted brother, 
who is now embarked in the 6ame 
cause with me. Let him have 
your counsel and comforts. 

Remember my love in Christ 
to your wife ; her health is com- 
ing, and her salvation sleepeth 
not. Ye have the prayers and 
blessing of a prisoner in Christ. 
Sow fast, dealjfcread plentifully. 
The pantry-dbor will be locked 
on the bairns, in appearance, ere 
long. Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 7, 1637. 


LETTER CXV. 

TO HIS REVEREND AND DEAR BRO- 
THER, MR. ROBERT DOUGLAS. 

My very Reverend, and Dear 
Brother,— Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I long to see 
you on paper. I cannot but write 
you, that this which I now suffer 
for is Christ’s truth ; because he 
bath been pleased to seal my Buf- 
ferings with joy unspeakable and 
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glorious. I know that he will 
not put his seal upon blank paper; 
Christ hath not dumb seals, nei- 
ther will he be a witness to a lie. 
I beseech you, my dear Brother, to 
help me to praise, and to lift Christ 
up on his throne above the shields 
of the earth. I am astonished 
and confounded at the greatness 
of his kindness to such a sinner. 
I know that Christ and I shall 
never be even,; I shall die in his 
debt. He hath left an arrow in 
my heart that paineth me for 
want of real possession ; and hell 
cannot quench this coal of God’s 
kindling. I wish no man to slan- 
der Christ or his cross for my 
cause : for l have much cause to 
speak much good of him ; he hath 
brought me to a nick and degree 
of communion with himself that 
I knew not before. The din 
and gloom of our Lord’s cross is 
more fearful and hard than the 
cross itself. He taketh the bairns 
in his arms when they come to a 
deep water ; at least, when they 
lose ground, and are put to swim, 
then his hand is^Mier their chin. 

Let me be Imped by your 
prayers ; and remember my love 
to your kind wife. Grace be with 
you. Your Brother, and Christ’s 
prisoner, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 7, 1637. 


LETTER CXVI. 

TO THE MUCH HONOURED WILLIAM 
RIGGE, OF ATHERNIE. 

Much Honoured Sir, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace be to you — 1 
received your long-looked-for and 
short letter ; I would that ye had 
spoken more to me, who stand in 
need. I find Christ, as ye write, 
aye the longer the better, and, 
therefore, cannot but rejoice in 
His salvation, who bath made my 
chains my wings, and hath made 


me a king over my crosses, and 
over my adversaries : — glori^glo- 
ry, glory to his high, high and 
holy name ! Not one ounce, not 
one grain-weight more is laid on 
me than he hath enabled me to 
bear ; and I am not so much 
wearied to suffer as Zion’s katers 
are to persecute. Oh, if I could 
find a way, in any measure, to 
strive to be even with Christ's 
love ! but that I must give over. 
Oh, who would help a dyvour to 
pay praises to the King of saints, 
who triumpheth in his weak ser- 
vants 1 

1 see that if Christ but ride up- 
on a worm or feather, his horse 
will neither stumble nor fall. 
The worm Jacob is made by him 
a new, sharp, threshing instru- 
ment, having teeth, to thresh the 
mountains, and beat them small, 
and to make the hills as chaff, 
and to fan them, so as the wind 
shall carry them away, and the 
whirlwind shall scatter them; 
(Isa. xli. 14 — 16.) Christ’s ene- 
mies are but breaking their own 
heads in pieces, upon the Rock 
laid in Zion, and the Stone is not 
removed out of its placed Faith 
hath cause to take courage from 
our very afflictions ; the devil is 
but a whetstone to sharpen the 
faith and patience of the saints. 
I know that he but heweth and 
polisheth stones all this time for 
the New Jerusalem. 

But in all this, three things 

hath pleased my Lord to turn my 
moon-light into day-light. First, 
He hath yoked me to work, to 
wrestle with Christ’s love of long- 
ing, wherewith I am sick, pained, 
fainting, and like to die, because 
I cannot get himself, which I 
think a strange sort of desertion ; 
for I have not himself, (whom if 
I had, my love-sickness would 
cool, and my fever go away % at 
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least - 1 should know the heat of! 


the fire of complacency* which 
would cool the scorching heat of 
the fire of desire,) and yet I have 
no penury of his love ; and so 1 
4dwine, I die, and he seemeth not 
to rue on me. I take instru- 
ments in his hand, that I would 
have him, but I cannot get him ; 
and my best cheer is black hun- 
ger »l bless him for that feast. 

Secondly , Old challenges now 
and then revive, and cast all down ; 

I go halting and sighing, fearing 
there be an unseen process yet 
coming out, and that heavier than 
I can answer. I cannot read dis- 
tinctly ray surety’s act of cautionary 
for me in particular, and my dis- 
charge ; and sense, rather than 
faith, assureth me of what I 
have; — so unable am I to go, but 
by a hold. I could, with rever- 
ence of my Lord, forgive Christ, 
if he would give me us much faith 
as I have hunger for him. I hope 
the pardon is now obtained, but 
the peace is not so sure to me as I 
would wish : yet, one thing 1 
know, there is not a way to hea- 
ven but the way which he hath 
graced me to profess and suffer for. 

Thirdly , Wo, wo is me for the 
virgin-daughter of Scotland, and 
for the fearful desolation and 
wrath appointed for this land ; 
and yet all are sleeping, eating, 
and drinking, laughing and sport- 
ing, as if all were well. Oh our 
dim gold! our dumb, blind pas*- 
tors 1 the sun is gone down upon 
them, and our nobles bid Christ 
fend for himself, if he be Christ. 
It were good, that we should 
learn in“ time, the way to our 
stronghold. 

Sir, howbeit not acquainted, 
remember my love to your wife. 
I pray God to establish you. 
Yours, in Jiis sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 9, 1637. 


LETTER CXVII. 

TO MR. ALEXANDER HENDERSON. 

My Reverend, and Dear Bro- 
ther, — I received your letters. 
They are as apples of gold to me, 
for with my sweet feasts, (and 
they are above the deserving of 
such a sinner, high and out of 
measure,) 1 have sadness to bal- 
last me, and weight me a little. 
It is but his boundless wisdom 
which hath taken the tutoring of 
his witless child ; and he knoweth 
that to be drunken with comforts 
is not safest for our stomachs. 
However it be, the din, and noise, 
and glooms of Christ’s cross are 
weightier than itself. I protest 
to you, (my witness is in heaven,) 
that I could wish many pound- 
weights added to my cross, to 
know that by my sufferings Christ 
were set forward in his kingly 
office in this land. Oh! what is 
my skin to his glory ; or my los- 
ses, or my sad heart, to the apple 
of the eye of jar Lord, and his 
beloved spotisipm precious truth , 
his royal privileges, the glory of 
manifested justice in giving of his 
foes a dash, the testimony of his 
faithful servants, who do glorify 
him, when he rideth upon poor, 
weak worms, and triumpheth in 
them ? I desire you to pray, that 
I may come out of this furnace 
with honesty, and that I may leave 
Christ’s truth no wmrse than I 
found it ; and that this most ho- 
nourable cause may neither be 
stained nor weakened. 

As for your cause, my reverend 
and dearest Brother, ye are the 
talking of the north and south ; 
and looked to so as if ye were all 
crystal glass. Your motes and 
dust would soon be proclaimed, 
and trumpets blown at your slips; 
but I know that ye have laid help 
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upon one that is mighty. Intrust 
not your comforts to men’s airy 
and frothy applause, neither lay 
your down-castings on the tongues 
of salt mockers and reproachers. 
of godliness. 14 As deceivers, 
and yet true ; as unknown, and 
yet still known,” God hath called 
you to Christ's side, and the wind 
is now in Christ’s face in this 
land ; and seeing ye are with him , 
ye cannot expect the lee-side, or 
the sunny side of the brae. But 
I know that ye have resolved to 
take Christ upon any terms what 
soever. I hope that ye do not 
rue, though your cause be hated, 
and prejudices are taken up 
against it. The shields of the 
world think our Master cumber- 
some wares, and that he maketh 
too great din, and that his cords 
and yokes make blains, and deep 
scores in their neck ; therefore, 
they kick. They say, “ This 
man shall not reign over us.” 

Let us pray one for another. 
He who hath made you a chosen 
arrow in his quiver, hide you in 
the hollow of hi§,,.band ! I am 
yours, in his swe^ Lord Jesus, 

S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 9, 1637. 


LETTER CXVIII. 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 31 Y 
LORD LOUDON. 

My very Noble, and Honour- 
able Lord, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I make bold to 
write to your lordship, that you 
may know the honourable cause 
which ye are graced to profess, 
k Chmt’s /own truth. Ye are 
many ways blessed of God, who 
have taken upon you to come out 
to the streets with Christ on your 
forehead, 'when ao many are 


ashamed of him, and hidevbim, 
as it were, under their cloak, as 
if he were a stolen Christ. If 
this faithless' generation, (and 
especially the nobles of this king* 
dom,) thought not Christ deai^ 
wares, and religion expensive, 
hazardous, and dangerous/* they 
would not slip from his cause as 
they do, and stand looking on 
with their hands folded ^behind 
their back when louns are Tun- 
ing with the spoil of Zion on their 
back, and the boards of the Son 
of God’s tabernacle. Law and 
justice are to be had by any, es- 
pecially for money and moyen ; 
but Christ can get no law, good- 
cheap, or dear. It were the 
glory and honour of you, who are 
the nobles of this land, to plead 
for your wronged Bridegroom, 
and his oppressed spouse, as far 
as zeal, and standing law will go 
with you. Your ordinary logic 
from the event, that it will do no 
good to the cause, and, therefore, 
silence is best, till the Lord put 
to his own hand, is not, (with 
reverence to your lordship’s 
learning,) worth a straw. Events 
are God’s. Let us do, and not 
plead against God’s office. Let 
him sit at his own helm, who 
moderateth all events. It is not 
a good course to complain that 
we cannot get a providence of 
gold, when our laziness, cold zeal, 
temporizing, and faithless fear- 
fulness spilleth good providence. 

Your lordship will pardon me ; 
— I am not of that mind, that 
tumults or arms is the way to put 
Christ on his throne : or that 
Christ will be served, and truth 
vindicated, only with the arm of 
flesh and blood : nay, Christ doth 
his turn with less din, than wilh 
garments rolled in blood. But I 
would that the zeal of God were 
in the nobles to do their part;for 
Christ : And I must be pardoned 
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to write to your lordship Hhus. 

I dow not, I dare not, but 
speak to others what God hath 
done to the soul of his poor, af- 
flicted exile prisoner. His com- 
fort is more than I ever knew 
before ; he hath sealed the hon- 
ourable cause which I now suffer 
for, and I shall not believe that 
Christ will put his amen, and 
ring upon an imagination. He 
hath made all his promises good 
to me, and hath filled up all the 
blanks with his own hand. 1 
would not exchange my bonds 
with the plastered joy of this whole 
world. It hath pleased him to 
make a sinner, the like of me, an 
ordinary banqueter in his house- 
of-wine, with that royal, princely 
One, Christ Jesus. Oh what 
weighing ! oh what telling is in 
his love ! How sweet must he 
be, when that black and burden- 
some tree, his own cross, is so 
perfumed with joy and gladness ! 
Oh, for help to lift him up by 
praises on his royal throne ! 1 
seek no more than that his name 
may be spread abroad in me, that 
meikle good may be spoken of 
Christ on my behalf ; and this 
being done, my losses, place, sti- 
pend, credit, ease, and liberty 
shall all be made up to my ful 
contentment and joy of heart. 

I shall be confident that your 
lordship will go on in the strength 
of the Lord, and keep Christ, 
and avouch him, that he may read 
your name publicly before men 
and angels. I shall entreat your 
lordship to exhort and encourag< 
that nobleman, your chief, to d< 
the same ; but I am wo that man;, 
of you find a new wisdom, which 
deserveth not such a name — it 
were better that men would see 
that their wisdom be holy, and 
their holiness wise. 

I must be bold to desire your 
lordship to add to your former 


favours to me, (for the which 
your lordship hath a prisoner’s 
slessing and prayers,) this, that 
would be pleased to befriend 
my brother, now suffering for the 
same cause ; for as he is to dwell 
nigh your lordship’s bounds, 
rour lordship’s word and coun- 
enance may help him. 

Thus recommending your lord- 
ship to the saving gface, and ten- 
der mercy of Christ Jesus, our 
Lord, I rest, Your lordship’s 
obliged Servant in Christ, S. R. 
Aberdeen, March 9, 1637. 


LETTER CXIX. 

TO MR. WILLIAM DALGLEI8H, MI- 
NISTER OF THE GOSPEL. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you — I am well. My Lord Jesus 
is kinder to me than ever he was. 
It pleaseth him to dine and 6up 
with his afflicted prisoner : a 
King feastethape, and his spike- 
nard casleth aliweet smell. Put 
Christ’s love to the trial, and put 
upon it our burdens, and then it 
will appear love indeed : we em- 
ploy not his love, and, therefore, 
we know it not. I verily count the 
sufferings of my Lord more than 
this world's lustered and over- 
gilded glory. I dare not say but 
my Lord Jesus hath fully recom- 
pensed my sadness with his joys, 
my losses with his own presence. 
I find it a sweet and rich thing 
to exchange my sorrows with 
Christ’s joys, my afflictions with 
that sweet peace I have with him- 
self. 

Brother, this is his own truth 
I now suffer for. He hath sealed 
my sufferings with his own com- 
forts, and I know that* he will 
not put his seal upon blank paper; 
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his seals are not dumb nor delu- 
sive* to confirm imaginations and 
lies. Go on, my dear Brother, 
in the strength of the Lord, npt 
fearing man, who is a worm, nor 
the son of man that shall die. 
Providence hath a thousand keys, 
to open a thousand sundry doors 
for the deliverance of his own, 
when it is even come to a concla - 
matum est. Let us be faithful ; 
and care for our own part, which 
is to do and suffer for him, and 
lay Christ’s part on himself, and 
leave it there. Duties are ours, 
events are the Lord’s. When 
our faith goeth to meddle with 
events, and to hold a court (if I 
may so speak) upon God’s provi- 
dence, and beginneth to say, 
44 How wilt thou do this and 
that?” we lose ground. We 
have nothing to do there. It is 
our part to let the Almighty.ex- 
ercise his own office, and steer 
his own helm. There is nothing 
left to us, but to see how we may 
be approved of him, and how we 
may roll the weight of our weak 
souls in well-doing upon Him, 
who is God* omnipotent : and 
when what we thus essay mis- 
carrieth, it will neither be our 
sin nor cross. 

Brother, remember the Lord’s 
word to Peter ; 44 Simon, lovest 
thou me? — Feed my sheep.” No 
greater testimony of our love to 
Christ can be, than to feed care- 
fully and faithfully his lambs. 

I am in no better neighbour- 
hood with the ministers here than 
before : they cannot endure that 
any speak of me, or to me. Thus 
I am, in the mean time, silent, 
which is my greatest grief. Dr. 
Barron hath often disputed with 
me, especially about Arminian 
controversies, and for the cere- 
monies. Three yokings laid him 
by; and I have not been troubled 
with him sim6e. Now, he hath 


appointed a dispute before wit- 
nesses ; I trust that Christ and 
truth will do for themselves. 

I hope, brother, that ye will 
help my people ; and write to 
me what ye hear the bishop is to 
do with them. Grace be with 
you. Your Brother in b&nds, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen. 


LETTER CXX. 

TO MR. HUGH MACKAIL, MINISTER 
OF THE GOSPEL. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— I bless you for your letter — 
He is come down as rain upon 
the mown grass ; he hath revived 
my withered root ; and he is the 
dew of herbs. I am most secure 
in this prison: salvation is for 
walls in it ; and what think ye 
of these walls ? He maketh the 
dry plant to bud as the lily, 
and to blossom as Lebanon ; — 
the great Husbandman’s blessing 
cometh down upon the plants of 
righteousness. Who may say 
this, my dear Brother, if I, his 
poor exiled stranger and prison- 
er, may not say it? Howheit all 
the world should be silent, I can- 
not hold my peace. Oh, how 
many black accounts have Christ 
and I rounded over together in 
the house of my pilgrimage ! and 
how fat a portion he hath given 
to a hungry soul l I had rather 
have Christ’s four-hours’, than 
have dinner and supper both in 
one from any other — his dealing, 
and the way of his judgments are 
past finding out. No preaching, 
no book, no learning could give 
me that, which it behoved me to 
come and get in this town. But 
what of all this, if I were not 
misted, and confounded, and as- 
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fonished how to be thankful, and 
how to get him praised for ever- 
more ? And, what is more, he 
bath been pleased to pain me 
with his love, and my pain grow- 
th through want of real pos- 
session. 

Some have written to me, that 
I am possibly too joyful of the 
cross ; but my joy overleapetb 
the cnfts, it is bounded and ter- 
minated upon Christ. I know 
that the sun will over-cloud and 
eclipse, and that I shall again be 
put to walk in the shadow : but 
Christ must be welcome to come 
and go, as he thinketh meet. 
Yet he would be more welcome 
to me, I trow, to come, than to 
go ; and I hope he pitieth and 
pardoneth me, in casting apples 
to me, at such a fainting time as 
this — holy and blessed is his 
name. It was not my flattering 
of Christ that drew a kiss from 
his mouth : but he would send 
me as a spy into this wilderness 
of suffering, to see the land, and 
try the ford ; and I cannot make 
a lie of Christ's cross ; I can re- 
ort nothing but good both of 
im and it, lest others should 
faint. I hope, when a change 
cometh, to cast anchor at mid- 
night upon the Rock, (which he 
hath taught me to know in this 
day-light,) whither I may run, 
when I must say my lesson with- 
out book, and believe in the dark. 
I am sure it is sin to tarrow at 
Christ’s good meat, and not to 
eat when he saith, u Eat, O well- 
beloved, and drink abundantly.” 
If he bear me on his back, or 
carry me in bis arms over this 
water, I hope for grace to set 
down my feet on dry ground, 
when the way is better : but this 
is slippery ground ; my Lord 
thought good I should go by a 
hold, and lean on my Well-be- 
loved’s sWulder^-rit is good to be 


ever taking from him. I desire 
that he may get the fruit of 
praises, for dawting, and thus 
dandling me on his knee : and I 
may give my bond of thankful- 
ness, so being I have Christ’s 
back-bond again for my relief, 
that I shall be strengthened by 
his powerful grace, to pay my 
vows to him. But, truly, I find 
that we have the advantage of 
the brae upon our enemies : We 
are more than conquerers through 
Him who loved us ; and they 
know not wherein our strength 
lieth. 

Pray for me. Grace be with 
you. Your Brother in Christ, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen. 


LETTER CXXI. 

TO MY LADY BOYD. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be unto you — the Lord 
hath brought me to Aberdeen, 
where I see Gbd in few. This 
town hath been advised upon of 
purpose for me ; it consisteth of 
Papists, or men of Gallio’snoughty 
faith. It is counted wisdom, in 
the most, not to countenance a 
confined minister ! but I find 
Christ neither strange nor un- 
kind ; for I have found many 
faces smile upon me since I came 
hither. 

I am heavy and sad, consider- 
ing what is betwixt the Lord and 
my soul, which none seeth hut 
he. I find men have mistaken 
me ; it would be no art (as I now 
see) to spin small, and make hy- 
pocrisy seem a goodly web, and 
go through the market as a saint 
among men, and yet steal quietly 
to hell, without observation ; so 
easy is it to deceive men. I have 
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disputed whether or no I ever 
knew anything of Christianity, 
save the letters of that name. 
Men see but as men, and they 
call ten twenty and twenty a hun- 
dred ; but, oh ! to be approved 
of God in the heart and in sin- 
cerity, is not au ordinary mercy. 
My neglects while I had a pulpit, 
and other things whereof I am 
ashamed to speak, meet me now, 
so as God maketh an honest cross 
my daily sorrow; and, for fear 
ot scandal and stumbling, I must 
hide this day of the law’s plead- 
ing : I know not if this court, 
kept within my soul, be fenced in 
Christ’s name. If certainty of 
salvation were to be bought, God 
knoweth that if I had ten earths, 
I would not prig with God. Like 
a fool, I believed, under suffer- 
ings for Christ, that I myself 
should keep the key of Christ’s 
treasures, and take out comforts 
when I listed, and eat, and be 
fat ; but I see now that a sufferer 
for Christ shall be made to know 
himself, and shall be holden at 
the door, as well as another poor 
sinner ; and will be fain to eat 
with the bairns, and take the by- 
board, and glad to do so. My 
blessing on the cross of Christ, 
that hath made me to see this. 
Oh, if we could take pains for the 
kingdom of heaven ! But we sit 
down upon some ordinary marks 
of God’s children, thinking we 
have as much as will separate us 
from a reprobate, and thereupon 
we take the play, and cry “ Holi- 
day ; n and thus the devil casteth 
water on our fire, and blunteth 
our zeal and care. But I see that 
heaven is not at the next door ; 
and I see that, howbeit my chal- 
lenges be many, I suffer for Christ 
and dare hazard my salvation upon 
it ; for sometimes my Lord com- 
eth with a fair hour, and, oh, but 
bis love is sweet, delightful and 


comfortable! Haifa kiss issweet : 
but our doting love will not be 
content with a right to Christ, 
unless we get possession ; like the 
man who will not be content wit|j 
rights to bought land, except he 
get also the ridges and acres laid 
upon his back, to carry honil with 
him. However it be, Christ is 
wise ; and we are foolg to be 
browden and fond of a pawn in 
the loof of our hand: living on 
trust by faith may well content 
us. Madam, I know that your 
Ladyship knoweth this, and that 
made me bold to write of it, that 
others might reap somewhat by my 
bonds for the truth ; for I would 
desire and aim at this, to have my 
Lord well spoken of and honour- 
ed, howbeit he should make no- 
thing of me but a bridge over a 
water. 

Thus recommending your La- 
dyship, your son, and children, to 
His grace who hath honoured you 
with a name and room among the 
living in Jerusalem ; and wishing 
grace to be with your Ladyship, 
I rest, Your Ladyship’s, in his 
sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Abei deen. 


LETTER CXXIL 

TO MR. DAVID DICKSON. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
—Grace, mercy, and peace be 
unto you — I find that great men, 
especially old friends, scaur to 
speak for roe ; but my kingly and 
royal Master biddeth me to try 
his moyen to the uttermost, and 
I shall find a friend at hand. 1 
still depend upon him ; his court 
is as before ; the prisoner is weL 
come to him ; the black, crabbed 
tree of my Lord’s cross bath made 
Christ and my soul very entire $ 
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he is my song in the night* I am 
often laid in the dust with chal- 
lenges, and apprehensions of bis 
anger, and then, if a mountain of 
iron were laid upon me, I cannot 
oe heavier ; and with much wrest- 
ling I win into the King’s bouse- 
of-wifte, and then, for the most 
part, my life is joy, and such joy 
his comforts, as I have 
been afraid lest I should shame 
myself and cry out, for I can 
scarce bear what I get. Christ 
giveth me a measure heaped up, 
pressed down, and running over ; 
and, believe it, his love painetb 
more than prison and banishment. 
I cannot get the way of Christ’s 
love. Had I known what he was 
keeping for me, I should never 
have been so faint-hearted. In 
my heaviest times, when all is lost, 
the memory of his love maketh 
me think Christ’s glooms are but 
for the fashion. I seek no more 
than a vent to my wine ; I am 
smothered and ready to burst for 
want of vent. Think not much 
of persecution. It is before you ; 
but it is not as men conceive of 
it : my sugared cross forceth me 
to say this to you, ye shall have 
waled meat — the sick bairn is oft- 
times the spilled bairn — ye shall 
commaiid all the house. I hope 
that ye help a tired prisoner to 
praise and pray. Had I but the 
annual of annual to give to my 
Lord Jesus, it would ease my 
pain. But, alas 1 I have nothing 
to pay, he will get nothing of poor 
me ; but I am wo that I have not 
room enough in ray heart for such 
a stranger. I am not cast down 
to go farther north. I have good 
cause to work for my Master, for 
I am well paid beforehand ; 1 am 
not behind, howbeit I should not 
get one smile more till my feet be 
up within the King’s dining-hall. 

I have gone through yours 
upon the Covenant ; it hath edi- 


fied my soul, and refreshed a hun- 
gry man. 1 judge it sharp, sweet, 
quick, and profound. Take me 
at my word, 1 fear that it get no 
lodging in Scotland. 

The brethren of Ireland write 
not to me — chide with them for 
that. I am sure that I may give 
you and Ihem a commission, (and 
I; will abide by it,) that you tell 
my Beloved that I am sick of love* 
I hope in God to leave some of 
my rust and superfluities in Aber- 
deen. I cannot get a house in 
this town wherein to leave drink- 
silver in my Master’s name, save 
one only : there is no sale for 
Christ in the north ; he is like to 
lie long ou my hand, ere any ac- 
cept him. 

Grace be with you. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen. 


LETTER CXXIII. 

TO MR. MATTHEW MOWAT. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— I am a very far mistaken man. 
If others knew how poor my stock 
was, they would not think upon 
the like of me, but with compas- 
sion ; for I am as one kept under 
a strict tutor ; 1 would have more 
than my tutor alloweth me, but 
it is good that a bairn’s wit is not 
the rule which regulateth my 
Lord Jesus. Let him give what 
he will, it shall aye be above merit, 
and my ability to gain therewith. 
I would not wish a better stock, 
whill heaven be my stock, than to 
live upon credit at Christ’s bands, 
daily borrowing. Surely, run- 
ing-over love, that vast, huge, 
boundless love of Christ, (that 
there is telling in for man 
angels,) is the only thing I most 
fain would be in hands with. He 
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knoweth that l have little but the 
love of that love ; and that 1 shall 
be happy, suppose I never get 
another heaven but only an eter- 
nal, lasting, feast of that love. 
But suppose my wishes were poor, 
he is not poor : Christ, all the 
seasons of the year, is dropping 
sweetness. If I had vessels I 
might dll them, but my old, riven, 
and running-out dish, even when 
I am at the Well, can bring little 
away. Nothing but glory will 
make tight and fast our leaking 
and rifty vessels. Alas ! I have 
skailed more of Christ’s grace, 
love, faith, humility, and godly 
sorrow, than 1 have brought with 
me. How little of the sea can a 
child carry in his hand ! as little 
dow I take away of my great Sea, 
my boundless and running-over 
Christ Jesus. 

I have not lighted upon the 
right gate of putting Christ to 
the bank, and making myself 
rich with him : my misguiding 
and childish trafficing with that 
matchless Pearl, that heaven’s 
Jewel, the Jewel of the Father’s 
delights, hath put me to a great 
loss. Oh, that he would take a 
loan of me, and my stock, and 
put his name in all my bonds, and 
serve himself heir to the poor, 
mean portion which I have, and 
be accountable for the talent him- 
self! Gladly would 1 put Christ 
into my room, to guide all ; and 
let me be but a servant to run 
errands, and act by his direction 
— let me be his interdicted heir. 
Lord Jesus work upon my minor 
ity , and let him win a pupil’s bless- 
ing. Ob, how would I rejoice to 
have this work of my salvation le- 
gally fastened upon Christ ! A 
back-bond of my Lord Jesus, that 
it should be forthcoming to the 
orphan, would be m^ happiness : 
dependency on Christ were my 
surest way ; if Christ were my 


foundation I were sure enough. 

1 thought the guiding of grace 
had been no art t I thought it 
would come of will ; but I would 
ipill my own heaven yet, if I had 
not burdened Christ with all. I 
but lend my bare name to the 
sweet covenant; Christ, behind 
and before, and on either side, 
maketh all sure. God will not take 
an Arminian cautioner. Free- 
will a weather-cock, turning at 
a serpent’s tongue, a tutor that 
cowped our father, Adam, unto 
us ; and brought down the house ; 
and sold the land ; and sent the 
father, and mother, and all the 
bairns through the earth, to beg 
their bread : nature in the Gos- 
pel, hath but cracked a credit. 
Oh, well to my poor soul for 
evermore, that my Lord called 
grace to the council, and put 
Christ Jesus with free merits, 
md the blood of God, foremost 
n the chase to draw sinners after 
i Ransomer ! Oh, what a sweet 
block was it, by way of buying 
and selling, to give, and tell down 
a ransom for grace and glory to 
dyvours! Oh, would to my Lord 
that I could cause paper and ink 
to speak the.worth and excellency, 
the high and loud praises of a 
Brother-ransomer ; The Ran- 
somer needeth not my report ; 
but oh, if he would take it, and 
make use of it ! 1 should be 

happy if I had an errand to this 
world, but for some few years, 
to spread proclamations and out- 
cries, and love-letters, of the 
highness, the highness for ever- 
more, the glorv, the glory for 
evermore, of thefcansomer, whose 
clothes were wet and dyed in 
blood ; albeit, after I had done 
that, my soul and body should go 
back to the mother nothing t that 
their Creator brought them onoe 
out from, as from their begin- 
ning. But why should I pine 
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away, and pain myself with wish- 
es ; and not believe rather, that 
Christ will Jiire such an outcast 
as I am, a masteries* body, put 
^>ut of the house by the sons of 
my mother, and give me employ- 
ment and a calling, one way or 
other* to set out Christ and his 
wares to country buyers, and pro- 
pose Christ unto, and press him 
upon some poor souls, that fainer 
than their life would receive him? 

You complain heavily of your 
short-coming in practice, and ven- 
turing on suffering for Christ : 
you have many marrows. For 
the first, I would not put you off 
a sense of wretchedness. Hold 
on ! Christ never yet slew a sigh 
ing, groaning child: more of that 
would make you won goods, and 
a meet prey for Christ. Alas ! I 
have too little of it, for venturing 
on suffering. I had not so much 
free gear when I came to Christ’s 
camp as to buy a sword — a won- 
der that Christ should not lau 
at such a soldier. I am no bet- 
ter yet ; but faith liveth and spend- 
eth upon our Captain’s charges 
who is able to pay for all : we 
need not pity him, he is rich 
enough. Ye desire me also not 
to mistake Christ under a mask 
I bless you, and thank God for it 
but alas ! masked, or bare-faced 
kissing, or glooming, I mistake 
him^ yea, I mistake him farthest 
when the mask is off; for then 1 
play me with his sweetness, 
am like a child*that hath a gilded 
book, that playeth with the rib 
bons and the gilding, and the 
picture on the first page, bui 
readeth not the contents of it 
Certainly if my desires to m; 
Well-beloved were fulfilled, 
could provoke devils, and crosses 
and the world, and temptation 
to the field ; but, oh ! my poo 
weakness maketh me lie behin 
the bush and hide me. 


Remember my service and my 
ilessing to my lord. I am mind- 
ul of him as 1 am able. Desire 
nim from a prisoner, to come add 
isit my good Master, and feel 
>ut the smell of his love. It set- 
eth him well, howbeit he be 
oung, to make Christ his gar- 
land. I could not wish him in 
better case, than in a fever of 
ove-sickness for Christ. 

Remember my bonds. The 
,ord Jesus be with your spirit. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CXXIY. 

TO WILLIAM HALLIDAY. 

Loving Friend, — I received 
our letter — I wish that ye take 
jains for salvation. Mistaken ' 
grace, and somewhat like conver • ^ 
ion which is not conversion, is 
he saddest and most doleful thing 
n the world. Make sure of sal- 
ation, and lay the foundation 
ure, for many are beguiled. Put 
a low price upon the world’s 
clay ; put a high price upon 
Christ. Temptations will come, 
but if they be not made welcome 
by you, ye have the best of it. 
Be jealous over yourself and your 
own heart, and keep touches with 
God. Let him not have a faint 
and feeble* soldier of you. Fear 
not to back Christ, for he will 
conquer and overcome. Let no 
man scaur at Christ, for I have 
no quarrels at his cross ; he and 
his cross are two good guests, 
and worth the lodging. Men 
would fain have Christ good- 
cheap, but the market will not 
come down. Acquaint yourself 
with prayer. Make Christ your 
Captain and your armour. Make 
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conscience of sinning when no 
eye seeth you. Grace be with 
you. Yours, in Christ Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen. 


LETTER CXXV. 

TO A GENTLEWOMAN, AFTER THE 
DEATH OF HER HUSBAND. 

Dear, and Loving Sister, — 1 
know that ye are minding your 
sweet country, and not taking 
your inn (the plade of your ba- 
nishment) for your home. This 
life is not worthy to be the thatch 
or outer wall of the paradise of 
your Lord Jesus, that he did 
sweat for to you, and that he 
keepeth for you. # Short, and silly, 
and sand-blind were our hope, if | 
it could not look over the water 
to onr best heritage, and if it 
stayed only at home about the 
doors of our clay house. 

I marvel not, my dear Sister, 
that ye complain that ye come 
short of your old wrestlings, which 
ye had for a blessing, and that 
now ye find it not so. Bairns are 
but hired to learn their lesson, 
when $hey first go to school : and 
it is enough that those who run 
a race see the gold only at the 
starting-place ; and possibly they 
see little more of it, or nothing 
at all till they win to the rinks- 
end, and get the gold Jn the loof 
of their hand. Our Lord maketh 
deli cates and dainties of his sweet 
presence and love-visits to his 
own : hut Christ’s love, under a 
vail, is love. If ye get Christ, 
howbeit not the sweet and plea- 
sant way ye would have him, it is 
enough ; for the Well-beloved 
cometb not our way ; he must 
wale his own gate himself. For 
worldly things, seeing they are 


meadows and fbir flowers in your 
way to heaven, a smell in the by- 
going is sufficient. He that would 
reckon and tell all the stones in 
his way, in a journey of three or, 
four hundred miles, and write up 
in his count-book all the herbs 
and the flowers growing In his 
way, might come short of his 
journey. You cannot $tay, in 
your inch of time, to lose your 
day, (seeing that you are in haste; 
and the night, and your afternoon 
will not bide you,) in setting your 
heart on this vain world. It were 
your wisdom to read your account- 
book, and to have in readiness 
your business, against the time 
you come to death’s water-side. 

I know that your lodging is taken ; 
your forerunner, Christ, hath not 
forgotten that ; and, therefore, 
you must set yourself to your 
“ one thing,” which you cannot 
well want. 

In that our Lord took your 
husband to himself, I know it was 
that he might make room for 
himself. He cutteth off your 
love to the creature, that ye might 
learn that God only is the right 
owner of your love, sorrow, loss, 
sadness, death, or the worst of 
things that are, except sin. But 
Christ knoweth well what to 
make of them, and can put his 
own in the cross’s common, that 
we shall be obliged to afflicBon, 
and thank God, who taught us 
to make our acquaintance with 
such a rough companion, who 
can hale us to Christ. You must 
learn to make your evils your 
great good ; and to spin com- 
forts, peace, joy, communion with 
Christ , out of your troubles, that 
are Christ’s wooers, sent to speak 
or you to himself. It is easy to 
jet good words, and a comfort- 
able message from our Lord, 
even from such rough serjeants, 
as divers temptations. Thanks 
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to God for crosses! When we 
count and reckon our losses in 
seeking God, we find that godli- 
ness is great gain. Great part- 
ners of a shipful of gold are glad 
to see the ship come to the har- 
bour ; — surely we and our Lord 
Jesus together, have a shipful of 
gold coming home, and our gold 
is in th^jt ship. Some are so in 
love, or rather, in lust, with this 
life, that they sell their part of 
the ship for a little thing. 1 
would counsel you to buy hope, 
but sell it not, and give not away 
your crosses for nothing ; the in- 
side of Christ’s cross is white and 
joyful, and the far-end of the 
black cross is a fair and glorious 
heaven of ease: and seeing Christ 
hath fastened heaven to the far- 
end of the cross, and he will not 
loose the knot himself, and none 
else can, (for when Christ casteth 
a knot, all the world cannot loose 
it :) let us then count it exceed- 
ing joy, when we fall into divers 
temptations. 

Thus recommending you to 
the tender mercy, and grace of 
our Lord, I rest, Your loving 
Brother, S. R. 

Aberdeen. 


LETTER CXXVI. 

TO JOHN GORDON OF CARDONE8S, 
YOUNGER. 

Honoured, and Dear Brother 
— I wrote of late to you — Multi- 
tudes of letters burden me now, 
I am refreshed with your letter, 
I exhort you in the bowels 01 
Christ, set to work for your soul 
and let these bear weight with you 
and ponder them seriously: 1st 
Weeping and gnashing of teeth 
in utter darkness, or heaven’s 
joy. Think what ye would 


for an hour, when ye shall 
lie like dead, cold, blackened day. 

3 dly, There is sand in your glass 
yet, and your sun is not gone 
down. 4 thly, Consider what joy 
and peace are in Christ’s service. 
bthly , Think what advantage it 
will be, to have angels, the 
world, life and death, crosses, 
yea, and devils, all for you, as 
the King’s serjeants and servants, 
to do your business. §thly , To 
have mercy on your seed and a 
blessing on your bouse. 7 thly. 
To have true honour, and a name 
on earth that casteth a sweet 
smell. 8 thly. How ye will re- 
joice when Christ layeth down 
your bead under his chin, and 
betwixt his breasts, and drieth 
your face, and welcometh you to 
and happiness. 9 thly, Ima- 
gine what pain and torture is a 
guilty conscience ; what slavery to 
carry the devil’s dishonest loads. 
10 tkly. Sin’s joys are but night- 
dreams, thoughts, vapours, ima- 
ginations, and shadows. IXthly , 
What dignity it is to be a son 
of God. 12 thly. Dominion and 
mastery over temptations, over 
the world and sin. 13 thly. That 
your enemies should be the tail, 
and you the head. 

For your bairns, now at rest, 
I speak to you and your wife, (and 
cause her read this.) 1st, I am 
a witness for Barbara’s glory in 
heaven. : 2dly , For the rest, I 
write it under my hand, there are 
days coming on Scotland, when 
barren wombs, and dry breasts, 
and childless parents shall be pro- 
nounced blessed — they are, then, 
in the lee of the harbour ere the 
storm come on. 3 {%, They are 
not lost to you, that are laid up 
in Christ’s treasury in heaven. 
4 thly y At the resurrection, ye 
shall meet with them ; thither 
they are sent before, but not sent 
away, dthly , Your Lord loveth 
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you, who is homely to take and 
give, borrow and lend. 6thly , 
Let not bairns be your idols ; for 
God will be jealous, and take 
away the idol, because he is gree- 
dy of your love wholly. 

I bless you, your wife, and 
children. Grace for evermore be 
with you. Your loving pastor, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen. 


LETTER CXXVII. 

TO JOHN GORDON OF CARDONESS 
ELDER. 

Honourable, and Dearest in 
the Lord, — Your letter bath re- 
freshed my soul — My joy is ful- 
filled, if Christ and ye he fast 
together. Ye are my joy and 
crown. Ye know that I have 
recommended his love to you. 1 
defy the world, Satan, and sin. 
His love hath neither brim nor 
bottom in it. My dearest in 
Christ, I write my soul’s desire 
to you. Heaven is not at the 
next door. I find Christianity to 
be a hard task : set to it in your 
evening. We would all keep 
both Christ and our right eye, 
our right hand and foot ; but it 
will not do with us. I beseech 
you, by the mercies of God, and 
your compearance before Christ, 
look Christ’s account-book and 
your own together, and collate 
them. Give the remnant of your 
time to your soul. This great 
idol-god, the world, will be lying 
Trfwhtfe ashes, on the day of your 
compearance ; and why should 
night-dreams, and day-shadows, 
and water froth, and May-flowers 
run away with your heart? When 
we win to the water-side, and 
black death’s river-brink, and put 
our foot into the boat, we shall 


laugh at our folly. Sir, I recom- 
mend unto you the thoughts of 
death, and now ye would wish 
your soul to be, when ye shall lie 
cold, blue, ill-smelling clay. C 

For any hireling to be intruded, 
I, being the king’s prisoner, can- 
not say much ; but as God’s mi- 
nister, I desire you to read Acts 
i. 15, 16, to the end, and Acts vi. 
2 — 5, and ye shall find that God’s 
people should have a voice in 
choosing church-rulers and teach- 
ers. I shall be sorry, if willingly 
ye shall give way to his unlawful 
intrusion upon my labours. The 
only wise God direct you. 

God’s grace be with you. 
Your loving pastor, S. R. 

Aberdeen. 


LETTER CXXVIII. 

TO THE LADY FORRET. 

Worthy Mistress, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace be to you — I 
long to hear from you. 1 hear 
Christ hath been that kind as to 
visit you with sickness, and to 
bring you to the door of the 
grave : but ye found the door 
shut, blessed be his glorious name ! 
whill ye he riper for eternity. 
He will have more service of you: 
and therefore, he seeketh of you, 
that henceforth ye he honest to 
your new Husband, the Son of 
God. We have all idol-love, and 
are whorishly inclined to love 
other things beside our Lord, 
and, therefore, our Lord hunteth 
for our love more ways than one 
or two. Q that Christ had his 
own of us ! I know he will not 
want you, and that is a sweet 
wilfulness in his love : and ye 
have as good cause, on the other 
part, to be headstrong and per- 
emptory in your love to Christ, 
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and not to part, nor divide your 
love betwixt him and the world — 
if it were more, it is little enough, 
yea, too little for Christ. 

I am now, every way, in good 
terms with Christ. He hath set 
a banished prisoner as a seal on 
his heart, and as a bracelet on his 
arm : that crabbed and black tree 
of the cross laugheth upon me 
now ; tfte alarming noise of the 
cross is worse than itself. I love 
Christ’s glooms better than the 
world’s worm-eaten joys. Oh, 
if all the kingdom were as I am, 
except these bonds ! My loss is 
gain ; my sadness joyful ; my 
bonds, liberty ; my tears comfort- 
able. This world is not worth a 
drink of cold water. Oh, but 
Christ’s love casteth a great heat ! 
Hell, and all the salt sea, and the 
rivers of the earth, cannot quench 
it. 

I remember you to God ; ye 
have the prayers of a prisoner of 
Christ. Grace, grace be with 
you. Yours, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 9, 1637. 


LETTER CXXIX. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Loving, and Dear Sister, — 
Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you — Your letter hath refreshed 
my soul. You shall not have my 
advice to make haste to go out 
of that town ; for if you remove 
out of Kirkcudbright, they will 
easily undo all. You are at 
God’s work, and in his way there; 
be strong in the Lord ; the devil 
is weaker than you are, because 
stronger is he that is in you than 
he that is in the world. Your 
care of, and love showed towards 
me, now a prisoner of Christ, is 


laid up for you in heaven, and 
you shall know, that it is come up 
in remembrance before God. 

Pray, pray for my desolate 
flock, and give them your counsel, 
when you meet with any of them. 
It shall be my grief to hear that 
a wolf efeter in upon my labours; 
but if the Lord permit it, I am 
silent. My sky shall clear, for 
Christ layeth my head in his bo- 
som, and admitteth me to lean 
there. I never knew before what 
his love was in such a measure. 
If he leave me, he leaveth me in 
pain, and sick of love ; and yet 
my sickness is my life and health. 
I have a fire within me ; I defy 
all the devils in hell, and all the 
Prelates in Scotland, to cast wa- 
ter on it. 

I rejoice at your courage and 
faith. Pray still as if I were on 
my journey to come and be your 
pastor. What iron gates or bars 
are able to stand it out against 
Christ? for when he bloweth, 
they open to him. 

I remember your husband. 
Grace, grace be with you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 11, 1637. 


LETTER CXXX. 

TO JOHN CARSEN. 

My Well-beloved, and Dear 
Friend, — Every one seeketh not 
God ; and far fewer find h^j, 
because they seek amiss. He is 
to be sought for, above all things, 
if men would find what they seek. 
Let feathers and shadows alone 
to children, and go seek your 
Well-beloved. Your only errand 
to the world, is to woo Christ ; 
therefore, put other lovers from 
about the house, and let Christ 
have all your love, without minch- 
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ing or dividing it — it is little 
enough, if there were more of it. 
The serving of the world and sin 
hath but a base reward ; and 
smoke instead of pleasures, and 
but a night-dream for true ease 
to the soul. *Go where you will, 
your soul shall not sle^) sound 
but in Christ’s bosom. Come in 
to him, and lie down, and rest 
you on the slain Son of God, and 
inquire for him. I sought him, 
and now, a fig for all the worm- 
eaten pleasures, and moth-eaten 
glory out of heaven, since I have 
found him, and in him all 1 
can want or wish ! He hath 
made me a king over the world. 
Princes cannot overcome me. 
Christ hath given me the mar- 
riage-kiss, and he hath my mar- 
riage-love : we have made up a full 
bargain, that shall not go back 
on either side. Oh, if ye, and 
all in that country, knew what 
sweet terms of mercy are betwixt 
him and me ! 

Grace be with you. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 11, 1637. 


LETTER CXXXI. 

TO MY LADY BOYD. 

Madam, — I would have written 
to your Ladyship ere now, but 
people’s believing there is in me 
that which I know there is not 
hath put me out of love with writ- 
ing to any ; for it is easy to put 
religion to a market and public 
fair, but alas ! it is not so soon 
made eye-sweet for Christ. 

My Lord seeth me a tired man 
far behind. I have gotten much 
love from Christ, but I give him 
little or none again. My white 
side cometh out on paper to men ; 
but at home and within, I find 
much black work, and great cause 
of a lowsail, and of little boasting ; 


and yet, howbeit I see challenges 
to be true, the manner of the 
tempter’s pressing of them is 
unhonest, and, in my thoughts, 
knavish-like. My peace is, thaj 
Christ may find outing and sale 
of his wares in the like of me, I 
mean for saving grace. 

I wish all professors to fall in 
love with grace. All ojir songs 
should be of his free grace. We 
are but too lazy and careless in 
seeking of it ; it is all our riches 
we have here, and glory in the 
hud. 1 wish that I could set out 
free grace. I was the law’s man, 
and under the law, and under a 
curse; but grace brought me from 
under that hard lord, and I re- 
joice that I am grace’s free- 
holder. I pay tribute to non© 
for heaven, seeing my land and 
heritage holdeth of Christ, my 
new King. Infinite wisdom hath 
devised this excellent way of free- 
holding for sinners. It is a bet- 
ter way to heaven than the old 
way that was in Adam’s days. It 
hath this fair advantage, that no 
man’s emptiness and want layeth 
an inhibition upon Christ, or hin- 
dereth his salvation ; (and that is 
far best for me;) but our new 
Landlord putteth the names of dy- 
vours, and Adam’s forlorn heirs, 
and beggars, and the crooked and 
blind, in the free charters. Hea- 
ven and angels may wonder that 
we have got such a gate of sin 
and hell. Such a back-entry out of 
hell, as Christ made, and brought 
out the captives by, is more than 
my poor shallow thoughts can 
comprehend. I would think suf- 
ferings glory, (and I am some- 
times not far from it,) if my Lord 
would give me a new alms of free 
grace. 

I hear that the Prelates are in- 
tending banishment for me ; but 
for more grace, and tfo other hire, 
I would make it welcome. The 
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bits of this clay-house, the earth, 
and the other side of the sea, are 
my Father’s. If my sweet Lord 
Jesus would bud my sufferings 
yith a new measure of grace, I 
were R rich man ; but I have not 
now, of a long time, found such 
high spring-tides as formerly. 
The sea is out, and the wind of 
his Spirit calm ; and I cannot 
buy a wind, or, by requesting the 
sea, cause it to now again ; only 
I wait on, upon the banks and 
shore-side, till the Lord send a 
full sea, that with up-sails I may 
lift up Christ. Yet sorrow for 
his absence is sweet ; and sighs, 
with “ Saw ye him whom my soul 
loveth?” have their own delights. 
Oh, that I may gather hunger 
against his long-looked-for re- 
turn ! Well were my soul, if 
Christ were the element, mine 
own element, and that I loved 
and breathed in him, and if Ij 
could not live without him. 1 
allow not laughter upon myself, 
when he is away ; yet he never 
leaveth the house, but he leaveth 
drink-money behind him, and a 
pawn that he will return. Wo, 
wo to me, if he should go away, 
and take all his flitting with him ! 
Even to dream of him is sweet. 
To build a house of pining wishes 
for his return, to spin out a web 
of sorrow, and care, and languish- 
ing, and sighs, either dry or wet, 
as they may be — because he hath 
no leisure, (if I may speak so,) to 
make a visit, or to see a poor 
friend — sweeteneth and refresheth 
the thoughts of the heart. A 
misty dew will stand for rain, and 
do some good, and keep some 
greenness in the herbs, till our 
Lord’s clouds rue upon the earth, 
and send down a watering of rain. 
Truly I think Christ’s misty dew 
a welcome message from heaven, 
till my Lord’s rain fall. 

Wo, wo is me for the Lord’s 


vineyard in Scotland. Howbeit 
the Father of the house embrace 
a child, an<^ feed him, and kiss 
him ; yet it is sorrow and sadness 
to the children, that our poor 
Mother hath gottjpi her leave, 
and that our Father hath given 
up house. It is an unheartsome 
thing, to see our Father and Mo- 
ther agree so ill ; yet the bastards, 
if they be fed, care not. O Lord, 
cast not water on Scotland’s smo- 
king coal. It is a strange gate 
the saints go to heaven. Our 
enemies often eat and drink us, 
and we go to heaven through their 
bellies and stomachs, and they 
vomit the church of God, undi- 
gested among their hands : and 
even while we are shut up in pri- 
sons by them, we advance in our 
journey. 

Remember my service to my 
lord your kind son, who was kind 
to me in my bonds, and was not 
ashamed to own me. I would be 
glad that Christ got the morning- 
service of his life, now in his 
young years ; it would suit him 
well to give Christ his young and 
green love. Christ’s stamp and 
seal would go far down in a young 
soul, if he would receive the thrust 
of Christ’s stamp. I would desire 
him to make search for Christ ; 
for nobles now are but dry friends 
to Christ. 

The grace of God our Father, 
and the good-will of Him who 
dwelt in the bush, be with your 
Ladyship. Yours, in his sweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CXXXII. 

TO THE EARL OF CASSILLIS. 

My very Noble, and Honour- 
able Lord, — I make- bold (but of 
the honourable and Christian re- 
port I hear of your lordship hav* 
k 2 
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ing no other thing to say, Hut generation : — howbeit, ere that 
that which concerneth the ho- come, wrath from the Lord is 


nourable cause which the Lord 
hath enabled your lordship to 
profess) to write this, that it is 
your lordship^erown, your glory, 
and your honour, to set your 
shoulder under the Lord’s glory, 
now falling to the ground, and to 
back Christ now, when so many 
think it wisdom to let him fend 
for himself. The shields of the 
earth ever did, and do still be- 
lieve that Christ is a cumbersome 
neighbour, and that it is a pain 
to hold up his yeas and nays. 
They fear that he take their cha- 
riots, and their crowns, and their 
honour from them ; but my Lord 
standeth in need of none of them 
all. But it is your glory to own 
Christ and his buried truth ; for, 
let men say what they please, the 
plea with Zion’s enemies, in this 
day of Jacob’s trouble, is , If Christ 
should be King, and no mouth 
speak laws hut his? It concern- 
eth the apple of Christ’s eye, and 
his royal privileges, what is now 
debated ; and Christ’s kingly ho- 
nour is come to yea and nay. 
But let me be pardoned, my dear 
and noble lord, when I beseech you 
by the mercies of God, by the com- 
fort of the Spirit, by the wounds 
of our dear Saviour, by your 
compearance before the Judge of 
quick and dead, to stand for 
Christ, and to back him. Oh, if 
the nobles had done their part, 
and been zealous for the Lord ! 
it had not been as it is now ; but 
men think it wisdom to stand be- 
side Christ till his head be bro- 
ken, and sing dumb. There is a 
time coming when Christ wil 
have a thick court, and he will be 
the glory of Scotland ; and he 
will* make a diadem, a garland, a 
seal upon his heart, aud a ring 
upon his finger, of those who have 
avouched him before this faithless 


ordained for this land. 

My lord, I have cause to write 
this to your lordship, for I darf 
not conceal his kindness to the 
soul of an afflicted, exiled prison- 
t. Who hath more cause to 
boast in the Lord than such a 
sinner as I, who am feasted with 
the consolations of Christ, and 
have no pain in my sufferings, 
hut the pain of soul-sickness of 
love for Christ, and sorrow that 
I cannot help to sound aloud the 
praises of Him who hath heard 
the sighing of the prisoner* and 
is content to liy the head of his 
oppressed servant in his bosom, 
under his chin, and let him feel 
the smell of his garments ? It 
behoved me to write this, that 
your lordship might know that 
CHrist is as good as he is called ; 
and to testify to your lordship, 
that the cause, which your lord- 
hip now professeth before the 
faithless world, is Christ’s, and 
that your lordship shall have no 
shame of it. 

Grace be with you. Your 
lordship’s obliged servant, S. E. 
Aberdeen, March 13, 1637. 


LETTER CXXXIII. 

TO ROBERT GORDON, BAILIE OF 


Worthy Sir, — Grace, 
and peace be to you — I long to 
hear from you on paper. Re- 
member your chiefs speeches $aft' 
his death-bed. I pray you, 1 4r, 
sell all, and buy the pearl j tfina 
will cut you from this worlds 
glory. Look what will do yoti 
good, when your glass shall be 
run out; and B Christ’s love 
hear most court in your soul, 
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and that court will bear down 
the love of other things. Christ 
seeketh your help in your place, 
give him your hand. Who hath 
more cause to encourage others 
to own Christ than I have ? for 
he hath made me sick of love, 
and l^ft me in pain to wrestle 
with his love, and love is like to 
fall aswqon through his absence : 
— I mean not thatflje deserteth 
me, or that I am ebb of com- 
forts ; but Ibis an unco pain. 
Oh that I had a heart and a love 
to render to him back again ! 
Qb, if principalities and powers, 
thrones and dominions, and all 
the world would help me to 
praise 1 Praise him in my behalf. 

Remember my love to jour 
wife. I thank you most kindly 
for your love to my brother. 
Grace be with you. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 13, 1637. 

LETTER CXXXIV. 

TO JOHN KENNEDY, BAILIE OF AYR. 

Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you—- Your not writing to me 
cannot bind me up from remem- 
bering you now and then, that at 
least ye may be a witness and a 
third man to behold on paper 
What is betwixt Christ and me. 
I was in his eyes like a young 
orphan, wanting known parents 
casten out in the open fields 
estte^Chnstb^bved to take m( 
to bring me home to his 
house and fireside, else I had 
'm&i in the fields ; and now 1 am 
with Christ’s love, so 
. that I think the house mine own 

tbfr Master of the hous* 
mine also. Christ inquired not 
whhn he began to love me 
whether I wax fair, or black, oi 
sun-burnt J—JpVe taketh what i 
may have* fie loved me befon 


time, I know ; but now I 
ave the flower of his love : his 
ove is come to a fair bloom, like 
young rose opened up out of 
e green leaves, and it casteth a 
trong and fragrant smell. I 
ant nothing but ways of ex- 
>ressing Christ’s love. A full 
esse! would have a vent. Oh, if 
could smoke out, and cast out 
:oals, to make a fire in many 
r easts of this land ! Oh ! it is 
a pity that there were not many 
mprisoned for Christ, were it 
or no other purpose than to 
write books and love-songs of the 
ove of Christ. This love would 
keep all created tongues of men 
ind angels in exercise, and busy 
night and day, to speak of it. 
Alas ! I can speak nothing of it, 
but wonder at three things in his 
ove: — First , Freedom. Oh, 
hat lumps of sin should get such 
ove for nothing ! Secondly , 
The sweetness of his love. I 
give over either to speak or write 
of it ; but those that feel it, may 
better bear witness what it is : 
but it is so sweet, that, next to 
Christ himself, nothing can match 
it. Nay, I think that a soul 
could live eternally blessed only 
on Christ’s love, and feed upon 
no other thing: yea, when Christ 
in love giveth a blow, it doeth a 
soul good ; and it is a kind of 
comfort and joy to it, to get a 
cuff with the lovely, sweet, and 
soft hand of Jesus. And, Third- 
ly , What power and strength are 
in his love ! I am persuaded it 
can climb a steep hill, with hell 
upon its back ; and swim through 
water and not drown ; and sing 
in the fire, and find no pain ; 
and triumph in losses , prisons, sor- 
rows, exile, disgrace, and laugh 
and rejoice in death. Oh, for a 
year’s lease of the sense of his 
love, without a cloud, to try 
what Christ is l Oh, for the 
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coming of the Bridegroom ! Oh , 
when shall I see the Bridegroom 
and the bride meet in the clouds, 
and kiss each other I Oh, when 
will we get our day, and our 
heart’s-fill of that love I Oh, if 
it were lawful to complain of the 
famine of that love, and want of 
the immediate vision of God 1 
0 time, time ! how dost thou 
torment the souls of those that 
would be swallowed up of Christ’: 
love, because thou movest so 
slowly ! Oh, if he would pity a 
poor prisoner, and blow love 
upon me, and give a prisoner a 
taste or draught of that sweet- 
ness, (which is glory as it were 
begun,) to be a confirmation, 
that Christ and I shall have our 
fill of each other for ever! Come 
hither, O love of Christ, that I 
may once kiss thee before I die ! 
What would I not give to have 
time, that lieth betwixt Christ 
and me, taken out of the way, 
that we might once meet ? 1 

cannot think but that at the first 
sight I shall see of that most 
lovely and fairest face, love will 
come out of his two eyes, and fill 
me with astonishment. I would 
but desire to stand at the outer 
side of the gates of the New 
Jerusalem, and look through a 
hole of the door, and see Christ’s 
face. A borrowed vision in this 
life would be my borrowed and 
begun heaven, whill the long, 
long-looked-for day dawn. It is 
not for nothing that it is said, 
(Col. i. 27,) “ Christ in you the 
hope of glory.” I will be con- 
tent of no pawn of heaven but 
Christ himself ; for Christ, pos- 
sessed by faith here, is young 
heaven and glory in the bud. 
If I had that pawn I would bide 
horning and hell both, ere I give 
it again. All that we have here, 
is scarce the picture of glory. 
Should not we young bairns long 


and look for the expiring of our 
minority ? It were good to be 
daily begging propines and love- 
gifts, and the Bridegroom’s fa- 
vours ; and, if we can do np 
more, to seek crumbs, and hungry 
dinners of Christ’s love, to keep 
the taste of heaven in our bnouth, 
whill supper-time. I know it is 
far after noon, and i^igh the 
marriage-supper of the Lamb : 
— the table is covered already. 
O Well-beloved, run, run fast! 
O fair day, when wilt thou dawn! 
O shadows, flee away ! I think 
hope and love woven through 
other make our absence from 
Christ spiritual torment. It is 
a pain to wait on, but hope that 
maketh not ashamed swalloweth 
up that pain. It is not unkind- 
ness that keepeth Christ and us 
so long asunder. What can I 
say to Christ’s love ? I think 
more than I can say. To con- 
sider, that when my^Lord Jesus 
may take the air, (if I may so 
speak,) and go abroad, yet he 
will be confined and keep the 
prison with me ! But in all this 
sweet communion with him, what 
am I to be thanked for ? I am 
but a sufferer. Whether I will 
or not, he will be kind to me— ^as 
f he had defied my guiltiness to 
nake him unkind, he so beareth 
his love in on me. Here I die 
with wondering, that justice hin- 
dereth not love ; for there are 
none in hell, nor out of heU, 
more unworthy of Christ’s love. 
Shame may confound and scaur 
me once to hold up my black 
mouth to receive one of Christ’s 
undeserved kisses. If my inner* 
side were turned out, and all 
men saw my vileness, they would 
>ay to me, “It is a shame for 
hee to stand still, whill Christ 
kiss thee and embrace thee.’’ It 
would seem to became me rather 
o run away from his love, as 



LETTER CXXXV. 


205 


ashamed at my own unworthiness: 
nay, I may think shame to take 
heaven, who have so highly pro- 
voked my Lord Jesus ; but seeing 
^Christ’s love will shame me, I am 
content to be shamed. My de- 
sire is, that my Lord would give 
me brftader and deeper thoughts, 
to feed myself with wondering at 
his love* I would I could weigh 
it, but 1 have no balance for it. 
When I have worn my tongue to 
the stump, in praising of Christ, 
I have done nothing to him. 1 
must let him alone, for my wither- 
ed arms will not go about his 
high, wide, long, and broad love. 
What remaineth then, but that 
my debt to the love of Christ lie 
unpaid for all eternity? All 
that are in heaven are black- 
shamed with his love as well as 
I. We must all be dyvours to- 
gether ; and the blessing of that 
houseful, or heavenful of dy- 
vours, shall rest for ever upon 
him. Oh, if this land and na- 
tion would come and stand be- 
side his inconceivable and glo- 
rious perfections, and look in, 
and love, and adore ! Would to 
God I could bring in many lovers 
to Christ’s house ! but this na- 
tion hath forsaken the Fountain 
of living waters. Lord, cast not 
water on Scotland’s coal. Wo, 
wo will be to this land, because 
of the day of the Lord’s fierce 
anger, *that is so fast coming. 

Grace be with you. Your af- 
fectionate Brother, in our Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen. 


LETTER CXXXY. 

TO JEAN BROWN. 

Mistress,— rGr ace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I am glad that 


ye go on at Christ’s back, in this 
dark and cloudy time. It were 
good to sell other things for him ; 
for when all these days are over, 
we shall find it our advantage, 
that we have taken part with 
Christ. I confidently believe that 
his enemies shall be his footstool, 
and that he will make green flow- 
ers dead, withered hay, when the 
honour and glory shall fall off 
them, like the bloom or flower of a 
green herb shaken with the wind. 
It were not wisdom for us to think 
that Christ and the Gospel would 
come and sit down at our fireside: 
nay, but we must go out of our 
warm houses, and seek Christ and 
his Gospel. It is not the sunny 
side of Christ that we must look 
to, and we must not forsake him 
for want of that ; but must set 
our face against what may befall 
us, in following on, till he and we 
be through the briers and bushes, 
on the dry ground. Our soft 
nature would be borne through 
the troubles of this miserable life, 
in Christ’s arms ; and, it is bis 
wisdom, who knoweth our mould, 
that his bairns go wet-shod, and 
cold-footed to heaven. Oh, how 
sweet a thing were it for us to 
learn to make our burdens light, 
by framing our hearts to the bur- 
den, and making our Lord’s will 
a law ! 

I find Christ and his cross not 
so ill to please, nor yet such 
troublesome guests, as men call 
them : nay, I think patience 
should make the water, whicli 
Christ giveth us, good wine, and 
his dross good metal : and we 
have cause to wait on ; for, ere it 
be long, our Master will be at us, 
and bring his whole world out, 
before the sun and daylight, in 
their blacks and whites. Happy 
are they who are found watching. 
Our sand-glass is not so long as 
we need to weary. Time will 
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eat away and root out our woes 
and sorrow. Our heaven is in 
the hud, and growing up to an 
harvest; why then should we not 
follow on, seeing’our span-length 
of time will come to an inch ? 
Therefore, I commend Christ to 
you, as' your last living, and long- 
est living Husband, and the staff 
of your old age. Let him now 
have the rest of your days. And 
think not much of a storm upon 
the ship that Christ saileth in ; 
there shall no passenger fall over- 
board, but the crazed ship and 
the sea-sick passengers shall come 
to land safe. 

I am in as sweet communion 
with Christ as a poor sinner can 
be ; and am only pained that he 
hath much beauty and fairness, 
and I little love ; he great power 
and mercy, and I little faith ; he 
much light, and I bleared eyes. 
Oh, that I saw him in the sweet- 
ness of his love, and in his mar- 
riage-clothes, and were overhead 
and ears in love with that princely 
One, Christ Jesus my Lord ! 
Alas! my riven dish, and run- 
ning-out vessel, can hold little of 
Christ Jesus ! 

I have joy in this, that I would 
not refuse death, before I put 
Christ’s lawful heritage in men’s 
trysting; and what know I, if 
they would have pleased both 
Christ and me ? Alas, that this 
land hath put Christ to open 
rouping, and to an, “ Any man 
bids more !” Blessed are they 
who would hold the crown on his 
bead, and buy Christ’s honour 
with his own losses. 

I rejoice to hear that your son 
John is coming to visit Christ, 
and taste of his love. I hope 
that he will not lose his pains, 
nor rue , of that choice. I had 
always, (as 1 said often to you,) 
a great love to dear Mr. John 
Brown, because I thought I saw 


Christ in him, more than in his 
brethren. Fain would I write to 
him, to stand by my sweet Mas- 
ter ; and I wish ye would let him 
read my letter, and the joy I shall, 
have, if he will appear for, and 
side with my Lord Jesus. Grace 
be with you. Yours in hi/ sweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 13, 


LETTER CXXXVI. 

TO JEAN MACMILLAN. 

Loving Sister, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you — I cannot 
come to you to give you my coun- 
sel ; and, howbeit I would come, 
I cannot stay with you ; but I be- 
seech you to keep Christ, for I 
did what I could to put you with- 
in gripsof him. I told you Christ’s 
testament and latter-will plainly, 
and I kept nothing back that my 
Lord gave me ; and I gave Christ 
to you with good will : I pray 
you to make him your own, and 
go not from that truth which I 
| taught you in one hairbreadth — 
that truth will save you if ye fol- 
low it. Salvation is not an easy 
thing, and soon gotten. I often 
fold you that few are saved, and 
many damned : I pray you to 
make your poor soul sure of sal- 
vation, and the seeking o&heaven 
your daily task. If ye never had 
a sick night and a pained soul fop 
sin, ye have not yet lighted upon 
Christ. Look to the right marks 
of having closed with Christ. If 
ye love him better than the world, 
and would quit all the worldTbr 
him, then that saith the work is 
sound. Oh, if ye saw the beauty 
of Jesus , and smelled the fragrance 
of his love, you would run through 
fire and water to be at him! 
God send you him. 
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Pray for me, for I cannot for 
get you. Grace be with you. 
Your loving pastor, S. R. 
Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CXXXVII. 

THE LADY BUSBIE. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
eace be to you — I am glad to 
ear that Christ and ye are one, 
and that ye have made him your 
“ one thing,” whereas many are 
painfully toiled in seeking many 
things, and their many things are 
nothing. It is only best that ye 
set yourself apart, as a thing laid 
up and out of the gate, for Christ 
alone ; for ye are good for no 
other thing than Christ ; and he 
hath been going about you these 
many years, by afflictions, to en- 
gage you to himself — it were a 
pity and a loss to say him nay. 
Verily 1 could wish that I could 
swim through hell, and all the 
ill weather in the world, and 
Christ in my arms — but it is my 
evil and folly, that except Christ 
come unsent for, I dow not go to 
seek him : when he and I fall 
a-reckoning, we are both behind, 
he in payment, and I in counting; 
and so marches lie still unred , and 
accounts uncleared betwixt us. 
Oh, that he would take his own 
blood for counts and miscounts, 
that I might be a free man, and 
none had any claim to me but 
only, only Jesus. I will think it 
no bondage to be rouped, com- 
prised, and possessed by Christ 
as his bondman. 

Think well of the visitation of 
your Lord : for I find one thing, 
whioh I saw not well before, that 
when the saints are under trials, 
and well humbled, little sins raise 
great cries, and war-shouts in the 
conscience j and in prosperity, 
conscience i« a pope, to give dis- 


pensations, and let out and in, 
and give latitude, and elbow- 
room to our heart. Oh, how 
little care we for pardon at 
Christ’s hand, when we make 
dispensations ! And all is but 
bairns’ play, till a cross without 
beget a heavier cross within, and 
then we play no longer with our 
idols. It is good still to be severe _ 
against ourselves ; for we but 
transform God’s mercy into an 
idol, and an idol that hath a dis- 
pensation to give, for the turning 
of the grace of God into wanton- 
ness. Happy are they who take 
up God, wrath, justice, and sin, 
as they are in themselves : for we 
have miscarrying light, that part- 
eth with child, when we have 
good resolutions : but, God be 
thanked, that salvation is not 
rolled upon our wheels. 

Oh, but Christ hath a saving 
eve ! salvation is in his eye-lids ! 
When he first looked on me I 
was saved ; it cost him but a look 
to make hell quit of me ! Oh, 
but merits, free merits, and the 
dear blood of God, were the best 
gate that ever we could have 
gotten out of hell ! Oh, what a 
sweet, oh, what a safe and sure 
way is it, to come out of hell 
leaning on a Saviour ! That 
Christ and a sinner should be 
one, and have heaven betwixt 
them, and be halvers of salvation, 
is the wonder of salvation. What 
more humble could love be ? And 
what an excellent smell doth 
Christ cast on his lower garden, 
where there grow but wild flowers', 
if we speak by way of comparison ; 
but there is nothing but perfect 
garden flowers in heaven, and 
the best plenishing that is there, 
is Christ. We are all obliged to 
love heaven for Christ’s sake. 
He graceth heaven, and all his 
Father’s house with his presence. 
He is a Rose that beautifieth all 
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the upper garden of God — a lea thank you for the expressions of 
of that rose of God for smell i your love : your love and respect 
worth a world. Oh, that h to me is a great comfort to me. 
would blow his smell upon a I bless His high and glorious 
withered and dead soul 1 Let us name, that the terrors of great 
then, go on to meet with him men have not affrighted me from 
and to be filled with the sweetnes openly avouching the Son of God ; 
of his love. Nothing will hoi nay, his cross is the sweetest bur- 
him from us. He hath decreec den that ever I bare ; it is such 
to put time, sin, hell, devils, men a burden, as wings are to a bird, 
and death out of the way, and tr or sails are to a ship, to C'.rry me 


rid the rough way betwixt us an 
him, that we may enjoy one ano 
ther. It is strange and wonder 
ful, that he would think long in 
heaven without us ; and that he 
would have the company of sin 
ners to solace and delight himsel 
withal in heaven. And now the 
supper is abiding us. Christ the 
bridegroom, with desire, is wait- 
ing on, till the bride, the Lamb’s 
wife, be busked for the marriage, 
and the great hall be red for the 
meeting of that joyful couple. 
Oh, fools ! what do we here ? 
and why sit we still ? Why 
sleep we in the prison ? Were 
it not best to make us wings, to 
flee up to our blessed Match, our 
Marrow, and our fellow Friend ? 

I think, Mistress, that ye are 
looking thereaway, and that this 
is your second or third thought. 
Make forward, your Guide wait- 
eth on you. 

I cannot but bless you for your 
care and kindness to the saints. 
God give you to find mercy, in 
that day of our Lord Jesus ; to 
whose saving grace I recommend 
you. Yours, in our Lord Je- 
sus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637 . 

LETTER CXXXVIII. 

TO JOHN EWART, BAILIE OF 
KIRKCUDBRIGHT. 

My very Worthy, and Dear 
Friend, — I cannot but most kindly 


forward to my harbour. I have 
not much cause to fall in love with 
the world : but rather to wish, 
that He who sitteth upon the 
floods would bring my broken 
ship to land, and keep my con- 
science safe in these dangerous 
times, for wrath from the Lord 
is coming on this sinful land. 

It were good, that we prison- 
rs of hope know of our strong 
hold to run to, before the storm 
come on ; therefore, sir, I be- 
seech you by the mercies of God, 
and comforts of his Spirit, by the 
blood of your Saviour, and by 
your compearance before the sin- 
revenging Judge of the world, 
keep your garments clean, and 
stand for the truth of Christ, 
which ye profess. When the 
ime shall come that your eye- 
itrings shall break, your face wax 
pale, your breath grow cold, and 
his house of clay shall totter, 
and your one foot shall be over 
he march, in eternity, it will be 
pour comfort and joy, that ye 
i your name to Christ, The 
greatest part of the world think 
heaven at the next door, and that 
Christianity is an easy task ; but 
hey will be beguiled. Worthy 
;ir, I beseech you, make sure 
work of salvation. I have found 
ex ££I? el3Ce ’ a^l^ could do 
lath nad much ado in the day of 
my trial ; and, therefore, lay up 
sure foundation for the time to 
jorae. 

I cannot requite you, for your 
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undeserved favours to me and m t y 
now afflicted brother. But I 
trust to remember you to God. 
Remember me heartily to your 
kind wife. Yours, in his only 
# Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 13, 1637. 


LBTTER CXXXIX. 

TO WILLIAM FULLERTON, PROVOST 
OF KIRKCUDBRIGHT. 

Much Honoured Sir, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace be to you — I 
am obliged to your love in God. 

I beseech you, sir, let nothing 
be so dear to you as Christ’s 
truth, for salvation is worth all 
the world ; and, therefore, be 
not afraid of men that shall die. 
The Lord will do for you in your 
suffering for him, and will bless 
your house and seed ; and ye have 
God’s promise, that ye shall have 
his presence in fire, water, and 
in seven tribulations. Your day 
shall wear to an end, and your 
sun go down. In death it will 
be your joy, that ye have ventured 
all ye have for Christ ; and there 
is not a promise of heaven made, 
but to such as are willing to suffer 
for it — it is a castle taken by 
force. This earth is but the 
clay portion of bastards ; and, ! 
therefore, no wonder that the j 
world smile on its own ; but 
better things are laid up for his 
lawfully begotten bairns, whom 
the world hateth. 

I have experience to speak this, 
for I would not exchange my 
prison and sad nights, with the 
court, honour, and ease of my 
adversaries. My Lord is pleased 
to make many unknown faces to 
laugh upon me, and to provide a 
lodging for me ; and he himself 
visiteth my soul with feasts of 


spiritual comforts. Oh, how 
sweet a master is Christ 1 Bles- 
sed are they who lay down all for 
him. 

I thank you kindly for your 
love to my distressed brother. 
Ye have the blessing and prayers 
of the prisoner of Christ to you, 
your wife and children. 

Remember my love and bles- 
sing to William and Samuel. I 
desire them in their youth to seek 
the Lord, and to fear his great 
name ; to pray twice a-day, at 
least, to God, and to read God’s 
word ; to keep themselves from 
cursing, lying, and filthy talking 

Now the only wise God, and 
the presence of the Son of God, 
be with you all. Yours, in his 
sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 13, 1637. 


LETTER CXL. 

TO ROBERT GLENDENNING. 

My Dear Friend, — Grace, mer- 
| cy, and peace be to you — I thank 
you most kindly for your care of 
| me, and your love and respective 
| kindness to my brother in his dis- 
tress. I pray the Lord that ye 
may find mercy in the day of 
Christ : and I entreat you, sir, 
to consider the times which ye 
live in, aral that your soul is more 
worth Motou than the whole 
world, wfRch in the day of the 
blowing of the last trumpet, shall 
lie in white ashes, as an old castle 
burned to nothing : and remem- 
ber that judgment and eternity is 
before you. My dear and wor- 
thy Friend, let me entreat you in 
ChrisFs name, and by the salva- 
tion of your soul, and by your 
compearance before the dreadful 
and sin-revenging Judge of the 
world, to make your accounts 
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ready. Read them ere ye come 
to the water-side ; for your after- 
noon will wear short, and your 
sun fall low and go down : and 
ye know, that this long time your 
Lord hath waited on you. Oh, 
how comfortable a thing it will 
be to you, when time shall be no 
more, and your soul shall depart 
out of the house of clay, to vast 
and endless eternity, to have your 
soul dressed up, and prepared for 
your Bridegroom ! No loss is 
comparable to the loss of the soul ; 
there is no hope of regaining that 
loss. Oh, how joyful would my 
soul be to hear that ye would 
start to the gate and contend for 
the crown, and leave all vanities, 
and make Christ your garland ! 
Let your soul put away your old 
lovers, and let Christ have your 
whole love. 

I have some experience to write 
of this to you. My witness is in 
heaven that I would not exchange 
my chains and bonds for Christ, 
and my sighs, for ten world’s 
glory. I judge this clay-idol, 
which Adam’s sons are rouping 
and selling their souls for, not 
worth a drink of cold water. 
Oh if your soul were in my soul’s 
stead, how sick would ye be of 
love for that fairest One, that 
Fairest among the sons of men 
May-flowers and morning-vapour, 
and summer-mist posteth not so 
fast away, as these ^arm-eaten 
pleasures which we fdflpr., We 
build castles in the air, rad night- 
dreams are our daily idols that 
we dote on. Salvation, salvation 
is our only necessary thing. Sir, 
call home your thoughts to this 
work, to inquire for your Well- 
beloved. This earth is the por- 
tion of bastards ; seek the Son’s 
inheritance, and let Christ’s truth 
be dear to you. 

I pawnd my salvation on it, 
that this 's the honour of Christ’s 


Kingdom which I now suffer for, 
— and this world, I hope, shall 
not come between me and my 
garland, — and that this is the way 
to life. When ye and I shall lie 
lumps of pale clay upon the < 
ground, our pleasures that we 
now naturally love, shall b^ less 
than nothing in that day. Dear 
Brother, fulfil my joy, and be- 
take you to Christ witheut fur- 
ther delay. Ye will be fain at 
length to seek him, or do infi- 
nitely worse. Remember my love 
to your wife. Grace be with 
you. Yours in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 13, 1637. 


LETTER CXLI. 

TO WILLIAM GLENDENNING. 

Well-beloved, and Dear Bro- 
ther, — Grace, mercy, and peace 
be to you — I thank you most 
kindly for your care and love to 
me, and in particular to my bro- 
ther, in his distress in Edinburgh. 
Go on through your waters with- 
out wearying ; your Guide know- 
eth the way, follow him, and cast 
your cares and temptations upon 
him ; and let not worms, the 
sons of men, affright you — they 
shall die, and the moth shall eat 
them. Keep your garland ; there 
is no less at the stake, in this 
game betwixt us and the world, 
than our conscience and salvation: 
we have need to take heed to the 
game, and not to yield to thGm. 
Let them take other , things from 
us ; but here, in matters of con- 
science, we must hold and draw 
with kings, and set ourselves in 
terms of opposition with the shields 
of the earth. Oh, the sweet 
communion for evermore, that 
hath been bet ween Christ and his 
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prisoner ! He wearieth ' not to our toora buckets into Christ's 
be kind. He is the fairest sight >cean, and suck consolations out 
I see in Aberdeen or in any part >f him. We are not so sore 
that ever my feet were in. tricken, but we may fill Christ’s 

Remember my hearty kindness hall with weeping. We have not 
> to your wife. I desire her to be- gotten our answer from him yet. 
lieve, and lay her cares on God, Let us lay up our broken pleas 
and make fast work of salvation, to a full 3ea, and keep them till 
Grace be with you. Yours, in the day of Christ's coming. We 
his only Lord Jesus, S. R. and this world will not be even 
Aberdeen, March 13, 1637. till then : they would take our 

garment from us : but let us hold 
and them draw. 


LETTER CXLII. 

TO MR. HUGH HENDERSON. 

My Reverend and Dear Bro- 
ther, — I hear that ye bear the 
marks of Christ’s dying about 
with you, and that your brethren 
have cast you out for your Mas- 
ter’s sake. Let us wait on till 
the evening, and till our reckon 
ing in black and white come be- 
fore our Master. Brother, since 
we must have a devil to trouble 
us, I love a raging devil best. 
Our Lord knoweth what sort of 
devil we have need of : it is best 
that Satan be in his own skin, 
and look like himself ; Christ 
weeping looketh like himself also, 
with whom Scribes and Pharisees 
were at yea and nay, and sharp 
contradiction. 

Ye have heard of the patience 
of Job. When he lay in the 
ashes, God was with him, claw- 
ing and curing his scabs, and let- 
ting out his boils, comforting his 
soul ; and he took him up at last 
That God is not dead yet : he 
will stoop and take up fallen 
bairns ; many broken legs since 
Adam’s days hath he spelked 
and many weary hearts hath he 
refreshed. Bless him for com 
fort. Why, none cometh dry 
from David’s well. Let us go 
among the rest, and cast down 


Brother, it is a strange world 
if we laugh not. I never saw the 
like of it, if there be not “ paiks 
the man,” for this contempt done 
to the Son of God? We must 
do as those who keep the bloodj 
napkin to the bailie, and let him 
see blood ; we must keep our 
wrongs to our Judge, and let him 
see our bluddered and foul faces. 
Prisoners of hope must run tc 
Christ, with the gutters that tears 
have made on their cheeks. 

Brother, for myself, I am 
Christ’s dawted one for the pre- 
sent : and I live upon no deal 
nuts, (as we use to speak ;) he 
hath opened fountains to me in 
the wilderness. Go, look to m 3 
Lord Jesus : his love to me k 
such, that I defy the world tc 
find either brim or bottom in it, 
Grace be with you. Your Bro 
ther, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 

S. R. 

Aberdeen, March, 13, 1637. 


LETTER CXLIII. 

TO THE EARL OF CASSILL1S. 

Right Honourable, and very 
Good Lord, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to your lordship — I hope 
that your lordship will be pleased 
to pardon my boldness, if, upon 
report of your zealous and for- 
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ward mind, which I hear our Lor 
hath given you in this his honour- 
able cause, when Christ and hi 
Gospel are so foully wronged, 
speak to your lordship on paper 
entreating your lordship to go on 
in the strength of the Lord, to 
ward, and against a storm of Anti 
Christian wind, that bloweth upon 
the face of this your poor mother- 
church, Christ’s lily among the 
thorns. It is your lordship’: 
glory and happiness, when ye se( 
such a blow coming upon Christ 
to cast up your arm to prevent it 
Neither is it a cause that needeth 
to blush before the sun, or to 
the sentence or censure of impar 
tial beholders, seeing the question , 
indeed, (if it were rightly stated,) 
is about the prerogative-royal of 
our princely and royal Lawgiver, 
our Lord Jesus, whose ancient 
march-stonesandiand-bounds, our 
bastard lords and earthly gene 
ration of tyrannizing Prelates, 
have boldly and shamefully re 
moved : and they who have but 
half an eye, may see. that it is th< 
greedy desires of time-idolizing 
Demases, and the itching scab of 
ambitious and climbing Diotre- 
pheses, (who love the goat’s life, 
to climb till they cannot find a 
way to set their soles on ground 
again,) that hath made such a 
wide breach in our Zion’s beauti- 
ful walls : — and these are the men 
who seek no hire for the crucify- 
ing of Christ, but his coat. 

Oh, how forlorn and desolate 
is the bride of Christ made to all 
assers by ! Who seeth not Christ 
uried in this land, his prophets 
hidden in caves, silenced, ba- 
nished, and imprisoned ; truth 
weeping in sackcloth before the 
judges, parliament, and the rulers 
of the land ? But her bill is cast 
by them, and holiness hideth it- 
self, fearing in the streets for the 
reproaches and persecution of 


men : justice is fallen aswoon in 
the gate ; and the long shadows 
of the evening are stretched out 
upon us. Wo, wo to us, for our 
day flieth away. What remain- 
ed, but that Antichrist set down 
his tent in the midst of us, except 
that your lordship, and pthers 
with you, read Christ’s supplica- 
tion, and give him that which the 
most lewd and scandalous wretch- 
es in this land may have before a 
judge, even the poor man’s due, 
law T and justice for God’s sake ? 
Oh, therefore, my noble and dear 
lord, as ye have begun, go on, in 
the mighty power and strength of 
the Lord, to cause our Lord, in 
his Gospel, and afflicted mem- 
bers, to laugh, and to cause the 
Christian churches, (whose eyes 
are all now upon you,) to sing 
for joy when Scotland’s moon 
shall shine like the light of the 
sun, and the sun like the light of 
seven days in one. Ye can do 
no less than run and bear up the 
head of your swooning and dying 
mother-church, and plead for the 
>roduction of her ancient char- 
ers. They hold out and put out, 
hey hold in and bring in at their 
pleasure, men in God’s house. 
They stole the "keys from Christ 
tnd his Church, and came in like 
he thief and the robber, not by 
he door, Christ ; and now their 
iong is, “ Authority, authority, 
>bedience to church-governors.” 
When such a bastard and lawless 
retended step-dame, as our pre- 
acy, is gone mad, it is your place, 
rho are the nobles, to rise and 
ind them : at least law should 
rtter such wild bulls as they are, 
ho push all who oppose them- 
?lves to their domination. Alas! 
hat have we lost, since Prelates 
ere made master-coiners, to 
hange our gold into brass, and 
o mix the Lord’s wine with wa- 
r! Blessed for ever shall ye 
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be of the Lord, if ye help Christ 
against the mighty, and shall de- 
liver the flock of God, scattered 
upon the mountains in the dark 
and cloudy day, out of the hands 
# of these idol- shepherds. Fear 
not men tttat shall be moth-eaten 
clay, that shall be rolled up in a 
chest, ^nd casten under the earth: 
let the Holy One of Israel be your 
fear, ar*l be courageous for the 
Lord and his truth. 

Remember that your accounts 
are coming upon you with wings, 
as fast as time posteth. Re- 
member what peace with God in 
Christ, and the presence of the 
Son of God, the revealed and 
felt sweetness of his love, will be 
to you, when eternity shall put 
time to the door, and ye shall take 
good night at time, and this little 
shepherd’s tent of clay, this inn 
of a borrowed earth. I hope that 
your lordship is now and then 
sending out thoughts to view this 
world’s noughtiness, and vanity, 
and the hoped-for glory of the 
life to come ; and that ye resolve 
that Christ shall have yourself, 
and all yours, at command for 
him, his honour and Gospel. 

Thus trusting that your lord- 
ship will pardon my boldness, I 
pray that the only wise God, the 
very God of peace, may preserve, 
strengthen, and establish you to 
the end. Your lordship’s, at all 
command and obedience in Christ, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CXLIV. 

TO MY LORD BALMERINO. 

My very Noble, and truly Ho 
nourable Lord, — I make bold to 
write news to your lordship from 
my prison, though your lordship 


have experience more than I can 
have. At my first entry here, I 
was not a little casten down with 
challenges, for old, unrepented-of 
sins ; and Satan and my own ap- 
prehensions made a lie of Christ, 
that he hath casten a dry , withered 
tree over the dyke of the vine- 
yard ; but it was my folly ; blessed 
be his great name, the fire cannot ' 
burn the dry tree. He is pleased 
now to feast the exiled prisoner 
with his lovely presence ; for it 
suiteth Christ well to be kind, 
and he dineth and suppeth with 
such a sinner as I am. I am in 
Christ’s tutoring here. He hath 
made me content with a borrowed 
fireside, and it casteth as much 
heat as mine own. I want no- 
thing but real possession of Christ : 
and he hath given me a pawn of 
that also, which I hope to keep 
till he come himself to loose the 
pawn. I cannot get help to praise 
his high name. He hath made 
me king over my losses, imprison- 
ment, banishment, and only my 
dumb Sabbaths stick in my throat: 
but 1 forgive Christ’s wisdom in 
that. I dare not say one word ; 
he hath done it, and I will lay my 
hand upon my mouth : if any 
other hand had done it to me, I 
could not have borne it. 

Now, my lord, I must tell your 
lordship, that I would not give a 
drink of cold water for this clay- 
idol, this plastered world. I tes- 
tify and give it under my own 
hand, that Christ is most worthy 
to be suffered for. Our lazy 
flesh, which would have Christ to 
cry down crosses by open procla- 
mation, hath but raised a slander 
upon the cross of Christ. My 
lord, I hope that ye will not for- 
get what he hath done for your 
soul : I think that ye are in 
Christ’s count-book, as his obliged 
debtor., 

Grace, grace be with your spi- 
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rit. Your lordship’s obliged ser- 
vant, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 13, 1637. 


LETTER CXLV. 

TO MY LADY MAR, YOUNGER. 

My very Noble, and Dear 
Lady, — Grace, mercy, and peace 
be to jou — I received your Lady- 
ship’s letter, which hath comfort- 
ed my soul. God give you to 
find mercy in the day of Christ. 

I am in as good terms and 
court with Christ, as an exiled, 
oppressed prisoner of Christ can 
be. I am still welcome to his 
house; he knoweth rny knock, 
and letteth in a poor friend. 
Under this black, rough tree of 
the cross of Christ, he hath ra- 
vished me with his love, and taken 
my heart to heaven with him. 
Well and long may he brook it. 
I would not niffer Christ with all 
the joys that man or angel can 
devise beside him. Who hath 
such cause to speak honourably 
of Christ as I have ? Christ is 
King of all crosses, and he hath 
made his saints little kings under 
him; and he can ride and triumph 
upon weaker bodies than I am, 
(if any can be weaker,) and his 
horse will neither fall nor stum- 
ble. 

Madam, your Ladyship hath 
much ado with Christ, for your 
soul, husband, children, and 
house. Let him find much em- 
ployment for his calling with you ! 
for he is such a friend as delight- 
eth to be burdened with suits 
and employments ; and the more 
ye lav on him, and the more 
homefy ye be with him, the more 
welcome. Oh the depth of Christ’s 
love ! It hath neither brim nor 
bottom. Oh, if this blind world 


saw his beauty ! When I count 
with him for his mercies to me, 
I must stand still and wonder, 
and go away as a poor dyvour, 
who hath nothing to pay ; — free 
forgiveness is payment. I would 
that I could get him set on high ; 
for his love hath made me sick, 
and I die except I get real pos- 
session. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Your Ladyship’s at all obedience 
in Christ, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 13, 1637. 


LETTER CXLYI. 

TO JAMES MACADAM. 

My very Dear, and Worthy 
Friend, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you. I long to hear 
of your growing in grace, and of 
your advancing in your journey 
to heaven. It will be the joy of 
my heart to hear that ye hold 
your face up the brae, and wade 
through temptations without fear- 
ing what man can do. Christ 
shall, when he ariseth, mow 
down his enemies, and lay bouks, 
(as they use to speak,) on the 
green, and fill the pits with dead 
bodies, (Psalm cx. 6.) They 
shall lie like handfuls of withered 
hay, when he ariseth to the prey. 
Salvation, salvation is the only 
necessary thing : this clay-idol, 
the world, is not fo Le sought ; 
it is a morsel not for you, but 
for hunger-bitten bastards. Con- 
tend for salvation. Your master, 
Christ, won heaven with strokes; 
it is a besieged castle, it must be 
taken with violence. Oh, this 
world thinketh heaven but at the 
next door, and that godliness 
may sleep in a bed of down, till 
it come to heaven 1 — but that 
will not do it. 
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Fop myself, I am as well as 
Christ’s prisoner can be ; for by 
him I am master and king of all 
my crosses ; I am above the 
, prison, and the lash of men’s 
tongues ; Christ triumpheth in 
me. I have been casten down, 
and h£avy with fears, and hunted 
with challenges. I was swim- 
ming ii^ the depths, but Christ 
had his hand under my chin all 
the time, and took good heed 
that I should not lose breath ; 
and now I have gotten my feet 
again, and there are love-feasts 
of joy, and spring-tides of conso- 
lation betwixt Christ and me. 
We agree well : I have court 
with him ; I am still welcome to 
his house. Oh, my short arms 
cannot fathom his love ! I be- 
seech you, I charge you, to help 
me to praise. Ye have a prison- 
er’s prayers, therefore, forget me 
not. 

I desire Sibylla to remember 
me dearly to all in that parish 
who know Christ, as if I had 
named them. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus. 

S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 13, 1637. 


LETTER CXLVII. 

TO MY VERY DEAR BROTHER, 
WILLIAM LIVINGSTONE. 

My very Dear Brother, — I re- 
joice to hear that Christ hath 
run away with your young love, 
and that ye are so early in the 
morning matched with such a 
lord ; for a young man is often 
a dressed lodging for the devil to 
dwell in. Be humble and thank- 
ful for grace, and weigh it not 
so much by weight, as if it be 
true. Christ will not cast water 


on your smoking coal ; he never 
yet put out a dim candle that was 
lighted at the Sun of righteous- 
ness. I recommend to you prayer 
and watching over the sins of 
your youth ; for I know that 
missive letters go between the 
devil and young blood. Satan 
hath a friend at court in the 
heart of youth ; and there pride, 
luxury, lust, revenge, forgetful- 
ness of God, are hired as his 
agents. Happy is your soul, if 
Christ man the house, and take 
the keys himself, and command 
all — as it suiteth him ftill well to 
rule all, wherever he is. Keep 
Christ, and entertain him well : 
cherish his grace ; blow upon 
your own coal ; and let him 
tutor you. 

Now for myself ; know th^it I 
am fully agreed with my Lord. 
Christ hath put the Father and 
me into each other’s arms : — 
many a sweet bargain he made 
before, and he hath made this 
among the rest. I reign as king 
over my crosses. 1 will not flat- 
ter a temptation, nor give the de- 
vil a good word. I defy hell’s 
iron gates : God hath passed over 
my quarrelling of him at my entry 
here, and now he feedeth and 
feasteth with me. 

Praise, praise with me ; and 
let us exalt his name together. 
Your Brother in Christ, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 13, 1637. 


LETTER CXLVIII. 

TO WILLIAM GORDON, OF WHITE- 
PARK. 

Worthy Sir, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be unto you — I long 
to hear from you. I am here the 
Lord’s prisoner and patient, han- 
dled as softly by my Physician as 
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if I were a sick man under a cure. 
I was at hard terms with my 
Lord, and pleaded with him, but 
I had the worst side. It is a won- 
der that he should have suffered 
the like of me to have nicknamed 
the Son of his love, Christ, and 
to call him a changed Lord who 
had forsaken me ; but misbelief 
hath never a good word to speak 
of Christ. The dross of my cross 
gathered a scum of fears in the 
fire, doubtings, impatience, un- 
belief, challenging of Providence 
as sleeping, and as not regarding 
my sorrow ; but my Goldsmith, 
Christ, was pleased to take off the 
scum, and burn it in the fire. 
And, blessed be my Refiner, he 
hath made the metal better, and 
furnished new supply of grace, to 
cause me hold out weight; and I 
hope that he hath not lost one 
grain-weight by burning his ser- 
vant. Now his love in my heart 
casteth a mighty heat : he know- 
eth that the desire I have to be 
at himself paineth me. I have 
sick nights and frequent fits of 
love-fevers for my Well-beloved. 
Nothing paineth me now but want 
of presence. I think it long till 
day. I challenge time, as too 
slow in its pace, that holdeth my 
only, only fair One, my Love, 
my Well-beloved from me. Oh, 
if we were together once ! I am 
like an old crazed ship that hath 
endured many storms, and that 
would fain be in the lee of the 
shore, and feareth new storms ; 
I would be that nigh heaven, that 
the shadow of it might break the 
force of the storm, and the crazed 
ship might win to land. My 
Lord’s sun casteth a heat of love 
and beam of light on my soul. 
My blessing thrice every day up- 
on the sweet cross of Christ. I 
am not ashamed of my garland. 
“ The banished minister,” which 
is the term of Aberdeen. Love, 


love defieth reproaches. . The 
love of Christ hath a corslet of 
proof on it, and arrows will not 
draw blood of it. We are more 
than conquerors through the f 
blood of him that loved us, (Rom. 
viii.) The devil and the world 
cannot wound the love of Christ. 

I am further from yielding to the 
course of defection thar^when I 
came hither ; — sufferings blunt 
not the fiery edge of love. Cast 
love into the floods of hell, it will 
swim above. It careth not for 
the world’s busked and plastered 
offers. It hath pleased my Lord 
so to line my heart with the love 
of my Lord Jesus, that, as if the 
field were already won, and I on 
the other side of time, I laugh at 
the world’s golden pleasures, and 
at this dirty idol, which the sons 
of Adam worship. This worm- 
eaten god is that which my soul 
hath fallen out of love with. 

Sir, ye were once my hearer : 

I desire now to hear from you 
and your wife. I salute her and 
your children with blessings. I 
am glad that ye are still hand- 
fasted with Christ. Go on in 
your journey, and take the city 
by violence. Keep your garments 
clean. Be clean virgins to your 
Husband the Lamb. The world 
shall follow you to heaven’s gates : 
and ye would not wish it to go in 
with you. Keep fast Christ’s 
love. Pray for me, as I do for 
you. 

The Lord Jesus be with your 
spirit. Yours, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 13, 1637. 

LETTER CXLIX. 

TO MR. GEORGE GILLESPIE. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— I received your letter — As for 
my case, Brother, I bless his glo- 
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rious name, that my losses are 
my gain, my prison a palace, and 
my sadness joyfulness. At my 
first entry, my apprehensions so 
wrought upon my cross, that I 
# became jealous of the love of 
Christ, as being by him thrust 
out o£ the vineyard, and 1 was 
under great challenges, (as ordi- 
narily melted gold casteth forth 
a dross/ scum, and Satan and our 
co^tfl&ion form the first words 
tha|H|5> heavy cross speaketh, and 
say, God is angry, he loveth 
you not,”) but our apprehensions 
are not canonical ; they indite 
lies of God and Christ’s love. 
But since my spirit was settled, 
and the clay has fallen to the bot- 
tom of the well, I see better what 
Christ was doing. And now my 
Lord is returned with salvation 
under his wings. Now I want 
little of half a heaven, and I find 
Christ every day so sweet, com- 
fortable, lovely, and kind, that 
three things only trouble me. 
1st. I see not how to be thankful, 
or how to get help to praise that 
royal King, who raiseth up those 
that are bowed down. 2d. His 
love paineth me, and woundeth 
my soul, so that I am in a fever 
for want of real presence. 3d. 
An excessive desire to take in- 
struments in God’s name, that 
this is Christ and his truth, which 
I now suffer for ; yea, the apple 
of the eye of Christ’s honour, 
even the sovereignty and royal 
privileges of our King and Law- 
giver, Christ: and, therefore, let 
no man scaur at Christ’s cross, 
or raise an ill report upon him, 
or it ; for he beareth the sufferer 
and it both. 

I am here troubled with the 
disputes of the great doctors, 
(especially with D. B. in ceremo- 
nial and Arminian controversies, 
for all are corrupt here ;) but, I 
thank God, with no detriment to 


the truth, or discredit to my pro- 
fession. So, then, I see that 
Christ can triumph in a weaker 
man nor I ; and who can be more 
weak ? but his grace is sufficient 
for me. 

Brother, remember our old co- 
venant, and pray for me, and 
write to me your case. The 
Lord Jesus be with your spirit. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 13, 1637. 


LETTER CL. 

TO JEAN GORDON. 

My very Dear, and Loving 
Sister, — Grace, mercy, and peace 
be to you — I long to hear from 
you. 1 exhort you to set up the 
brae to the King’s city, that must 
be taken by violence. Your af- 
ternoon’s sun is wearing low. 
Time will eat up your frail life, 
like a worm gnawing at the root 
of a May-flower. Lend Christ 
your heart. Set him as a seal 
there. Take him in within, and 
let the world, and children stand 
at the door. They are not yours ; 
make you and them for your pro- 
per owner, Christ. It is good 
that he is your Husband and their 
Father. What missing can there 
be of a dying man, w r hen God 
filleth his chair ? Give hours of 
the day to prajer, * Fash Christ, 
(if I may speak so,) and impor- 
tune him ; be often at his gate ; 
give his door no rest. I can tell 
you that he will be found. Oh, 
what sweet fellowship is betwixt 
him and me ! Iam imprisoned, 
but he is not imprisoned. He 
hath shamed me with his kind- 
ness. He hath come to my pri- 
son, and run away with my heart 
and all my love. Well may he 



218 


LETTER CLn. 


brook it ! 1 wish that my love 

get never an owner but Christ. 
Fy, fy upon old lovers, that held 
us so long asunder! We shall 
not part now. He and I shall 
be heard, before he win out of 
my grips. I resolve to wrestle 
with Christ, ere I quit him. But 
my love to him hath casten my 
soul into a fever, and there is no 
cooling of my fever, till I get 
real possession of Christ. 0 
strong, strong love of Jesus, thou 
hast wounded my heart with thine 
arrows ! Oh pain ! Oh pain of 
love for Christ ! Who will help 
me to praise ? 

Let me have your prayers. 
Grace be with you. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 13, 1637. 


LETTER CLI. 

TO MR. JAMES BRUCE, MINISTER 
OF THE GOSPEL. 

Reverend, and Well-beloved 
Brother, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — Upon the near- 
est acquaintance, that we are Fa- 
ther’s children, I thought good 
to write to you. My case in my 
bonds, for the honour of my royal 
Prince and King, Jesus, is as 
good as becometh the witness of 
such a sovereign King. At my 
first coming hither, I was in great 
heaviness, wrestling with chal- 
lenges, being burdened in heart, 
(as I am yet,) for my silent Sab- 
baths, and for a bereaved people, 
young ones, new-born, plucked 
from the breasts, and the child- 
ren’s table drawn. I thought I 
was a dry tree cast over the dyke 
of the vineyard : but my secret 
conceptions of Christ’s love, at 
his sweet and long-desired return 
to my soul, were found to be a 


lie of Christ’s love, forged by the 
tempter, and my own heart, and 
I am persuaded it was so. Now 
there is greater peace and secu- 
rity within than before : the court 
is raised and dismissed, for it was ' 
not fenced in God’s name. I was 
far mistaken, who should have 
summoned Christ for unkindness ; 
misted faith, and my fever con- 
ceived amiss of him. Now,piow, 
he is pleased to feast a ptjggppri- 
soner, and to refresh me wIBpjoy 
unspeakable and glorious ; so, as 
the Holy Spirit is witness, that 
my sufferings are for Christ’s 
truth ; and God forbid that I 
should deny the testimony of the 
Holy Spirit, and make him a false 
witness. Now r I testify under 
my hand, out of some small expe- 
rience, that Christ’s cause, even 
with the cross, is better than the 
king’s crown ; and that his re- 
proaches are sweet, his cross per- 
fumed, the walls of my prison 
fair and large, my losses gain. 

I desire you, my dear Brother, 
to help me to praise, and to re- 
member me in your prayer to 
God. Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in our Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 14, 1637. 


LETTER CLII. 

TO JOHN GORDON, AT RUSCO, 
GALLOWAY. 

My Worthy, and Dear Bro- 
ther, — Misspend not your short 
sand-glass, which runneth very 
fast ; seek your Lord in time. 
Let me obtain of you a letter 
under your hand, for a promise to 
God, by his grace, to take a new 
course of walking with God. 
Heaven is not at the next door ; 
I find it hard to be a Christian ; 
there is no little thrusting and 
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thringing to thrust in at heaven’s 
gates ; it is a castle taken by 
force : — 44 Many shall strive to 
enter in, and shall not be able.” 

I beseech and obtest you in the 
f Lord, to make conscience of rash 
and passionate oaths, of raging 
and sftdden, avenging anger, of 
night drinking, of needless com- 
panion^, of Sabbath-breaking, 
of hurting any under you by word 
or deed, of hating your very ene- 
mies. 11 Except ye receive the 
kingdom of God as a little child,” 
and be as meek and sober-minded 
as a babe, 44 ye cannot enter into 
the kingdom of God.” That is 
a word which should touch you 
near, and make you stoop and 
cast yourself down, and make 
your great spirit fall. I know 
that this will not be easily done, 
but I recommend it to you as you 
tender your part of the kingdom 
of heaven. 

Brother, I may, from new ex- 
perience, speak of Christ to you. 
Oh, if ye saw in him what I see! 
A river of God’s unseen joys have 
flowed from bank to brae over 
my soul since I parted with you 
I wish that I wanted part, sc 
being ye might have ; that your 
soul might be sick of love for 
Christ, or rather satiated with 
him. This clay-idol, the world 
would seem to you, then, no 
worth a fig ; time will eat you 
out of possession of it. When 
the eye-strings break, and th 
breath groweth cold, and the itn 
prisoned soul looketh out of the 
windows of the clay-house, ready 
to leap out into eternity, whal 
would you then give for a lamp 
full of oil ? Oh seek it now. 

I desire you to correct and 
curb banning, swearing, lying 
drinking, Sabbath-breaking, anc 
idle spending of the Lord’s da} 
in absence from the Kirk, as far 
as your authority reacheth in tha 
parish. 


I hear that a man is to be 
hrust into that place, to the 
vhich I have God’s right : I 
know that ye should have a voice 
>y God’s word in that, (Acts i. 
5, 16, to the end, and Acts vi. 
1, 5.) Ye would be loath that 
any Prelate should put you out of 
your possession earthly, and this 
s your right. What I write to 
pou, I write to your wife. Grace 
>e with you. Your loving pas- 
or, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Mareh 14, 1637. 


LETTER CLIII. 

TO THE LADY HALLHILL. 

Dear, and Christian Lady, — 
Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you — I longed much to write to 
your Ladyship ; but now, the 
Lord offering a fit occasion, I 
would not omit to do it. 

I cannot but acquaint your 
Ladyship with the kind dealing 
of Christ to my soul, in this 
house of my pilgrimage, that your 
Ladyship may know that he is as 
good as he is called : for at my 
first entry into this trial, (being 
casten down and troubled with 
challenges and jealousies of His 
love, whose name and testimony 
I now bear in my bonds,) I feared 
nothing more than that I was 
casten over the dyke of the vine- 
yard , as a dry tree. But, blessed 
be his great name, the dry tree 
was in the fire, and was not 
burnt ; his dew came down and 
quickened the root of a withered 
plant ; and now he is come again 
with joy, and hath been pleaded 
to feast his exiled and afflicted 
prisoner with the joy of his con- 
solations. Now I weep, but am 
not sad ; I am chastened, but I 
die not ; I have loss, but I want 
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nothing; this water cannot drow 
me, this fire cannot burn me, be- 
cause of the good-will of Hir 
that dwelt in the bush. Th 
worst things of Christ, his 
proaches, his cross, are bette 
than Egypt’s treasures. He hatl 
opened his door, and taken inti 
his house-of-wine a poor sinner 
and hath left me so sick of lov 
for my Lord Jesus, that if hea 
yen were at my disposing, 
would give it for Christ, an 
would not be content to go t 
heaven, except I were persuadec 
that Christ were there. I woul 
not give, nor exchange my bond, 
for the Prelates’ velvets ; nor m) 
prison for their coaches ; nor m 
sighs for all the world’s laughter 
— this clay-idol, the world, hath 
no great court in my soul 
Christ hath come and run awaj 
to heaven with my heart and my 
love, so that neither heart nor 
love is mine: — I pray God, tha 
Christ may keep both without re- 
version. In my estimation, as I 
am now disposed, if my part o 
this world’s clay were rouped 
and sold, I would think it dear 
of a drink of water. I see Christ’s 
love is so kingly, that it will no 
abide a marrow ; it must have a 
throne all alone in the soul. And 
I see that apples beguile bairns, 
howbeit they be worm-eaten : the 
moth-eaten pleasures of this pre 
sent world make bairns believe 
ten is a hundred, and yet all that 
are here are but shadows. If 
they would draw by the curtain 
that is hung betwixt them and 
Christ, they should see them- 
selves fools who have so long 
miskenned the Son of God. I 
seek no more, next to heaven, 
than that he may be glorified in a 
risoner of Christ ; and that in my 
ehalf many would praise His high 
and glorious name who heareth 
the sighing of the prisoner. 


Remember my service to the 
laird your husband, and to your 
son my acquaintance. I wish 
that Christ had his young love, 
and that in the morning he would 
start to the gate to seek that 
which this world knoweth not, 
and, therefore, doth not sieek it. 

The grace of our Lord Jesus 
Christ be with you. Y.nurs, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 14, 1637. 


LETTER CLIV. 

TO THE MUCH HONOURED JOHN 
OSBURN, PROVOST OF AYR. 

Much honoured Sir, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace be to you — 
Upon our small acquaintance, 
and the good report 1 hear of 
rou, I could not but write to 
mu : 1 have nothing to say, but 
hat Christ, in that honourable 
dace he hath put you in, hath 
ntrusted you with a dear pledge, 
which is his own glory ; and hath 
rmed you with his sword to 
keep the pledge, and make a good 
account of it to God. Be not 
fraid of men. Your Master can 
now down his enemies, and make 
ithered hay of fair flowers. 
Your time will not be long ; 
fter your afternoon will come 
our evening, and after evening, 
ight. Serve Christ, back him ; 
?t his cause be your cause ; give 
ot an hairbreadth of truth 
way ; for it is not yours, but 
?od’s. Then, since ye are going, 
ake Christ’s testificate with you 
ut of this life — “ Well done, 
ood and faithful servant !” His 
well-done” is worth a shipful 
*f “good-days” and earthly ho- 
ours. I have cause to say this, 
cause I find him Truth itself, 
n my sad days, Christ laugheth 
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cheerfully, and saith, “ All will 
be well 1” Would to God that 
all this kingdom, and all that 
know God, knew what is betwixt 
Christ and me in this prison — 
#what kisses, embracements, and 
love communions ! I take his 
cross yi my arms with joy ; I 
bless it, I rejoice in it — suffering 
for Christ is my garland. 1 
would rlbt exchange Christ for 
ten thousand worlds ! nay, if the 
comparison could stand, I would 
not exchange Christ with heaven. 

Sir, pray for me, and the pray- 
ers, and blessing of a prisoner of 
Christ meet you in all your straits. 
Grace be with you. Yours, in 
Christ Jesus, his Lord, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 14, 1637. 


LETTER CLV. 

TO HIS LOVING FRIEND, JOHN 
HENDERSON. 

Loving Friend, — Continue in 
the love of Christ, and the doc- 
trine which I taught you faith- 
fully, and painfully, according to 
my measure. I am free of your 
blood. Fear the dreadful name 
of God. Keep in mind the ex- 
aminations which I taught you, 
and love the truth of God. Death, 
as fast as time fleeth, chaseth you 
out of this life ; it is possible that 
ye may make your reckoning with 
your Judge before 1 see you. 
Let salvation be your care, night 
and day, and set aside hours and 
times of the day for prayer. I 
rejoice to hear that there is prayer 
in your house. Sea that your 
servants keep the Lord’s day. 
This dirt and god of clay, I mean 
the vain world, is not worth the 
seeking. 

An hireling pastor is to be 
thrust in upon you, into the room 


to which I have Christ’s warrant 
and right. Stand to your liber- 
ties, for the word of God allow- 
eth you a vote in choosing your 
pastor. 

What I write to you, I write 
to your wife. Commend me 
heartily to her. The grace of 
God be with you. Your loving 
friend, and pastor, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 14, 1637. 


LETTER CLVI. 

TO JOHN MEINE. 

Dear Brother, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you — I wonder 
that ye sent me not an answer to 
my last letter, for I stand in need 
of it. I am in some piece of 
court with our great King, whose 
love would cause a dead man to 
speak, and live : whether my 
court will continue or not, 1 can- 
not well say : but I have his ear 
frequently, and, (to his glory only 
1 speak it,) no penury of the love- 
kisses of the Son of God. He 
thinketh good to cast apples to 
me in my prison, to play withal, 
lest I should think long and faint. 
I must give over all attempts to 
fathom the depth of his love. 
All I can do is, but to stand be- 
side his great love, and look and 
wonder. My debts of thankful- 
ness affright me : I fear that my 
creditor get a dyvour-bill and 
ragged account. 

I would be much the better of 
help, — oh, for help ! and that ye 
would take notice of my case. 
Your not writing to me maketh 
me think ye suppose that I am 
not to be bemoaned, because he 
sendeth comfort ; but 1 have pain 
in my unthankfulness, and pain 
in the feeling of his love, whill 
I am sick again for real presence 
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and real possession of Christ ; yet 
there is no gowked, (if 1 may so 
speak,) nor fond love in Christ. 
He casteth me down sometimes 
for old faults: and I know that he 
knoweth well that sweet comforts 
are swelling: and, therefore, sor- 
row must take a vent to the wind. 

My dumb Sabbaths are under- 
coating wounds. The condition 
of this oppressed Kirk, and my 
brother’s case, (I thank you and 
your wife for your kindness to 
him,) hold my sore smarting, and 
keep my wounds bleeding ; but 
the ground-work standeth sure. 
Pray for me. Grace be w'ith 
you. Remember me to your w ife. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 14, 1637. 


LETTER CLVII. 

TO MR. THOMAS GARVEN. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— I bless you for your letter ; it 
was a shower to the new-mown 
grass. The Lord hath given 
you the tongue of the learned ; 
be fruitful &nd humble. 

It is possible that ye may come 
to my case, or the like ; but the 
water is neither so deep, nor the 
stream so strong, as it is called. 
I think my fire is not so hot, my 
water is dry land, my loss rich 
loss. Oh, if the walls of my pri- 
son be high, wide, and large, and 
the place sweet ! No man know- 
eth it, no man, I say, knoweth it, 
my dear Brother, so well as he 
and I : no man can put it down 
in black and white as my Lord 
hath sealed it in my heart. My 
poor stock is grown since I came 
to Aberdeen ; and if any had 
known the wrong I did, in being 
jealous of such an honest lover 


as Christ, who withheld not his 
love from me, they would think 
the more of it ; but I see, he 
must be above me in mercy. I 
will never strive with him : to 
think to recompense him is folly." 
If I had as many 'angels’ tongues, 
as there have fallen of d^ops of 
rain since the creation, or as there 
are leaves of trees in all the forests 
of the earth, or of stafs in the 
heaven, to praise, yet my Lord 
Jesus would ever be behind with 
me. We will never get our ac- 
counts fitted. A pardon must 
close the reckoning : for his com- 
forts to me in this honourable 
cause have almost put me beyond 
the bounds of modesty : howbeit 
I will not let every one know 
what is betwixt us. Love, love, 
(I mean Christ’s love,) is the hot- 
test coal that ever I felt. Oh, 
but the smoke of it be hot ! Cast 
all the salt sea on it, it will flame ; 
hell cannot quench it : many, 
many waters will not quench love. 
Christ is turned over to bis poor 
prisoner in a mass and globe of 
ove ; I wonder that he should 
w aste so much love upon such a 
waster as I am ; but he is no 
waster, but abundant in mercy; 
he hath no niggard’s alms, when 
he is pleased to give. Oh that I 
ould invite all the nation to love 
Free grace is an unknown 
thing. This world hath heard 
but a bare name of Christ, and 
no more. There are infinite plies 
‘n his love, that the saints will 
never win to unfold : I would it 
were better known, and that 
Jhrist got more of his own due 
han he doth. 

Brother r ye have chosen the 
)od part, who have taken part 
with Christ : ye w ill see him win 
the field, and shall get part of the 
spoil when he diviueth it. They 
arc but fools who laugh at us ; 
for they see but the backside of 
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the moon ; yet our moon-light is 
better than their twelve-hours’ 
sun. We have gotten the new 
heavens, and, as a pledge of that, 
the Bridegroom’s love-ring. The 
'children of the wedding-chamber 
have cause to skip, and leap for 
joy ; &r the marriage-supper is 
drawing nigh, and we find the 
four-hours’ sweet and comfortable. 
O time,* be not slow! O sun. 
move speedily, and hasten our 
banquet ! O Bridegroom, be 
like a roe, or a young hart upon 
the mountains ! O Well-belov- 
ed, run fast, that we may 
meet ! 

Brother, I restrain mvself, for 
want of time. Pray for me ; 1 
hope to remember you. The 
good-will of Him, who dwelt in 
the bush, the tender mercies of 
God in Christ, enrich you. 
Grace be with you. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. It. 

Aberdeen, March 14, 1(>37 


LETTER CLYIII. 

TO BETIIAIA AIRD. 


with child of faithless fears, and 
unbelief put a seal and amen t 
all. I thought myself in a har<d 
case. Some said I had cause to 
rejoice, that Christ had honoured 
me to he a witness for him ; and 
l said in my heart, 4 11 These are 
words of* men, who see but mine 
outside, and cannot tell if I be a 
false witness or not. 

If Christ had in this matter 
been as wilful and short as I was, 
my faith had gone over the brae, 
and broken its neck. But we 
were well met, a hasty fool, and 
a wise, patient, and meek Saviour. 
He took no law-advantage of’ my 
folly but waited on till my ill 
blood was fallen, and mv drum- 
bled and troubled well began to 
clear. He was never a whit 
angry at the fever-ravings of a 
poor tempted sinner : but he 
mercifully forgave, and came, as 
it well bccometh him, with grace 
and new comfort, to a sinner who 
deserved the contrary. And, 
now he is content to kiss my black 
mouth, to put his hand into mine, 
and to feed me with as many con- 
solations, as would feed ten hun- 
gry souls ! yet 1 dare not sav . 
that be is a waster of comforts, 


Worthy Sister, — Grace, mer- for no less would have borne nu 
cy,and peace be unto you — 1 know j up ; one grain- wi ight less would 


that ye desire news from my pri- 
son, and I shall show you news. 
At iny first entry hither, Christ 
and 1 agreed not well upon it. 
The devil made a plea in the 
house, and I laid the blame upon 
Christ ; for my heart was freight- 
ed with challenges, and I feared 
that I was an outcast, and that 
I was but a withered tree in the 
vineyard, and but held the sun off 
the good plants with my idle sha- 
dow, and that, therefore, my Mas- 
ter had given the evil servant the 
fitdds to fend him. Old guilti- 
ness said, (as witness,) u All is 
true my apprehensions were 


have casten the balance. 

Now, who is like to that royal 
l King, crowned in Zion! Where 
shall 1 get a seat for royal ma- 
jesty, to set him on ? If I could 
set him as far above the heaven 
as thousand thousands of heights 
devised by men and angels, 1 
should think him hut too low . I 
pray you for God’s sake, im dear 
Sister, to help mo to praise. 
Ilis love hath neither brim nor 
bottom : his love is like himself, 
it passeth all natural understand- 
ing. I go to fathom it with my 
arms, hut it is as if a child would 
take the globe of sea and land in 
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his two short arms : — blessed and 
holy is his name ! This must be 
h s truth which I now suffer for ; 
for h u would not laugh upon a 
lie,' nor be witness with his com 
forts to a iiii: ht-d ream. 

1 entreat for your prayers: and 
the prayer and blessing of a 
prisoner of Christ be upon you. 
Grace be with you. Yours, in 
liis sweet Lord Jesus, S. 11. 

Aberdeen, March 14, 1637. 


LETTER CL IX. 

TO ALEXANDER (JORDON, OF 
vNOCKGRAY. 

Dear Brother, — I have not 
leisure to write to you. Christ’* 
\v vs were known to you, lonu 
before I, who am but a child, 
knew any thing of him. What 
wrong and violence tin' Prelates 
may, by God’s permission, do 
unto you, for your trial, I know 
not ; but tills I know, that your 
ten days’ tribulation will end. 
Coni end to the last breath for 
Christ. Banishment out of these 
kingdoms is determined against 
me, as 1 hear. This land dow 
not bear me. 1 pray you, to re- 
commend my case and bonds to 
rny brethren, and sisters, with 
you. I intrust more of my 
spiritual comfort to you and 
them, that way, my dear Brother, 
than to many in this kingdom be- 
sides. I hope that ye will no 4 
he wanting to Christ’s prisoner. 

Fear nothing, for I assure you 
that Alexander Gordon of Knock- 
gray, shall win away, and get his 
soul for a prey: and what can he 
then want, that is worth the 
having? Your friends are cold 
(as ye write,) and so are those in 
whom 1 trusted much. Our, 
Husband docth well in breaking I 


our idols in pieces : dry wells 
send us to the fountain. My life 
is not dear to me, so being I may 
fulfil my course with joy. I fear 
that ye must remove, if your new 
Hireling will not hear your dis- 1 
countenancing of him : for the 
Prelate is afraid that Christ get 
you; and that he hath no will to. 

Grace be with you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord and Master, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637 


LETTER CLX. 

i 

TO GRTZZEL FULLERTON. 

Dear Sister, — I exhort you in 
the Lord, to seek your one tiling, 
Mary’s good part, that shall not 
be taken from you. Set your 
heart and soul on the children's 
inheritance : this clav-idol, the 
world, K hut for bastards, and ye 
are his lawfully-begotten child. 
Learn the way (as your dear 
mother hath gone before you) 
<o knock at Christ’s door. Many 
an alms of mercy hath Christ 
given to her, and hath abundance 
behind to give to you. Ve are 
the seed of the faithful, and born 
within the covenant. Claim your 
right. I would not exchange 
Christ Jesus for ten worlds of 
glory : I know now (blessed he 
:nv Teacher!) how to shute the 
nek, and unbolt my Well-be- 
loved’s door : — and he niaketh a 
poor stranger welcome when he 
cometh to his house. I am 
swelled up and satisfied with the 
love of Christ, that is better than 
wine. It is a fire in my soul : 
let hell and the world cast water 
on it, they will not mend them- 
selves. I have now gotten the 
right gate of Christ. I recom- 
mend him to you above all things. 



LETTER CLXII. 


225 


Corae and find the smell of his 
breath ; see if his kisses be not 
sweet ; he desireth no better 
than to be much made of. Be 
homely with him, and ye shall be 
*the more welcome: — ye know 
not bow fain Christ would hav< 
all yow love. Think not that 
this is imagination and bairns 
play, which we make din for. 1 
would not sutler for it, if it were 
so. I dare pawn my heaven for 
it, that it is the way to glory. 
Think much of truth, and abhor 
these ways devise4 by men in 
God’s worship. 

The grace of Christ be with 
you. Yours, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 14, 1637. 


LETTER CLXI. 

TO PATRICK i 

Dear, and Loving Friend, — I 
cannot but, upon the opportunity 
of a bearer, exhort you to resign 
the love of your youth to Christ, 
and, in this day, while your sun 
is high, and your youth serveth 
you to seek the Lord and his face ; I 
for there is nothing out of heaven | 
so necessary for you as Christ. 
And ye cannot be ignorant, that 
your day will end, and that the 
night of death shall call you from 
the pleasures of this life ; — and a 
doom given out in death, standeth 
for ever, as long as God liveth. 
Youth, ordinarily, is a post, and 
ready servant for Satan, to run 
errands ; for it is a nest for lust, 
cursing, drunkenness, blasphem- 
ing of God, lying, pride, and 
vanity. Oh, that there were 
such an heart in you, as to fear 
the Lord, and to dedicate your 
soul and body to his service 1 
When the time cometh that your 


eye-strings shall break, and your 
face wax pale, and legs and arms 
tremble, and your breath grow 
cold, and your poor soul look out 
at your prison house of clay, to 
be set at liberty ; then a good 
conscience, and your Lord’s fa- 
vour shall be worth all the world’s 
glory. Seek it as your garland 
and crown. 

Grace be with you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 14, 1637. 


LETTER CLXII. 

TO CARLTON. 

Much Honoured Sir, — I will 
not impute vour not writing to 
me, to forgetfulness ; however, I 
have One above who forgetteth 
me not — nay, he groweth in his 
kindness. It hath pleased his 
holy Majesty to take me from the 
uilpit, and teach me many things, 
n my exile and prison, that were 
mysteries to me before : as, 1 st, 
I see his bottomless and bound 
less love and, kindness, and my 
jealousies and ravings, which, at 
my first entry into this furnace, 
were so foolish and bold, as to 
say to Christ, who is truth itself, 
in his face, “ Thou liest.” I had 
well nigh lost my grips. I won- 
dered if it was Christ, or not ; 
for the mist and smoke of my 
perturbed heart made me mistake 
my Master, Jesus ; my faith was 
dim, and hope frozen and cold ; 
and my love, which caused jea- 
lousies, had some warmness, and 
heat, and smoke, but no flame at 
all ; yet 1 was looking for some 
good of Christ’s old claim to me. 
I thought I had forfeited all my 
rights ; but the tempter was too 
much upon my counsels, and was 
still blowing the coal. Alas! I 



226 


LETTER CLXII. 


knew not well before, how good 
skill my Intercessor, and Advo- 
cate, Christ, hath of pleading, 
and of pardoning me such follies. 
Now he is returned to my soul 
with healing under his wings ; 
and I am nothing behind with 
Christ now; for he hath overpaid 
me, by his presence, the pain I 
was put to by on-waiting, and any 
little loss that l sustained by mv 
witnessing against the wrongs 
done to him. I trow, it w r as a 
pain to my Lord to hide himself 
any longer : in a manner, he was 
challenuing his own unkindness, 
and repented him of Lis glooms : 
and now, what want I on earth, 
that Christ can give to a poor 
prisoner ! Oh, how sweet and 
lovely is he now ! Alas, that 1 
can get none to help me to lift up 
my Lord Jesus upon his throne, 
above all the earth. 

'2dhj. 1 am now brought to 
some measure of submission, and 
1 re-olve to wait till I see what 
my Lord Jesus will do with me. 

I dare not now' nickname or speak 
one word against the all-seeing 
and over-watching providence oi | 
my Lord. I see that providence 
runneth not on broken wheels ; 
but I, like a fool, carved a provi- 
dence for mine own ease, to die 
in my nest, and to sleep still till 
my grey hairs, and to lie on the 
sunny side of the mountain, in m\ 
ministry at Amvoth ; blit now I 
have nothing to say against a bor- 
rowed fireside, and another man’s 
house, nor Kedar’s tents, where 
I live, being removed far from 
my acquaintance, mv lovers, and 
my friends. I see that God hath 
the world on his wheels, awleast- 
eth it as a potter doth a vessel on 
the wheel. I dare not say that 
there is any inordinate or irregu- 
lar motion in providence. The 
Lord hath done it : I will not go 
to law with Christ, for I would 
gain nothing of that. 


3 (lly. I have learned some 
greater mortification, and not to 
mourn after, or seek to suck the 
world’s dry breasts : nay, my 
Lord hath filled me with such 
dainties, that I am like to a full 1 
banqueter, who is not for com- 
mon cheer. What have to do, 
to fall down upon my knees, and 
worship mankind’s great t idol, the 
world ? 1 have a better God 

than a clay-god : nay, at present, 
as 1 am novv disposed, I care not 
much to give this world a dis- 
charge of my life-rent of it, for 
bread and water. 1 know that it 
is not my home, nor my Father’s 
house; it is hut his footstool, the 
outer-close of his house, his out- 
fields and muir-ground ; let ba^- 
t.irds take it. I hope never to 
i Link myself in its common, for 
honour or riches — nay, now, l 
| sav to laughter, “ Thou art mad- 

| ness.’’ 

4 thly, I find it to he most true, 
that the greatest temptation out 
of hell, in, to live w ithout tempta- 
tions. If my waters should stand, 
thev would rot. Faitli is the bet- 
tor of the free air, and of the 
diarp winter storm in its face. 
Grace withereth without adver- 
sity. The devil is hut God’s mas- 
ter-fencer, to teach us to handle 
our weapons. 

Cithhj. I never knew how weak 
I was, till now, when he hideth 
himself, and when I have him to 
seek seven times a day. I am a 
dry and withered branch, and a 
piece of a dead carcass, dry bones, 
an«l not able to step over a straw. 
The thoughts of my old sins are 
as the summons of death to me ; 
and of late my brother’s case hath 
stricken me to the heart. When 
mv wounds are closing, a little 
ritlle causeth them to bleed a- 
fresh ; so thin-skinned is my soul, 
that I think it is like a tender 
man’s skin, that may touch no- 
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thing. Ye see, how short I would 
shoot of the prize, if his grace 
were not sufficient for me. 

Wo is me for the day of Scot- 
land ; wo, wo is me for my har- 
5 lot-mother ; for the decree is 
gone forth ; women of this land 
shall oall the childless and mis- 
carrying wombs blessed. The 
anger of the Lord is gone forth, 
and shaft not return, till he per- 
form the purpose of his heart 
against Scotland : yet he shall 
make Scotland a new, sharp in- 
strument, having teeth to thresh 
the mountains, and fan the hills 
as chaff. 

The prisoner’s blessing be up- 
on you. Yours, in his sweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 14, 1G 37. 


LETTER CLXIII. 

TO THE L AT ) Y BUSBIE. 

Mistress, — I know that ye are 
thinking, sometimes, what Christ 
is doing in Zion, and that the 
haters of Zion may get the bot- 
tom of our cup, and the burning 
coals of our furnace, that we have 
been tried in those many years by- 
gone. Oh, that this nation would 
be awakened, to cry mightily un- 
to God, for the setting up of a 
new tabernacle to Christ in Scot- 
land. Oh, if this kingdom knew 
how worthy Christ were of his 
room ! His worth was ever above 
man’s estimation of him. 

And for myself I am pained at 
the heart, that I cannot find my- 
self disposed to leave myself, and 
go wholly into Christ. Alas, that 
there should be one bit of me out 
of him, and that we leave too 
much liberty and latitude for our- 
selves, and our own ease, and 
credit, and pleasures, and so little 


room for all-love-worthy Christ ! 
Oh, what pains and charges it 
costeth Christ ere he get us ! and 
when all is done, we are not worth 
the having. It is a wonder that 
he should seek the like of us : but 
love overlooketh blackness and 
fecklessness ; for if it had not 
been so, Christ would never have 
made so fair and blessed a bargain 
with us, as the covenant of grace 
is. I find that in all our suffer- 
ings Christ is but redding march- 
es, that every one of us may say, 
Mine, and thine,” and that men 
! may know by their crosses, how 
1 w'eak a bottom nature is to stand 
! upon in a trial ; that the end 
which our Lord intondeth, in all 
our sufferings, is to bring grace 
into court and request amongst 
us. 1 should succumb and come 
short of heaven, if I had no more 
than my own strength to support 
me ; and if Christ should say to 
me, “ Either do or die,” it were 
easy to determine what should 
become of me : the choice were 
easy, for 1 behoved to die, if 
Christ should pass by with strait- 
ened bowels; and who then would 
take us up in our straits ? I know r 
! we may say that Christ is kindest 
in his love, when we are at our 
weakest ; and that if Christ bad 
not been to the fore, in our sad 
days, the waters had gone over 
our soul. Ilis mercy bath a set 
period, and appointed a place, 
how far, and no further, the sea 
of affliction shall flow, and where 
the waves thereof shall be stayed. 
He prescribeth how much pain 
and sorrow, both for weight and 
measure, we must have ; ye have, 
then, good cause to recall your 
love from all lovers, and give it 
to Christ : he who is afflicted in 
all your afflictions, looketh not on 
you in your sad hours with an 
insensible heart or dry eyes. All 
the Lord’s saints may see that it 
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is lost love which is bestowed upon 
this perishing worid. Death am’ 
judgment will make men lamen 
that ever their miscarrying heart: 
carried them to lay and lavish ou 
their love upon false appearance; 
and night-dreams. Alas ! thai 
Christ should fare the worse, be 
cause of his own goodness, !i 
making peace and the Gospel 1 
ride together ; and that we have 
never yet weighed the worth o 1 
Christ in his ordinances ; an 
that now we are like to be dt 
prived of the well, ere we have 
tasted the sweetness of the water 
— it may be that with watery eyes 
and a wet face, and wearied feet 
we seek Christ, and shall not find 
him. Oh, that this land were 
humbled in time, and by pray- 
ers, cries, and humiliation, wouh 
bring Christ in at the church- 
door again, now when his back is 
turned towards us, and he is gom 
to the threshold, and his one foot 
as it were, is out of the door! 
am sure that his departure is our 
deserving ; we have bought it 
with our iniquities ; for even the 
Lord’s own children are fallen 
asleep: and, alas! professors arc* 
made all of shows and fashions, 
and are not at pains to recover 
themselves again. Every one 
hath his set measure of faith and 
holiness, and contenteth himself 
with but a stinted measure of 
godliness, as if that were enough 
to bring him to heaven. We 
forget that as our gifts and light 
grow, so God’s gain, and the in- 
terest of his talents, should grow 
also; and that we cannot pay God 
with the old use and wont (as we 
use to speak) which we gave him 
seven years ago ; for this were to 
mock the Lord, and to make price 
with him as we list. Oh, what 
difficulty is there in our Christian 
journey ! and how often come we 
sliurt of many thousand things | 


that are Christ’s due ! and we 
consider not how far our dear 
Lord is behind with us. 

Mistress, I cannot render you 
thanks, as I would, for your kind- 
ness to my brother, an oppressed 
stranger ; but I remember you 
unto the Lord as I am able. I 
entreat you to think upon me, his 
prisoner, and pray that t^he Lord 
would be pleased to give me room 
to speak to his people in his name. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord and 
Master, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CLXIV. 

TO JOHN FLEMING, BAILIE OF 
LEITH. 

Worthy, and Dearly Beloved 
in the Lord, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be unto you — 1 received 
your letter. 1 wish that I could 
satisfy vour desire, in drawing 
up, and framing for you a Chris- 
tian directory ; but the learned 
have done it before me, more ju- 
diciously than I can ; especially 
Mr. Rodgers, Greenham, and 
Perkins: notwithstanding, 1 shall 
show you what I would have been 
at, myself ; howbeit I came always 
short of my purpose. 

1. That hours of the day, less 
jr more time, for the word and 
prayer, be given to God, not 
sparing the twelfth hour, or mid- 
day, howbeit it should then be the 
shorter time. 

2. In the midst of worldly ein- 
doyments, there should he some 
houghts of sin, death, judgment, 

and eternity, with, at least, a word 
>r two of ejaculatory prayer to 
iod. 

3. To beware of wandering of 
eart in private prayers. 
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4. Not to grudge, howbeit ye 
come from prayer without sense 
of joy : — down-casting, sense of 
guiltiness, and hunger, are often 
best for ns. 

5. That the Lord’s day, from 
morning to night, be spent always 
eithertdn private or public wor- 
ship. 

6. That words be observed, 
wandering and idle thoughts be 
avoided, sudden anger and desire 
of revenge, even of such as per- 
secute the truth, be guarded 
against ; for we often mix our 
zeal with our wild-fire. 

7. That known, discovered, 
and revealed sins, that are against 
the conscience, be eschewed, as 
most dangerous preparatives to 
hardness of heart. 

8. That in dealing with men. 
faith and truth in covenants and 
trafficking be regarded, that we 
deal with all men in sincerity ; 
that conscience be made of idle 
and lying words ; and that our 
carriage be such, as that they 
who see it, may speak honourably 
of our sweet Master and profes- 
sion. 

9. I have been much chal- 
lenged, 1. For not referring all 
to God, as the last end ; that 1 
do not eat, drink, sleep, journey, 
speak, and think for God. 2 
That I have not benefited by 
good company ; and that 1 left 
not some word of conviction, 
even upon natural and wicked 
men, as by reproving swearing in 
them, or because of being a silent 
witness to their loose carriage, 
and because I intended not in all 
companies to do good. 3. That 
the woes and calamities of the 
Kirk, and of particular profes- 
sors, have not moved me. 4. 
That at the reading of the life of 
David, Paul, and the like, when 
it humbled me, I (coming so far 
short of their holiness) laboured 


not to imitate them, afar off at 
least, according to the measure 
of God’s grace. 5. That unre- 
pented sins of youth were not 
looked to, and lamented for. 6. 
That sudden stirrings of pride, 
lust, revenge, love of honours, 
were not resisted and mourned 
for. 7. That my charity was 
cold. 8. That the experiences 
I had, of God’s hearing me in 
this and the other particular, 
being gathered, yet in a new 
trouble I bad always (once at 
least) my faith to seek, as if I 
were to begin at A, B, C, again. 

9. That I have not more boldly 
contradicted the enemies, speak- 
ing against the truth, either in 
public church meetings, or at 
tables, or ordinary conference. 

10. That in great troubles, I 
have received false reports of 
Christ's love, and misbelieved 
him in his chastening'; whereas 
the event hath said, All was 
in mercy.” 11. Nothing more 
moveth me, and woighteth my 
soul, than that I could never for 
my heart, in my prosperity, so 
wrestle in prayer with God, nor 
he so dead to the world, 
hungry and sick of love for 
Christ, so heat enly-minded, as 
when ten stone-weight of a heavy 
cross was upon me. 12. That 
the cross extorted vows of new 
obedience, which ease hath blown 
away, as chaff before the wind. 
13. That practice was so short 
and narrow', and light so long 
and broad. 14. That death hath 
not been often meditated upon. 
15. That I have not been careful 
of gaining others to Christ. Id. 
That my grace and gifts bring 
forth little or no thankfulness. 

There are some things, also, 
whereby 1 have been helped : as, — 
1 . 1 have been benefited by riding 
alone a long journey, in giving 
that time to prayer. 2. By ab- 
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stinence, and giving days to God. 
3. By praying for others; for by 
making an errand to God for 
them, I have gotten something 
for myself. 4. I have been really 
confirmed, in many particulars, 
that God heareth prayers ; and, 
therefore, I used to pray for any- 
thing, of how little importance 
soever. 5. He enabled me to 
make no question, that this mock- 
ed way, which is nicknamed, is 
the only way to heaven. 

Sir, these, and many more oc- 
currences in your life, should be 
looked unto: and, — 1. Thoughts 
of atheism should be watched 
over, as, If there he a God in 
heaven ; which will trouble and 
assault the best, at some times. 
2. Growth in grace should be 
eared for, above all things ; and 
tailing from our first love mourn- 
ed for. 3. Conscience made of 
praying for the enemies, who are 
blinded. 

Sir, I thank you most kindly 
for the care of my brother, and of 
me also. I hope it is laid up for 
you, and remembered in heaven. 

I am still ashamed with Christ’s 
kindness to such a sinner as I 
am : he hath left a fire in my 
heart, that hell cannot cast water 
on, to quench or extinguish it. 
Help me to praise, and pray for 
me ; for ye have a prisoner’.* 
blessing and prayers. 

Remember my love to your 
wife. Grace be with you. Yours, 
in Christ Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, March 15, 1637. 


LETTER CLXV. 

TO ALEXANDER GORDON, OF 
EARL8TON. 

Much Honoured, and Worthy 
Sir, — Grace, mercy, and peace 


be unto you — I long to bear 
from you. I have received few 
letters since I came hither: I am 
in need of a word ; a dry plant 
should have some watering. 

My case betwixt Christ my 
Lord, and me, standeth between 
love and jealousy, faith and sus- 
! picion of his love ; — it is a mar- 
vel he keepeth house with me. 
I make many pleas with Christ, 
but he maketh as many agree- 
ments with me. I think his un- 
changeable love hath said, 

; defy thee to break me and change 
| me.” If Christ had such change- 
; able and new’ thoughts of my sal- 
ivation, as I have of it, I think I 
| should then be at a sad loss. He 
j humoureth not a fool like me in 
I my unbelief, hut rebuketh me, 
j and fathereth kindness upon me. 

; Christ is rather like the poor 
1 friend and needy prisoner, (begg- 
; ing love,) than I am. I cannot, 
for shame, get Christ said nay 
of my whole love ; for 4ie will 
not want his errand for the seek- 
ing. God be thanked that my 
i Bridegroom tireth not of w r ooing. 
Honour to him ! he is a wilful 
suitor of my soul. But as love 
j is his, pain is mine, that I have 
j nothing to give him ; his account- 
book is full of my debts of mercy, 
kindness, and free love towards 
me. Oh that I might read with 
| w’atery eyes ! Oh that he would 
| give me the interest of interest to 
pay back ! or rather, my soul’s 
desire is, that he would comprise 
my person, soul and body, love, 
joy, confidence, fear, sorrow, 
and desire, and drive the poind, 
and let me be rouped, and sold 
to Christ, and taken home to my 
Creditor's house and his fireside. 

The Lord knoweth that if I 
could, I would sell myself with- 
out reversion to Christ. O sweet 
Lord Jesus, make a market, and 
overbid all my buyers ! I daro 
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swear, that there is a mystery in 
Christ which I never saw ; a 
mystery of love. Oh, if he would 
lay by the lap of the covering 
that is over it, and let my green- 
ing soul see it ! I would break 
the door, and be in upon him, to 
get rrw fill of love ; for I am an 
hungered and famished soul. Oh, 
sir, if ^ou, or any other would 
tell him, how sick my soul is, 
ing for want of a hearty draught 
of Christ’s love ! Oh, if I could 
dote (if I may make use of that 
word in this case) as much upon 
himself as 1 do upon his love ! 
It is a pity that Christ himself 
should not rather be my heart’s 
choice, than Christ's manifested 
love. It would satisfy me, in 
some measure, if I had any bud 
to give for his love. Shall I of- 
fer him my praises ? Alas ! he is 
more than praises. I give it 
over to get him exalted according 
to his worth, which is above what 
can be known. 

Yet all this time I am templing 
him, to see if there be both love 
and anger in him against me. 1 
am plucked from his flock, (dear 
to me,) and from feeding his 
lambs ; I go, therefore, in sack- j 
cloth as one who hath lost the | 
wife of his youth. Grief and 
sorrow are suspicious, and spew r 
out against him the smoke of 
jealousies; and Isay often/ 4 Show 7 
me wherefore thou contendest 
with me. Tell me, O Lord : 
read the process against me.” 
But I know that I cannot answer 
his allegations ; I shall lose the 
cause, when it cometh to open 
pleading. Oh, if I could force 
my heart to believe dreams to be 
dreams! Yet when Christ giveth 
my fears the lie, and saith to me, 
u Thou art a liar,” then I am 
glad. 1 resolve to hope to be 
quiet, and to lie on the brink, on 
my side, till the water fall, and 


| the ford be ridable: and, howbeit 
| there he pain upon me, in longing 
for deliverance that Fmay speak 
of him in the great congregation ; 
yet I think there is joy in that 
pain and on-waiting ; and even 
rejoice that he putteth me off for 
a time, and shifteth me. Oh, if 
I could wait on for all eternity, 
howbeit I should never get my 
soul’s desire, so being he were 
! glorified ! 1 would wish my pain 

j and my ministry could live long 
| to serve him ! for I know that I 
lam a clay vessel, and made for 
his use. , Oh, if my very broken 
! sherds could serve to glorify him ! 
j I desire Christ’s grace to be wil- 
lingly content, that my hell (ex- 
j ceptinghis hatred and displeasure, 
which I put out of all play, for 
submission to this is not called 
for) were a preaching of his 
ylory to men and angels for ever 
and ever ! When all is done, 
w’hnt can I add to him ? or what 
can such a clay-shadow as I do ? 
I know 7 that he needefh not me. 

I have cause to be grieved, and 
to melt away in tears, (if 1 had 
grace to do it, — Lord grant it to 
me!) to see my Well-beloved’s 
fair face spitted upon by dogs, 

^ee loons pulling the crown off 
my royal King’s head : to see my 
harlot-mother and my sweet Fa- 
ther agree so ill, that they are 
going to skail, and give up house: 
— my Lord's palace is now a nest 
of unclean birds. Oh, if harlot, 
harlot Scotland, would rue upon 
her provoked Lord ; and pity her 
good Husband, who is broken 
with her whorish heart ! but 
these things are hid from her 
eyes. 

I have heard of late of your 
new' trial by the Bishop of Gallo- 
way. Fear not clay and worms’ 
meat. Let truth and Christ get 
no wrong in your hand : it is 
your gain if Christ be glorified ; 



£32 


LETTER CLXVI. 


and your glory to be Christ’s wit- 
ness. I persuade you, that your 
sufferings are Christ’s advantage 
and victory ; for he is pleased to 
reckon them so. Let me hear 
from you. Christ is but winning 
a clean Kirk out of the fire ; he 
will win this play. He will not 
be in your common for any charges 
ye are at in his service. He is 
not poor to sit in your debt ; he 
will repay an hundred fold more, 
it inay be, even in this life. 

The prayers and blessings of 
Christ’s prisoner be with you. 
Your Brother, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CLXVI. 

TO MY LADY BOYD. 

I 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace from God our Father, and : 
from our Lord Jesus Christ, be 
multiplied upon you. 

I have reasoned with your son 
at large — I rejoice to see him set 
his face in the right airth, now 
when the nobles love the sunny- 
side of the Gospel best and are 
afraid that Christ want soldiers, 
and shall not be able to do for 
himself. 

Madam, our debts of obligation 
to Christ are not small ; the free- 
dom of grace and of salvation is 
the wonder of men and angels ; 
hut mercy in our Lord scorneth 
hire. Ye are bound to lift Christ 
on high, who hath given you eyes 
to discern the devil, now coming 
out in his whites, and the ido- 
latry and apostasy of the time 
well washen with fair pretences ; 
but the skin is black and the water 
foul. It were art, 1 confess, to 
wash a black devil, and make him 
white. 


I am in strange ups and downs, 
and aeven times a-day I lose 
ground. I am put often to swim- 
ming, and again my feet are set 
on the Rock that is higher than 
myself. He hath now let me see 
four things which I never saw 
before: — 1st, That the supper 
shall be great cheer, that is up 
in the great hall, with the royal 
King of glory, when the four- 
hours’, the standing-drink, in this 
S dreary wilderness, is so sweet, 
i When he bloweth a kiss afar off 
to his poor heart-broken mourners 
in Zion, and sendeth me but his 
hearty commendations, till we 
meet, I am confounded with won- 
der to think what it shall be. when 
the Fairest among the sons of 
men shall lay a king’s sweet, soft 
cheek to the sinful cheeks of poor 
sinners. 0,time, time go swiftly, 
and hasten that day ! Sweet 
Lord Jesus, post! come flying 
like a young hart or a roe upon 
the mountains of separation. I 
. think that we should tell the hours 
j carefully, and look often how low 
the sun is ; for love hath no ho • 
it is pained, pained in itself, till 
it come into grips with the party 
beloved. 

I 'Idly. I find Christ’s absence 
to be love’s sickness and love’s 
j death. The wind that bloweth 
j out of the airth, where my Lord 
Jesus reigneth, is sweet-smelled, 
soft, joyful, and heartsome to a 
soul burnt with absence. It is a 
painful battle for a soul sick of 
love to fight with absence and 
delays. Christ’s “ Not yet,” is 
a stounding of all the limbs and 
liths of the soul. A nod of his 
head, when he is under a mask, 
would be half a pawn : to say, 
“ Fool, what aileth thee ? he is 
coming,” would be life to a dead 
man. I am often in my dumb 
Sabbaths seeking a new plea with 
my Lord Jesus-— God forgive me 
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—and I care not if there be not 
two or three ounce- weight of 
black wrath in my cup. f 

3 dly. For the third thfag, I 
have seen my abominablevileness: 
* if I were well known, there w r ould 
none in this kingdom ask how I 
do. jtfany take my ten to be a 
hundred, hut I am a deeper hypo- 
crite, and shallower professor, 
than e\%*ry one believeth, — God 
knoweth 1 feign not : but I think 
my reckonings on the one page 
written in groat letters, and his 
mercy to such a forlorn and 
wretched dyvour on the other, 
to be more than a miracle. If I 
.could get my finger-ends upon a 
full assurance, I trow that I 
would grip fa^t ; hut niv cup 
wanteth not gall ; and, upon my 
part, despair might he almost ex- 
cused, if every one in this land 
saw my inner side : but I know 
that 1 am one of them who have 
made great sale, and a free mar- 
ket to free grace. If 1 could be 
saved, as l would fain belieu*, 
sure 1 am that l have given 
Christ’s blood, his free grace, 
and the bowels of his mercy, a 
large field to work upon, and 
Christ hath manifested his art, 1 
dare not sav to the uttermost, 
(for he can, if he would, forgive 
all the devils and damned repro- 
bates, in respect of the wideness 
of his mercy,) but I say, to an 
admirable degree. 

4 thly. I am stricken with fear 
of unt hankful ness. This apos- 
tate Kirk hath played the harlot 
with many lovers. They are 
spitting in the face of my lovely 
King, and mocking him, and I 
dow not mend it ; and t' , are 
running away fr«*m Christ in 
troops, and l dow not mourn and 
be grieved for it. I think Christ 
lieth like an old forcasten castle, 
forsaken of the inhabitants ; all 
men run away now front} him. 


Truth, innocent truth, goeth 
mourning and w r ringing her hands 
in sackcloth and ashes. Wo, wo 
is me, for. the virgin-daughter of 
Scotland ! Wo, wo to the in- 
habitants of this land ! for they 
are gone back with a perpetual 
backsliding. 

These things take me so up, 
that a borrowed bed, another 
man’s fireside, the wind upon my 
face, (I being driven from my 
lovers, and dear acquaintance, 
and mv poor flock,) find no room 
in my sorrow. 1 have no spare 
or odd sorrow for these ; only I 
think that the sparrow* and swal- 
lows, that build their nests in the 
Kirk of Anvvoth , are blessed bird 1 -. 
Nothing hath ghen my faith a 
harder back-set till it crack again, 
than my closed mouth. But let 
me be miserable nnsdf alone, 
God keep niv dear brethrtn front 
it. But still 1 keep breath, and 
when my royal, and never, rie\er- 
enough-praB 'd King roturnetli 
to his sinful prisoner, I ride upon 
the high placts of Jacob, 1 di- 
vide Shechem, I triumph in his 
strength. If this kingdom would 
glorify the Lord in my behalf, l 
desire to be weighed in God's 
even balance in this point, if 1 
think not my wages paid to the 
full ; I shall crave no more hire 
of Christ. 

Madam, pity me in this, and 
help me to praise him ; for what- 
ever I be, the chief of sinners, a 
devil, and a most guilty devil, 
vet it is the apple of Christ's eye, 
his honour and glory, as the 
Head of the Church, that 1 sutler 
for now, and that I will go to 
eternity with. 

I am greatly in love with Mr. 
M. M. ; I see him stamped with 
the image of God. I hope well 
of your son my lord Boyd. 

Your Ladyship and your child- 
ren have a prisoner’s prayers. 
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Grace, grace be with you. You 
Ladyship's, at all obedience ii 
Christ, S. R. 

Aberdeen, May 1, 1637. 


LETTER CLXVII. 

T > HIS REVEREND, AND DEAR BRO- 
THER, MR. DAVID DICKSON. 

My Reverend and Dear Bro- 
ther, — I fear that ye have never 
known me well. If ye saw my 
inner side, it is possible that ve 
would pity me, blit you would 
hardly give me either love or re- 
spect : men mistake me the whole 
length of the heavens ; my sins 
prevail over me, and the terrors 
of their guiltiness. I am put 
often to ask, if Christ and I did 
ever shake hands together in ear- 
nest ; I mean not that my feast- 
days are quite gone, hut I am 
made of extremes. I pray Go 
that ye never have the woful ami 
dreary experience of a closed 
mouth ; for then ye shall judge 
the sparrows, that may sing in 
the church of Irvine, blessed 
birds. But my soul hath been 
refreshed and watered, when I 
hear of your courage and zeal 
for your never-enough-praised, 
praised Master, in that ye put 
the men of God, chased out of 
Ireland, to work. Oh, if I could 
confirm you ! I daresay in God’s 
presence, “ That this shall never 
hasten your suffering, but will 
he David Dickson’s feast and 
speaking joy, that while he had 
time and leisure, he put many to 
work, to lift up Jesus, his sweet 
Master, high in the skies.” O 
man of God, go on, go on, be 
valiant for that Plant of renown, 
for that Chief among ten thou- 
sands, for that Prince of the 
kings of the earth. It is but 


little that I know of God, yet this 
write, that Christ will be 
in David Dickson, how- 
beit Scotland be not gathered. 

I am pained, pained that I 
have not more to give my sweet 
Bridegroom : his comforts to me 
are not dealt with a nip^gard’s 
hand, but 1 would fain learn not 
to idolize comfort, sense, joy, 
and sweet, felt presence. All 
these are hut creatures, and no- 
thing but the kinglv robe, the 
gold ring, and the bracelets of 
: the Bridegroom: the Bridegroom 
! himself is better than all the orna- 
1 ments that are about him. Now, 
1 would not so much have these 
as God himself, and to he swal- 
I lowed up of love to Christ. I 
see that in delighting in a com- 
| munion with Christ, we may make 
more gods than one ; but how- 
ever, all was but bairns’ play 
between Christ and me, till now’. 
If one would have sworn unto 
me, l would not have believed 
what may be found in Christ. I 
hope that ye pity my pain that 
much, in my prison, as to help 
me yourself, and to cause others 
help me, a dyvour, a sinful 
wretched dyvour, to pay some of 
my debts of praise to my great 
King. Let my God be judge and 
witness, if my soul would not 
| have sweet ease and comfort, to 
have many hearts confirmed in 
Christ, and enlarged with his 
[love, and many tongues set on 
work to set on high my royal and 
princely Well-beloved. Oh, that 
my sufferings could pay tribute 
to such a king ! I have given 
over wondering at his love ; for 
Christ hath manifested a piece of 
art upon me, that I never re- 
vealed to any living ; he hath 
gotten fair and rich employment, 
and sweet sale, and a goodly mar- 
ket for his honourable calling of 
showiqg mercy, on me the cnief 
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of sinners. Every one knoweth 
not so well as I do, ms, wo- 
fully often broken cov^tnts. 
My sins against light, working in 
the very act of sinning, have been 
met with admirable mercy : but, 
alas 1 he will get nothing back 
again* but wretched unthankful - 
ness. I am sure, that if Christ 
pity anything in me next to my 
sin, it A pain of love for an arm- 
full and soulfull of himself, in 
faith, love, and begun fruition. 
My sorrow is, that I cannot get 
Christ lifted off the dust in Scot- 
land, and set on high, above all 
the skies, and heaven of heavens. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus. 

S. It. 

Aberdeen, May 1, 1637. 


LETTER CLXVIII. 

TO THE LAIRI) OF CARLTON. 

Worthy Sir, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace he to you — 1 received 
your letter, and am heartily glad 
that our Lord hath begun to work 
for the apparent delivery of this 
oppressed Kirk : — Oh that salva- 
tion would come for Zion ! 

I am for the present hanging 
hv hope, waiting what my Lord 
v. ill do with me, and if it wil 
please my sweet Master to send 
me amongst you again, and keef 
out a hireling from my poor peo 
pie, and flock. It were my hea- 
ven till 1 come home, even tc 
spend this life in gathering in 
some to Christ. I have stil’ 
great heaviness for my silence 
and my forced standing idle in 
the market, when this land hat! 
such a plentiful, thick harvest 
but I know that his judgments 
who hath done it, are past find 
ing out. I have no knowledge 
to take up the Lord, in all his 


itrange ways, and passages of deep 
and unsearchable providences ; 

the Lord is before me, and I 
am so bemisted that I canncft fol- 
ow him ; he is behind me, and 
following the heels, and I am 
aot aware of him ; he is above 
me, but his glory so dazzleth my 
wilight of short knowledge, that 
1 cannot look up to him ; he is 
upon my right hand, and I see 
lim not; he is upon my left hand, 
and within me, and goeth and 
cometh, and his going and coming 
are a dream to me ; he is round 
about me, and compasseth all ray 
goings, and still 1 have him to 
seek ; he is evpry way higher, 
md deeper, and broader than the 
shallow and ebb hand-breadth of 
my short and dim light can take 
up ; and, therefore, I would that 
my heart could be silent, and sit 
lown in the learnedly-ignorant 
wondering at the Lord, whom 
men and angels cannot compre- 
hend. I know that the noon-day 
light of the highest angels, who 
;ce him face to face, seeth not 
the borders of his infiniteness. 
They apprehend God near-hand, 
but they cannot comprehend him. 
And, therefore, it is my happi- 
ness to look afar off, and to come 
near to the Lord’s back parts, 
and to light my dark candle at 
his brightness, and to have leave 
to sit and content myself with a 
traveller’s light, without the clear 
vision of an enjoyer. I would 
seek no more till I were in my 
country, than a little watering 
and sprinkling of a withered soul, 
with some half-out-breakings and 
half-out-lookings of the beams, 
and small ravishing smiles of the 
fairest face of a revealed and be- 
lieved-on Godhead. A little of 
God would make my soul bank- 
full. Oh that I had but Christ’s 
odd off-fallings ; that he would 
let but the meanest of his love- 
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rays and love-beams fall from 
him, so as I might gather and 
carry them with me ! I would 
not be ill to please with Christ, 
and vailed visions of Christ ; 
neither would I be dainty in see- 
ing and enjoying of him : a kiss 
of Christ blown over his shoulder, 
the parings and crumbs of glory 
that fall under his table in heaven, 
a shower like a thin May-mist of 
his love, would make me green, 
and sappy, and joyful, till the 
summer-sun of an eternal glory 
break up. Oh that I had any- 
thing of Christ ! Oh that I had 
a sip, or half a drop, out of the 
hollow of Christ’s hand, of the 
sweetness and excellency of tha* . 
lovely One ! Oh that my Lord j 
Jesus would rue upon me, and 
give me but the meanest alms of 
felt and believed salvation! Oh, 
how little were it for that infinite 
Fountain of love and joy, to fill 
as many thousand thousands of 
little vessels, the like of me, as 
there are minutes of hours since 
the creation of God ! I find it 
true, that a poor soul finding half 
a smell of the Godhead of Christ, 
hath desires painiug and wound- 
ing the poor heart so, with long- 
ings to be up at him, that make 
it sometimes think, were it not 
better never to have felt anything 
of Christ, than thus to lie dying 
twenty deaths, under these felt 
wounds, for the want of him ! 

“ Oh, where is he? 0 Fairest, 
where dwellest thou ! 0 ncver- 

enough admired Godhead, how 
can clay win up to thee? how can 
creatures of yesterday be able to 
enjoy thee!” Oh, what pain is 
it, that time and sin should be so 
many thousand miles betwixt a 
loved and longed-for Lord, and 
a dwining and love-sick soul, who 
would rather than all the world 
have lodging, with Christ ! Oh, 
let this bit of love of ours, this 


inch<and half-span length of hea- 
venly longing, meet with thy in- 
finite love! Oh, if the little I 
have were swallowed up with the 
infiniteness of that excellency 
which is in Christ ! Oh that we 
little ones were in at the greatest 
Lord Jesus! Our wants should 
soon be swallowed up with his 
fulness. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, May 1, I G37 - 


LETTER CLXIX. 

TO ROBERT (iOHDON, OF 
BRLX, 

Dear Brother, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you — I leceivcd 
your letter from Edinburgh. 

I would not wish to see another 
heaven, vv hill I get mine own hea- 
ven, but a new moon like the liubt 
of the sun, and a new' sun like 
the light of seven da\s shining 
upon my poor self, and the church 
of Jews and Gentiles, and upon 
my withered and sun-burnt mo- 
ther, the Church of Scotland, and 
upon her sister-churche>, Eng- 
land and Ireland ; and to have 
this done, to the setting on high 
of our great King: it maketh 
not, howbeit 1 were separate from 
Christ, and had a sense of ten 
thousand years’ pain in hell, if 
this were. Oh, blessed nobility! 
Oh, glorious, renowned gentry ! 
Oh, blessed were the tribes in this 
land, to wipe my Lord Jesus’ 
weeping face, and to take the 
sackcloth off Christ’s loins, and 
to put his kingly robes upon him ! 
Oh, if the Almighty would take 
no less wager of me than my hea- 
ven to have it done ! but my fears 
! are still for wrath once upon 
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Scotland. But I know that her 
day will clear up, and that glory 
shall be upon the top of the n*t>un- 
tains, and joy at the noise of the 
married wife, once again. Oh 
* that our Lord would make us to 
contend, and plead, and wrestle 
by payers and tears, for our 
Husband’s restoring of his for- 
feited heritage in Scotland. 

Dear* Brother, I am, for the 
present, in no small battle, be- 
twixt felt guiltiness, and pining 
longings and high fevers for my 
Well-beloved’s love! Alas! I 
think that Christ’s love playeth 
the niggard to me, and 1 know it 
is not for scarcity of* love — there 
is enough in him — but my hun- 
ger prophesieth of in-holding and 
sparingness in Christ ; for I have 
but little of him, and little of his 
sweetness. It is a dear summer 
with me ; yet there is such joy in 
the eagerness and working of hun- 
ger for Christ, that I am often at 
this, that if I had no other hea- 
ven than a continual hunger for 
Christ, such a heaven of ever- 
working hunger were still a hea- 
ven to me. lam sure that Christ’s 
love cannot he cruel ; it must be 
a ruing, a pit\iug, a melting- 
hearted love : but suspension of 
that love I think half a hell, and 
the want of it moi e than a whole 
hell. When I look to my guilti- 
ness, I see that my salvation is 
one of our Saviour’s greatest mi- 
racles, either in heaven or earth : 

1 am sure I may defy any man to 
show me a greater wonder. But 
seeing 1 have no wares, no hire, 
no money for Christ, he must 
either take me with want, misery, 
corruption, or then want me. 
Oh, if he would be pleased to be 
compassionate and pitiful-hearted 
to my pining fevers of longing for 
him ; or then give me a real pawn 
to keep, out <<f his own hand, till 
God send a meeting betwixt him 


and me ! But I find neither as 
yet ; howbeit he who is absent be 
not cruel nor unkind, yet his ab- 
sence is cruel and unkind. His 
love is like itself ; his love is his 
love ; hut the covering and the 
cloud, the vail and the mask of 
his love, is more wise than kind, 
if I durst speak my apprehensions. 

I lead no process now against the 
suspension and delay of God’s 
love : I would with all my heart 
friat till a day ten heavens, and 
the sweet manifestations of his 
love. Certainly I think that I 
j could give Christ much on his 
i word : but my whole pleading is 
• about intimated and borne-in as- 
Uurance of his love. Oh, if he 
I w ould persuade me of my heart’s 
j -It sire of his love at all. he should 
| have the term-day of payment at 
his own making. But I know' 
that raving unbelief speaketh its 
pleasure, while it looketh upon 
guiltiness and this body of cor- 
ruption. Oh, how’ loathsome and 
burdensome is it to carry about a, 
dead corpse, this old carrion of 
corruption ; Oh how steadable a 
thing is a Saviour, to make a sin- 
ner rid of his chains and fetters! 

I have now made a new ques- 
tion, w hether Christ be more to 
he loved for giving sanctification 
or for free justification? And I 
hold that he is more and most to 
be loved for sanctification. It is 
in some respect greater love in' 
him to sanctify, than to justify ; 
for he rnaketh us most like him- 
self, in his own essential portrait- 
ure and image in sanctifying us. 
Justification doth not make us 
happy, which is to be like angels 
only ; neither is it such a misery 
to lie a condemned man, and un- 
der unforgiven guiltiness, as to 
serve sin, and work the works of 
the devil ; and, therefore, 1 think 
sanctification cannot be bought, 
it is above price. God be thanked 
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for ever, that Christ was a told- 
down price for sanctification. Let 
a sinner, if possible, lie in bell 
for ever, if he make him truly 
holy, and let him lie there burn- 
ing in love to God, rejoicing in 
the Holy Ghost, hanging upon 
Christ by faith and hope ; that is 
heaven in the heart and bottom 
of hell. 

Alas ! I find a very thin harvest 
here, and few to be saved. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his lovely and longed- 
for Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CLXX. 

TO THE LAIRD OF MONCRIEFF. 

Much Honoured Sir, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace be to you — Al- 
though not acquainted, yet at the 
desire of your worthy sister, the 
Lady Leys, and upon the report 
of your kindness to Christ and his 
oppressed truth, I am bold to 
write to you, earnestly desiring 
you to join with us, (so many as 
in these bounds profess Christ,) 
to wrestle with God, one day of 
the week, especially the Wednes- 
day, for mercy to this fallen and 
decayed Kirk, and to such as suf- 
fer for Christ’s name, and for 
your own necessities, and the ne- 
cessities of others, who are by 
covenant engaged in that busi- 
ness. For we have no other ar- 
mour in these evil times but pray- 
ers, now when wrath from the 
Lord is gone out against this 
hackslfding land ; for ye know we 
can have no true public fasts, 
neither are the true causes of our 
humiliation ever laid before the 
people. 

Now, very worthy sir, I am 
glad in the Lord, that the Lord 


reserveth any of your place, or of 
note, in this time of common apos- 
tasy, to come forth in public to 
bear Christ’s name before men, 
when the great men think Christ 
a cumbersome neighbour, and 
that religion carrieth hazards, 
trials, and persecutions w*th it. 
1 persuade myself that it is your 
glory and your garland, and shall 
be your joy in the day of* Christ, 
and the standing of your house 
and seed to inherit the earth, that 
you truly and sincerely profess 
Christ : — neither is our King, 
whom the Father hath crowned 
I in Mount Zion, so w eak, that he 
! cannot do for himself, and his 
J ow n cause. 1 verily believe that 
1 they are blessed who can hold the 
crown upon his head, and carry 
up the train of his robe royal, and 
j that he shall he victorious and 
I triumph in this land. It is our 
part to hack our royal King, how- 
heit there were not six in all the 
land to follow him. It is our 
wisdom now r to take up, and dis- 
jeern the devil and the Antichrist 
| coming out in their whites, and 
j the apostasy and idolatry of this 
i land washen with foul water: — 
j t confess that it is art to wash the 
devil till his skin be white. 

For myself, sir, I have brought 
a plea against Christ, since I 
| came hither, in judging my prince- 
ly Master angry at me, because I 
was cast out of the vineyard as a 
withered tree, my dumb Sab- 
baths working me much sorrow : 
but I see now' that sorrow hath 
not eyes to read love written 
upon the cross of Christ ; and, 
therefore, I pass from my rash 
plea. Wo, w'o is me, that I 
should have received a slander 
of Christ’s love to my soul! And 
for all this, my Lord Jesus hath 
forgiven all, as not willing to be 
heard with such a fool ; and is 
content to be, as it were, con- 
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fined with me, and to bear me 
company, and to feast a poor op- 
pressed prisoner. And now I 
write it under my hand, worthy 
sir, that I think well and honour- 
ably of this cross of Christ. I 
wonder that he will take any 
glory from the like of me. I find 
when he but sendeth his hearty 
commendations to me, and but 
bloweth a kiss afar oft’, I am con- 
founded with w'ondering’ what 
the supper of the Lamb will be, 
up in our Father’s dining-palace 
of glory, since the four-hours’ 
in this dismal wilderness, and 
when in prisons, and in our sad 
days a kiss of Christ are so com- 
fortable. Oh, how sweet and 
glorious shall our case be, when 
that Fairest among the sons of 
men wdll lay his fair face to our 
now sinful faces, and wipe away 
all tears from our eyes! O time, 
time, run swiftly and hasten this 
day! O sweet Lord Jesus, come 
dying like a roe or a young hart! 
Alas! that we, blind fools, are 
fallen in love with moonshine 
and shadows. How sweet is the 
wind that bloweth out of the 
airth where Christ is ! Every 
day we may see some new thing 
in Christ : his love hath neither 
brim nor bottom. Oh, if I had 
help to praise him! He knoweth 
that if my sufferings glorify his 
name, and encourage others to 
stand fast for the honour of our 
supreme Lawgiver, Christ, my 
wages then are paid to the full. 
Sir, help me to love that never- 
enough-praised Lord. I find 
now”, that the faith of the saints, 
under suffering for Christ, is fair 
before the wind, and with full 
sails carried upon Christ : and I 
hope to lose nothing in this fur- 
nace but dross : for Christ can 
triumph in a weaker man than I 
am, if there be any such ; and 
when all is done, his love paineth 


me, and leaveth me under such 
debt to Christ, as I can neither 
pay principal nor interest. Oh, 
if he would comprise myself, and 
if I were sold to him as a bond- 
man, and that he would take me 
home to his house and fireside ; 
for I have nothing to render to 
him ! Then, after me, let no 
man think hard of Christ’s sweet 
cross ; for I would not exchange 
my sighs with the painted laughter 
of all my adversaries. I desire 
grace and patience to wait on, 
and to lie upon the brink, till 
the water fill and flow. I know 
that he is fast coming. 

Sir, ye will excuse my boldness; 
and, till it please God that 1 see 
you, ye have the prayers of a 
prisoner of Christ ; to whom I 
recommend you, and in whom I 
rest. Yours, at all obedience in 
Christ, S. R. 

Aberdeen, May 14, 1637. 


LETTER CLXXI. 

TO JOHN CLARK. 

Loving Brother,— Hold fast 
Christ without wavering, and 
contend for the faith, because 
Christ is not easily gotten nor 
kept. The lazy professor hath 
put heaven, as it were, at the 
very next door, and thinketh to 
fly up to heaven in his bed, and 
in a night-dream ; but, truly, that 
is not so easy a thing as most men 
believe; Christ himself did sweat 
ere he wan this city, howbeit he 
was the free-born heir. It is 
,Christianity, my heart, to be sin- 
cere, unfeigned, honest, and,ug- 
_ before God ; and. 

there was not one man noryrom&n 
in all the world dwelling beside 
you, to eye you. Any little grace 
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that ye have, see that it be sound 
and true. Ye may put a differ- 
ence betwixt you and reprobates, 
if ye have these marks: — 1. If 
ye prize Christ and his truth so 
as ye will sell all and buy him, 
and suffer for it. 2. If the love 
of Christ keepeth you back from 
sinning, more than the law, or 
fearofhellj 3. If ye be humble, 
and deny your own will, wit, 
credit, ease ^Honour, the world, 
and the vanity and glory of it. 
4. Your profession must not be 
barren, and void of good works. 

f 5. Ye must in all things aim at 
God’s honour ; ye must eat, 
drink, sleep, buy, sell, sit, stand, 

1 speak, pray, read, and hear the 
i word, with a heart-purpose that 
| God may be honoured. 6. Ye 
must show yourself an enemy to 
sin, and reprove the works of 
darkness, such as drunkenness, 
swearing, and lying, albeit the 
company should hate you for so 
doing. 7- Keep in mind the 
truth of God, that ye heard me 
teach, and have nothing to do 
with the corruptions and new 
guises entered into the house of 
God. 8. Make conscience of 
your calling, in covenants, in buy- 
ing and selling. 9. Acquaint 
yourself w ith daily praying; com- 
mit all your ways and actions to 
God, by prayer, supplication, 
and thanksgiving; and count not 
much of being mocked ; for 
Christ Jesus was mocked before 
you. 

Persuade yourself, that this is 
the w r ay of peace and comfort 
which I now suffer for. I dare 
go to death and into eternity with 
it, though men may possibly seek 
another way. Remember me in 
your prayers, and the state of 
this oppressed Church. Grace 
be with you. Your soul’s well- 
wisher, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CLXXII. 

TO CARDONE8S, ELDER. > 

Much honoured Sir, — I long 
to hear how your soul prospereth. 

I wonder that ye write *.ot to 
me ; for the Holy Ghost beareth 
me witness, that I cannot^ I dare 
not, I dow not forget you, nor 
the souls of those with you, who 
are redeemed by the blood of the 
great Shepherd : ye are in my 
heart in the night-watches ; ye 
are my joy and crown in the day 
of Christ. O Lord, bear me 
witness, if my soul thirsteth* for 
anything out of heaven, more than 
for your salvation : let God lay 
me in an even balance, and try 
me in this. 

Love heaven, let your heart be 
on it. Up, up, and visit the new 
land and view the fair city, and 
the w'hite throne, and the Lamb, 
the bride’s Husband in his Bride- 
groom’s clothes, sitting on it. It 
were time that your soul cast it- 
self, and all your burdens upon 
Christ. I beseech you by the 
wounds of your Redeemer, and 
by your compearance before him, 
and by’ the salvation of your soul, 
lose no more time ; run fast for 
it is late : God hath sworn by 
himself, who made the world and 
time, that time shall be no more, 
(Rev. x.) Ye are now upon the 
very border of the other life ; 
your Lord cannot be blamed for 
not giving you warning. I have 
taught the truth of Christ to you, 
and delivered unto you the whole 
counsel of God ; and I have stood 
before the Lord for you, and 1 
will yet still stand. Awake, 
awake to do righteously. Think 
not to be eased of the burdens 
and debts that are on your house, 
by oppressing any, or being rigor- 
ous to those that are under you. 



LETTER CLXXII. 


241 


Remember how I endeavoured to 
walk before you in this matter, 
as an example. “ Behold, here 
am I, witness against me, before 
the Lord and his Anointed, whose 
ox or whose ass have I taken ? 
Whomhave I defrauded? Whom 
have Ji oppressed ?” Who know- 
eth how my soul feedeth upon a 
good conscience, when I remem- 
ber" Row I spent this body in feed- 
ing the Lambs of Christ ? 

At my first entry hither, 1 
grant, I took a stomach against 
my Lord, because he had casten 
me over the dyke of the vineyard, 
as a dry tree, and would have no 
mo# of my service ; my dumb 
Sabbaths broke my heart, and 1 
would not be comforted ; but now 
He whom my soul loveth is come 
again, and it pleaseth him to feast 
me w ith the kisses of his love. A 
King dineth with me, and his 
spikenard casteth a sweet smell. 
The Lord my witness is above, 
that 1 write my heart to you. 1 
never knew, by my nine years’ 
preaching, so much of Christ’s 
love, as he has taught me in 
Aberdeen, by six months’ impri- 
sonment. I charge you in Christ’s 
name to help me to praise ; and 
show that people and country the 
loving-kindness of the Lord to 
my soul, that so my sufferings 
may someway preach to them 
when I am silent. He hath made 
me to know now, better than be- 
fore, what it is to be crucified to 
the world. I would not now give 
a drink of cold water for all the 
world’s kindness. I owe no ser- 
vice to it. I am not the fleshes 
debtor. My Lord Jesus hath 
dawted his prisoner, and hath 
thoughts of love concerning me. 
1 would not exchange my sighs 
with the laughing of adversaries. 
Sir, I write this to inform you, 
that ye may know that it is the 
truth of Christ I now suffer for, 


and that he hath sealed my suffer- 
ing with the comforts of his Spi- 
rit on my soul — and know that he 
putteth not his seal upon blank 
paper. 

Now, sir, I have no comfort 
earthly, but to know that I have 
espoused, and shall present a 
bride to Christ in that congrega- 
tion. The Lord hath given yoy. 
much, ah"d7 fherefor e, he will re- 
quire much of you again. Num- 
ber your talents, and see what 
you have to render back — ye can- 
not he enough persuaded of the 
shortness of your time. * I charge 
you to write to me, and in the 
fear of God, to be plain with me, 
whether or not ye have made 
your salvation sure. I am confi- 
dent, and hope the best ; but I 
know that your reckonings with 
your Judge are many and deep. 
Sir, be not beguiled, neglect not 
your one thing, (Phil. iii. 13,) 
your one necessary thing, (Luke 
x. 42,) the good part that shall 
not be taken from you. Look 
beyond time. Things here are 
but moonshine : they have but 
children’s wit, who are delighted 
with shadows, and deluded with 
j feathers flying in the air. Desire 
[your children, in the morning of 
(their life, to begin and seek the 
' Lord , and to remember their Crea- 
tor in the days of their youth, 
(Eccles. xii. 1 ;) to cleanse their 
way, by taking heed thereto, ac- 
cording to God’s word, (Psalm 
cxix. 9*) Youth is a glassy age. 
Satan finds a swept chamber, fur 
the most part, in youthhood, and 
a garnished lodging for himself 
and his train. Let the Lord 
have the flower of their age ; the 
best sacrifice is due to him. In- 
struct them in this, that they have 
a soul, and that this life is no- 
thing in comparison of eternity. 
They will have mucff need of 
God’s conduct in this world, to 
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guide them by those rocks upon 
which most men split ; but far 
more need when it cometh to the 
hour of death, and their compear- 
ance before Christ. Oh that 
there were such an heart in them, 
to fear the name of the great and 
dreadful God, who hath laid up 
great things for those that love 
and fear him ! I pray that God 
may be their portion. Show 
others of my parishioners, that I 
write to them my best wishes, and 
the blessings of their lawful pas- 
tor. Say to them from me, 
That 1 breech them, by the bow- 
els of Christ, to keep in mind the 
doctrine of our-Lord Jesus Christ, 
which I taught them ; that so 
they may lay hold on eternal life, 
striving together for the faith of 
the Gospel, and making sure sal- 
vation to themselves. Walk in 
love and do righteousness : seek 
peace : love one another : wait 
for the coming of our Master and 
Judge. Receive no doctrine con- 
trary to that which I delivered to 
you. If ye fall away, and forget 
it and that Catechism which i 
taught you, and so forsake your 
own mercy, the Lord be judge 
betwixt you and me. I take hea- 
ven and earth to witness, that 
such shall eternally perish : but 
if they serve the Lord, great w ill 
their reward be, w hen they and 
1 shall stand before our Judge. 
Set forward up the mountain, to 
meet with God ; climb up, for 
your Saviour calleth on you. It 
may be that God will call you to 
your rest, when I am far from 
you ; but ye have my love, and 
the desires of my heart, for your 
soul’s welfare. He that is holy, 
keep you from falling, and estab- 
lish you, till his own glorious ap- 
pearance. Your affectionate, and 
lawful pastor, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CLXXIII. 

TO CARDQNESS, YOUNGER. f f ' * 

Much Honoured Sir, — I long 
to hear, whether or not your soul 
be hand-fasted with Christ. t , Lose 
your time no longer : flee the 
follies of youth : gird up the loins 
of your mind and make y6u ready 
for meeting the Lord. I have 
often summoned you, and now I 
summon you again, to compear 
before your Judge, to make a 
reckoning of your life. While 
ye have time, look upon your pa- 
pers, and consider your Ays. 
Oh that there w ere such an heart 
in you, as to think what an ill 
conscience will be to you, when 
ye are upon the border of eternity, 
and your one foot out of time 1 
Oh then, ten thousand thousand 
floods of tears cannot extinguish 
these flames, or purchase to you 
one hour’s release from that pain ! 
j Oh, how sweet a day have ye 
had ! Rut this is a fair day that 
| runneth fast away: see how ye 
have spent it, and consider the 
necessity of salvation 1 and tell 
me, in the fear of God, if ye have 
made it sure. I am persuaded, 
that ye have a conscience that 
will be speaking somewhat to you. 
Why will ye die and destroy yout*- 
Lself? I charge you, in Christ’s 
nafne, to rouse up your conscience 
and begin to indent and contract 
with Christ in time, while salva- 
tion is in your offer. This is the 
accepted time, this is the day of 
salvation. Play the merchant, 
for ye cannot expect another mar- 
ket-day when this is done. There- 
fore, let me again beseech you, 
to consider, in this your day, the 
things that belong to your peace, 
before they be hid from your eyes. 
Dear Brother, fulfil my joy, and 
begin to seek the Lord while be 



LETTER CLXXIV. 


243 


may be found : forsake the follies 
of deceiving and vain youth : lay 
hold upon eternal life. Whoring, 
night-drinking, and the misspend- 
ing of the Sabbath, and neglect- 
ing of prayer in your house, and 
refusing of an offered salvation, 
will hum up your soul with the 
terrors of the Almighty, when 
your* awakened conscience shall 
flee in *your face. Be kind and 
loving to your wife : make con- 
science of cherishing her, and 
not being rigidly austere. Sir, 

I have not a tongue to express 
the glory that is laid up for you, 
in your Father’s house, if ye re- 
form your doings, and frame your 
heart to return to the Lord. 
Ye know that this world is but 
a shadow, a short-living creature, 
under th N e law of time. ' Within 
less than fifty years, when ye look 
back to it, ye shall laugh at the 
evanishing vanities thereof, as 
feathers flying the air, and as the 
houses of sand within the sea- 
mark, which the children of men 
arebuilding. Give up with court 
ing of this vain world : seek not 
the bastard’s moveables, but the 
son’s heritage in heaven. Take 
a trial of Christ. Look unto 
him, and his love will so change 
ou, that ye shall he taken with 
im, and never choose to go from 
him. I have experience of 
sweetness, in this house of my 
pilgrimage here. My Witness 
who is above, knmveth that I 
would not exchange my sighs and 
tears, with the laughing of the 
fourteen Prelates. There L 
nothing that will make you a 
Christian indeed, but a taste of 
the sweetness of Christ. “ Come 
and see,” will speak best to your 
soul. I would fain hope good oi 
you. Be not discouraged at bro 
ken and spilled resolutions ; bu 
to it, and to it again. Wot 
about Christ, till ye get your sou 


spoused as a chaste virgin to 
him. Use the means of profiting 
with your conscience, pray in 
your family, and read the word. 
Remember how our Lord’s day 
vas spent when I was among you ; 
t will be a great challenge to you 
before God, if ye forget the good 
that was done within the walls of 
your house on the Lord’s day, 
and if ye turn aside after the 
fashions of this world, and if ye 
go not in time to the Kirk, to wait 
>n the public worship of God, 
and if ye tarry not at it, till all 
the exercises of religion be ended. 
Give God some of your time both 
morning and evening, and after- 
noon ; and in so doing, rejoice 
the heart of a poor oppressed pri- 
soner. Rue upon your own soul, 
uid from your heart fear the 
Lord. 

Now He that brought again 
from the dead the great Shep- 
herd of his sheep, by the blood 
>f* the eternal covenant, establish 
your heart with his grace, and 
present you before his presence 
with joy. Your affectionate, and 
loving pastor, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CLXXIV. 

TO MY LORD CRAIGHALL. 

My Lord, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace he to you — I am not only 
content, but I exceedingly rejoice, 
that I find any of the rulers of this 
land, and especially your lordship, 
so to affect Christ and his truth, 
as that, ye dare, for his name, 
come to yea and nay with mon- 
archs in their face. I hope that 
He w'ho hath enabled you for 
that, will give more, if ye show* 
yourself courageous, and, (as hK 
word speaketh,) a man*^ the 
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streets for the Lord. Bat I pray arguments, for the most part, are 
your lordship, give me leave to drawn from their own skin, and 
be plain with you, as one who are not worth a straw for your 
loveth both your honour and your conscience. A marquis’s or a 
soul. I verily believe that there king’s word, when ye stand before 
was never idolatry at Rome, ne- Christ’s tribunal, shall be lighter 
ver idolatry condemned in God’s than the wind. The Lord know- 
word by the prophets, i freligious eth that I love your true honour, 
kpeeling before a and the standing of your house ; 

creature, standing in room of blit I would not that your honour 
Christ crucified, in that very act, or house were established upon 


and that for reverence of the ele- 
ments, (as our Act cleareth,) be 
not idolatry. Neither will vour 
intention help, which is not of the 
essence of worship ; for then, 
Aaron, saying u To-morrow shall 
be a feast for Jehovah,” that is, 
for the golden calf, should not 
have been guilty of idolatry ; for 
he intended only to decline the 
lash of the people’s fury, not to 
honour the calf. Your intention 
to honour Christ is nothing, see- 
ing that religious kneeling, by 
God’s institution, doth necessarily 
import religious and divine ado- 
ration, suppose that our intention 
were both dead and sleeping ; 
otherwise kneeling before the im- 
age of God, and directing prayer 
to God, were lawful, if our in- 
tention go right. My lord, I 
cannot in these bounds dispute ; 
but if Cambridge and Oxford, 
and the learning of Britain, will 
answer this argument, and the 
argument from active scandal, 
which your lordship seemeth to 
stand upon, I will turn a formal- 
ist, and call myself an arrant fool, 
by doing what I have done, in my 
suffering for this truth. I do 
much reverence Mr. L.’s learn- 
ing; but, my lord, I will answer 
what he writeth in that to pervert 
fou from the truth ; else repute 
ne, beside an hypocrite, an ass 
ilso. I hope ye shall see sorae- 
:hing upon that subject, if the 
Lord permit, that no sophistry in 
Britain shall answer. Courtiers’ 


sand, and hay, and stubble. But 
let me, my very dear and worthy 
lord, most humbly beseech you, 
by the mercies of God, by the 
consolations of his Spirit, by the 
dear blood and wounds of your 
lovely Redeemer, by the salvation 
>f your soul, by your compear- 
ance before the awful face of a 
sin-revenging and dreadful Judge, 
not to set in comparison together 
your soul’s peace, Christ’s love, 
md his kingly honour, now' called 
n question, with your place, ho- 
nour, house, or ease, that an inch 
)f time w ill make out of the way. 
I verily believe that Christ is now 
begging a testimony of you, and 
is saying, “ And will ye also leave 
It is possible that the wind 
not blow so fair for you all 
your life, for coming out and ap- 
pearing before others to back and 
countenance Christ, the fairest 
among the sons of men, the 
Prince of the kings of the earth, 
(Isa. li. 7,) “ Fear ye not the re- 
proach of men, neither be afraid 
of their revilings.” (Ver. 8,) 
“ For the moth shall eat them up 
like a garment, and the worm 
shall eat them like wool.” When 
the Lord will begin, he will make 
an end, and mow down his adver- 
saries ; and they shall lie before 
him like withered hay, and their 
bloom be shaken off them. Con- 
sider how many thousands in this 
kingdom ye shall cause to fall 
and stumble, if ye go with them ; 
and that ye shall be out of the 
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prayers of many who do stand 
before the Lord for you and your 
house ; and, further, when the 
time of your accounts cometh, and 
your one foot shall be within the 
border of eternity, and the eye- 
strings shall break, and the face 
wax p^le, and the poor soul shall 
look out at the windows of the 
house of clay, longing to be out, 
and ye» shall find yourself ar- 
raigned before the Judge of quick 
and dead, to answer for your 
putting to your hand with the 
rest, confederated against Christ, 
to the overturning of his Ark, and 
the loosing of the pins of Christ’s 
tabernacle in this land, and shall 
certainly sec yourself mired in a 
course of apostasy ; then, then 
a king’s favour and your worm- 
eaten honour shall be miserable 
comforters to you. The Lord 
hath enlightened you with the 
knowledge of his will ; and as the 
Lord li vet h , they lead you and 
others to a communion with great 
Babel, the mother of fornications; 
and God said of old, and eontinu- 
eth to say the same to you, “ Come 
out of her, my people, lest ye be 
partakers of her plagues.” Will 
ye, then, go with them, and set 
your lip to the whore’s golden 
cup, and drink of the wine of 
the wrath of God almighty with 
them ? Oh, poor hungry honour! 
Oh, cursed pleasure ! and, oh, 
damnable ease! bought with the 
loss of God ! How many will 
pray for you ! What a sw'eet 
presence shall ye find of Christ 
under your sufferings, if ye will 
lay down your honours and place 
at the feet of Christ ! — what a fair 
recompense of rew ard ! I avouch 
before the Lord, that I am now 
showing you a way how the house 
of Craighall may stand on sure 
pillars : if ye will set it on rotten 
pillars, ye cruelly wrong your 
posterity. Ye have the word of 


King for an hundred fold more 
n this life, (if it he good for 
ou,) and for life everlasting also. 
Make not Christ a liar, in dis- 
rupting his promise. Kings of 
day cannot back you when you 
stand before him : a straw for 
hem and their hungry heaven, 
that standeth on this side of time ! 
a fig for the day’s smile of a worm ! 
Consider who have gone before 
you to eternity, and would have 
given a world for a new occasion 
>f avouching that truth. It is 
true they call it not substantial, 
ind we are made a scorn to those 
that are at ease, for suffering 
hese things for it ; but it is not 
ime to judge of our losses by the 
morning : stay till the evening, 
,nd we will count with the best 
>f them. 

I have found by experience, 
since the time of my imprison- 
ment, (my witness is above,) 
hat Christ is sealing this honour- 
able cause with another, and a 
learer fellowship than ever I 
knew before ; and let God weigh 
me in an even balance in this, if 
I would exchange the cross of 
Christ or his truth, with the 
fourteen Prelacies, or what else 
a king can give. My dear lord, 
venture to take the wind on your 
face for Christ. I believe that 
if he should come from heaven in 
his own person, and seek the 
charters of Craighall from you, 
and a dismission of your place, 
and ye saw his face, ye would fall 
down at his feet and say, “ Lord 
Jesus, it is too little for thee.” 
If any man think it not a truth 
to die for, I am against him. I 
dare go to eternity with it, that 
this day the honour of our Law- 
giver and King, in the govern- 
ment of his own free kingdom, 
(who should pay tribute to no 
dying king,) is the true state of 
the question. My lord, be ye 
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upon Christ’s side of it, and take 
the word of a poor prisoner, nay 
the Lord Jesus be surety for it, 
that ye have incomparably made 
the wisest choice. For my own 
part, 1 have so been in this pri- 
son, that 1 would be half-ashamed 
to seek more till 1 be up at the 
Well-head. Few know in this 
world the sweetness of Christ’s 
breath, the excellency of his love, 
which hath neither brim nor bot- 
tom. The world hath raised a 
slander upon the cross of Christ, 
because they love to go to heaven 
by dry land, and love not sea- 
storms ; but I write it under mv 
hand, (and would say more, if 
possibly a reader would not deem 
it hypocrisy,) that my obligation 
to Christ for the smell of his gar- 
ments, for his love-kisses, these 
thirty weeks, standeth so great, 
that I should, and I desire also 
to choose to suspend my salva- 
tion, to have many tongues loosed 
in my behalf to praise him ; and, 
suppose in person I newer entered 
within the gates of the New Je- 
rusalem, yet so being Christ may 
be set on high, and I had the! 
liberty to cast my love and praises j 
for ever over the wall to Christ, | 
I would be silent and content. 
But oh, he is more than my nar- 
row praises ! Oh time, time, j 
flee swiftly, that our communion 
with Christ may be perfected ! 

1 wish that your lordship w ould 
urge Mr. L. to give his mind in 
the ceremonies ; and be pleased 
to let me see it as quickly as can 
be, and it shall be answered. 

To His rich grace 1 recom- 
mend your lordship, and shall re- 
main, Yours, at all respectful 
obedience in Christ. S. R. 

Aberdeen, June 8 , 1 637 . 


LETTER CLXXV. 

TO JOHN LAURIE. 

Dear Brother, — I am sorry 
that ye, or so many in this king- 
dom, should expect so nyuch of 
me, an empty reed. Verily I am 
a noughty and poor body ; but 
if the tinkling of the irdn chains 
of my Lord Jesus on legs and 
arms could sound the high praise# 
of my royal King, whose prisoner 
I am, oh, how would my joy run 
J over ! If my Lord would bring 
! edification to one soul by my 
i bonds, I am satisfied ; but I 
| know' not what to do to such a 
jpiincely and beautiful Well-be- 
| loved ; he is far behind with me. 
Little thanks to me, to say to 
i others that his wind bloweth on 
me, who am but withered and 
dry bones : but, since ve desire 
me to write to you, either help 
me to set Christ on high, for his 
running-over love, in that the 
heat of his sweet breath hath 
melted a frozen heart, else I 
think that ye do nothing for a 
prisoner. 

I am fully confirmed, that it is 
the honour of our Lawgiver which 
I suffer for now. I am not 
ashamed to give out letters of 
recommendation of Christ's love, 
to as many as will extol the Lord 
Jesus and his cross. If 1 had 
not sailed this sea-way to heaven, 
hut had taken the land-way, as 
many do, I should not have known 
Christ’s sweetness in such a. mea- 
sure ; but the truth is, let no 
man thank me, for 1 caused not 
Christ’s wind to blow upon me : 
his love came upon a withered 
creature, whether I would or 
not, (and yet by coming, it pro- 
cured from me a welcome.) A 
heart of iron, and iron doors, 
will not hold Christ out. I give 
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him leave to break iron locks and 
come in, and that is all ; and now 
I know not whether pain of love 
for want of possession, or sorrow 
that I cannot thank him, paineth 
* me the most ; but both work upon 
me. For the first — oh that he 
would some and satisfy the long- 
ing soul, and fill the hungry with 
these good things ! I know in- 
deed thaf my guiltiness may be a 
bar in his way, but he is God, 
atid ready to forgive. And for 
the other — wo, wo is me, that I 
cannot find a heart to give back 
again my unworthy, little love, 
for his great sea-full of love to 
me! Oh, that he would learn 
me this piece of gratitude ! Oh, 
that I could have leave to look 
in, through the hole of the door, 
to see his face and sing his 
praises ! or could break up one 
of his chamber-windows, to look 
in upon his delighting beauty, till 
my Lord send more !— any little 
communion with him, one of his 
love-looks, should be my begun 
heaven. I know that he is not 
lordly, neither is the Bridegroom’s 
love proud, though I be black, 
and unlovely, and unworthy of 
him. I would seek but leave, 
and withal grace, to spend my 
love upon him. I counsel you to 
think highly of Christ, and of 
free, free grace, more than ye did 
before ; for I know that Christ 
is not known amongst us. I think 
that I see more of Christ than 
ever I saw ; and yet I see but 
little of what may be seen. Oh, 
that he would draw by the cur- 
tains, and that the King would 
come out of his gallery and his 
palace, that 1 might see him ! 
Christ’s love is young glory and 
young heaven ; it would soften 
hell’s pain to be filled with it. 
What would I refuse to suffer, 
if I could get but a draught of 
love at my heart’s desire ? Oh, 


what price can be given for him ! 
Angels cannot weigh him. Oh, 
his weight, his worth, his sweet- 
ness, his overpassing beauty ! If 
men and angels would come and 
look to that great and princely 
One, their ebbness could never 
take up his depth, their narrow- 
ness could never comprehend his 
breadth, height, and length. If 
ten thousand thousand worlds of 
angels were created, they might 
all tire themselves in wondering 
at his beauty, and begin again to 
wonder of new. Oh, that I 
could win nigh him, to kiss his 
feet, to hear his voice, to feel the 
smell of his ointments ! But oh, 
alas, I have little, little of him ! 
yet I long for more. 

Remember my bonds, and help 
me with your prayers ; for I 
would not niffer or exchange my 
sad hours with the joy of my vel- 
vet adversaries. Grace be with 
you. Yours, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, June 10, 1637. 


LETTER CLXXVI. 

TO CARLTON. 

Worthy, and much Honoured, 
— Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you — I received your letter from 
my brother, to which I now an- 
swer particularly. 

I confess two things of my- 
self: — UL Wo, wo is me, that 
men should think there is any 
thing in me ! He is my witness, 
before whom I am as crystal, 
that the secret house-devils, that 
bear me too often company, that 
this sink of corruption which I 
find within, make me go with low 
sails ; and if others saw what I 
see, they would look by me, but 
not to me. 
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2 dly. I know that this shower 
of his free grace behoved to be 
on me, otherwise I should have 
withered. 1 know, also, that I 
have need of a buffeting tempter, 
that grace may be put to exercise, 
and I kept low. 

Worthy, and dear Brother in 
our Lord Jesus, I write that from 
my heart which ye now read. 
l$f. I vouch that Christ, and 
sweating and sighing under his 
cross, is sweeter to me by far, 
than all the kingdoms in the world 
could possibly be. 2 dly. If you, 
and my dearest acquaintance in 
Christ, reap any fruit by my suf- 
fering, let me be weighed in God’s 
even balance, if my joy be not 
fulfilled. What am 1, to carry 
the marks of such a great King ? i 
But, hovvbeit I am a sink and sin- j 
ful mass, a w retched captive of j 
sin, my Lord Jesus can hew hea- 
ven out of worse timber than I 
am — if worse can be. 3 dly. I 
now rejoice with joy unspeakable 
and glorious, that I never pur- 
posed to bring Christ, or the least 
hoof, or hair-breadth of truth, 
under trvsting: I desire to have 
andkeep Christ all alone; and that 
he should never rub clothes with 
that black-skinned harlotof Rome. 

ow folly paid home", so that 
nothing aileth me, for the present, 
but love-sickness for a real pos- 
session of my fairest Well-belov- 
ed. I would give him rnv bond, 
under my faith and hand,*to frist 
heaven an hundred years longer, 
so being he would lay his holy 
face to my sometimes wet cheeks. 
Oh, who would not pity me, to 
know how fain I would have the 
King shaking the tree of life up- 
on me, or letting me into the 
well of life with my old dish, that 
I might be drunken with the foun- 
tain, here, in the house of my pil- 
grimage! I cannot, nay, 1 would 
not, be quit of Christ’s love. He 


hath left the mark behind where 
he gripped. He goeth away and 
leaveth me and his burning love 
to wrestle together, and I can 
scarce win my meat of his love, 
because of his absence. My Lord 
giveth me hut hungry half-kisses, 
which serve to feed pain,, and in- 
crease hunger, but do not satisfy 
my desires ; his dieting of my soul 
for this race maketh me^lean. I 
have gotten the wale and choice 
of Christ’s crosses, even the tythe 
and the flower of the gold of all 
crosses, to bear witness to the 
truth ; and herein find I liberty, 
joy, access, life, comfort, love, 
'faith, submission, patience, and 
i resolution to take delight in on- 
I waiting ; and withal in my race 
he hath come near me, and let 
me sec the gold and crown. What 
then want I, hut fruition and real 
enjoyment, which is reserved to 
my country ? Let no man think 
he shall lose at Christ’s hands in 
suffering for him. 4 t/ily. As 

for these present trials, they are 
| most dangerous ; for people are 
• stolen off their feet with well 
| washen and white-skinned pre- 
I tences of indifferency : — but it is 
j the pow r er of the great antichrist 
| working in this land. Wo, wo, 

| wo be to apostate Scotland ! 
There is wrath, and a cup of the 
red wine of the wrath of God 
Almighty in the Lord’s hand, that 
they shall drink and spue, and fall 
and not rise again. The star 
called wormwood and gall, is fal- 
len into the fountains, and rivers, 
and hath made them bitter. The 
sword of the Lord is furbished 
against the idol-shepherds of the 
land. Women shall bless the 
barren womb and miscarrying 
breast ; all hearts shall be faint, 
and all knees shall tremble. An 
end is coming : the leopard and 
the lion shall watch over our ci- 
ties : houses great and fair shall 
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be desolate without an inhabitant. 
The Lord hath said, “ Pray not 
for this people, for I have taken 
mv peace from them yet the 
Lord’s third part shall come 
through the fire, as refined gold 
for the treasure of the Lord 
And tjie outcasts of Scotland shall 
be gathered together again, and 
the wilderness shall blossom as 
the flower, and bud, and grow as 
the rose of Sharon — and great 
shall be the glory of the Lord up- 
on Scotland. 5thly. I am here 
assaulted with the learned and 
pregnant wits of this kingdom ; 
but, all honour be to my Lord, 
truth but laughs at bemisted and 
blind scribes, and disputes of 
this world : and God’s wisdom 
confoundeth them, and Christ 
triumpheth in his own strong 
truth, that speaketh for itself. 
Gtkhj. I doubt not that my Lord 
is preparing me for heavier trials. 
I am most ready at the good plea 
sure of my Lord, in the strength 
of his grace, for any thing he will 
be pleased to call me to ; neither 
shall the last black-faced mes- 
senger, Death, be holden at the 
door, when it shall knock. If 
my Lord will take honour of the 
like of me, how glad and joyful 
will my soul be ! Let Christ 
come out with me to a hotter 
battle than this, and I will fear 
no flesh. I know- that my Mas- 
ter shall win the day, and that he 
hath taken the ordering of my 
sufferings into his own hand. 
7 thly, As for my deliverance that 
miscarrieth, I am here, by my 
Lord’s grace, to lay my hand on 
my mouth, to be silent, and wait 
on. My Lord Jesus is on his 
journey for my deliverance ; I 
will not grudge that he runneth 
not so fast as I would have him ; 
011 -waiting till the swelling rivers 
fall, and till my Lord arise as a 
mighty man after strong wine, 


will be my best : — I have not yet 
resisted to blood. 8 thly. Oh, 
how often am I laid in the dust, 
and urged by the tempter, (who 
can ride his own errands upon 
our lying apprehensions,) to sin 
against the unchangeable love of 
my Lord ! when I think upon the 
sparrows and swallows, that build 
their nests in the Kirk of Anw’oth, 
and of my dumb Sabbaths, my sor- 
rowful, bleared eyes look asquint 
upon Christ, and present him as 
angry. But in this trial — all 
honour to our princely and royal 
King — .faith saileth fair before 
the wind with topsail up, and car- 
rieth the passenger through. I 
lay inhibitions upon my thoughts, 
that they receive no slanders of 
my only, only Beloved. Let him 
even say out of his own mouth, 
‘ l There is no hope;” yet I will 
die in that sw'eet beguile, “ It is 
not so, I shall see the salvation 
of God.” Let me be deceived 
really, and never win to dryland; 
it is my joy to believe under the 
water, and to die with faith in 
my hand gripping- Christ. Let 
my conceptions of Christ’s love 
go to the grave with me, and to 
hell with me, I may not, I dare 
not quit them. I hope to keep 
Christ’s pawn : if he never come 
to loose it, let him see to his own 
promise. I know that presump- 
tion, howbeit it be made of stout- 
ness, will not' thus be wilful in 
heavy trials. 

Now^ my dearest in Christ, the 
great Messenger of the covenant, 
the only wise, and all-sufficient 
Jehovah, establish you to the end. 

I hear that the Lord hath been 
at your house, and hath called 
home your wife to her rest. I 
know, sir, that ye see the Lord 
loosing the pins of your taberna- 
cle, and wooing your love from 
this plastered, and over-gilded 
world, and calling upon you to 
m 2 
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be making yourself ready to go 
to your Father’s country, which 
shall be a sweet fruit of that visi- 
tation. Ye know, 14 To send the 
Comforter,” was the King’s word 
when he ascended on high ; ye 
have claim to, and interest in, 
that promise. 

Remember my love in Christ 
to your father. Show him that it 
is late and black night with him. 
His long lying at the water -side, 
TTtbatbe mayTook his papers ere 
he take shipping, and be at a point 
for his last answer before his 
Judge and Lord. 

All love, all mercy, all grace, 
and peace, all multiplied saving 
consolations, all joy and faith in 
Christ, all stability, and confirm- 
ing strength of grace, and the 
good-will of Him that dwelt in 
the bush, be with you. Your 
unworthy Brother, in his sweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, June 15, 1637. 


LETTER CLXXVII. 

TO MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Worthy, and Dearest in the 
Lord, — I ever loved (since I 
knew you) that little vineyard of 
the Lord’s planting in Galloway; 
but now much more, since I have 
heard that He who hath his fire 
in Zion, and his furnace in Je- 
rusalem, hath been pleased to 
set up a furnace amongst you 
with the first in this kingdom. 
He who maketh old things new. 
seeing Scotland an old, drossy 
and rusted Kirk, is beginning to 
make a new, clean bride of her, 
and to bring a young, chaste wife 
to himself out of the fire. This 
fire shall be quenched, so soon as 
Christ Iris brought a clean spouse 


through the fire ! Therefore, 
my dearly beloved in the Lord, 
fear not a worm. 44 Fear not, 
worm Jacob.” Christ is in that 
plea, and shall win the plea. 
Charge an unbelieving heart, un- 
der the pain of treason against 
our great and royal King ^Jesus, 
to dependence by faith, and quiet 
on-waiting on our Lord. Get you 
into vour chambers, and ?>hut the 
doors about you. In, in with 
speed to your strong hold, ye pri- 
soners of hope. Ye doves, flee in- 
to Christ's windows till the indig- 
nation be over, and the storm he 
past. Glorify the Lord in your 
sufferings, and take his banner oi 
love, anrl spread it over you, 
Others will follow you, if the) 
see you strong in the Lord. 
Their courage will take life froir 
your Christian carriage. Loofc 
up and see who is coming! Lifl 
up your head. He is coming tc 
save, in garments dyed in blood, 
and travelling in the greatness oi 
his strength. I laugh, I smile 
l leap for joy, to see Christ com- 
ing to save you so quickly. Oh, 
such wide steps Christ taketh 
Three or four hills are but i 
step to him: be skippeth over the 
mountains. Christ hath set * 
battle betwixt his poor weak saint: 
and his enemies. He w-aleth the 
weapons for both parties, anc 
saith to the enemies, 41 Take you 
a word of steel, law, authority 
parliaments, and kings upon youi 
side, that is your armour;” anc 
he saith to his saints, 44 I give 
you a feckless tree-sword in youi 
hand, and that is suffering, re- 
ceiving of strokes, spoiling o 
your goods ; and with your tree 
sword ye shall get and gain the 
victory.” Was not Christ drag 
ueel through the ditches of deej 
distresses and great straits? am 
yet Christ, who is your head, hatl 
won through with his life, how 
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beit not with a whole skin. Ye 
are Christ’s members, and he is 
drawing his members through 
the thorny hedge up to heaven 
after him. Christ one day will 
not have so much as a pained 
toe ; but there are great pieces 
and portions of Christ’s mystical 
body not yet within the gates of 
the great high city, the New Je- 
rusalem*: and the dragon will 
strike at Christ, so long as there 
is one bit, or member of Christ’s 
body out of heaven. I tell you, 
Christ will make new work out 
of old, for-casten Scotland, and 
gather the old, broken hoards of 
his tabernacle, and pin them, and 
nail them together. Our bills 
and supplications are up in hea- 
ven ; Christ hath coffers full of 
them : there is mercy on the 
other side of this his cross ; a 
good answer to all our bills is 
agreed upon. 

I must tell vou what lovely Je- 
sus, fair Jesus, King Jesus hath 
done to my soul. Sometimes he 
sendeth me out a standing drink, 
and whispereth a word through 
the wall ; and 1 am well content 
of kindness at the second hand — 
his bode is ever welcome to me, 
be what it will. But at other 
times he will be messenger him- 
self, and I get the cup of salva- 
tion out of his own hand, (he 
drinking to me,) and we cannot 
rest till we be in other’s arms — 
and oh, how sweet is a fresh kiss 
from his holy mouth! His breath- 
ing that goeth before a kiss upon 
my poor soul, is sweet, and hath 
no fault, but that it is too short. 
I am careless, and stand not much 
on this, howbeit loins, and back, 
and shoulders, and head should 
rive in pieces in stepping up to 
my Father’s house. 1 know that 
my Lord can make long, and 
broad, and high, and deep glory 
to his name, out of this bit feck- 


less body — for Christ looketh not 
what stuff he maketh glory out of. 

My dearly beloved, ye have of- 
ten refreshed me,%ut this is put 
up in my Master’s account ; ye 
have him debtor for me : but if 
ye will do any thing for me, (as 
I know ye will,) now in my ex- 
tremity, tell all mv dear friends, 
that u prisoner is fettered and 
chained in Christ’s love, — Lord, 
never loose the fetters ! — and ye 
and they together take my hearti- 
est commendations to my Lord 
Jesus, and thank him for a poor 
friend. 

1 desire your husband to read 
this letter. 1 send him a prison- 
er’s blessing. I will be obliged 
to him if he will be willing to suf- 
fer for my dear Master. Suffer- 
ing is the professor’s golden gar- 
ment; there shall be no losses on 
Christ’s side of it. Ye have been 
witnesses of much joy betwixt 
Christ and me at communion 
feasts, the remembrance whereof, 
(howbeit 1 be feasted in secret,) 
holleth my heart ; for I am put 
from the board' head and the 
King’s first mess to his by-board, 
and liis broken meat is sweet un- 
to me. I thank my Lord for 
borrowed crumbs, no less than 
when 1 feasted at the communion 
table at Anwoth and Kirkcud- 
bright. Pray that 1 may get one 
day of Christ in public, as I have 
had long since, before my eyes be 
closed. Oh, that my Master 
would take up house again, and 
lend me the keys of his wine-cel- 
lar again, and God send me bor- 
rowed drink till then! 

Remember my love to Christ’s 
kinsmen with you. I pray for 
Christ’s Father’s blessing to them 
all. Grace be with you : a pri- 
soner’s blessing be with you. I 
write it, and abide by it, God 
will he glorious in Marion Mack- 
naught, when this stormy blast 
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shall be over. 0 woman beloved I believe, that when Christ draw- 
of God, believe, rejoice, be strong eth blood, he hath skill to cut the 
in the Lord ! Grace is thy por- right vein ; and that he hath ta- 
tion. Your Brhther, in his sweet ken the whole ordering and dis- 
Lord Jesus, S. R. posing of my sufferings. Let 

Aberdeen, June 15, 1637. him tutor me, and tutor my cros- 

ses, as he thinketh good. There 
is no danger nor hazard in fol- 
lowing such a guide, howbeit be 
LETTER CLXXVIII. should lead me through hell, if I 

could put faith foremost, and fill 
to the lady culross. the field with a quiet on-waiting, 
and believing to see the salvation 
Madam, — Grace, mercy, and of God. I know that Christ is 
peace be to you — I dare not say ! not obliged to let me see both the 
that I wonder that ye have never sides of my cross, and turn it over 
written to me in my bonds, be- and over that 1 may see all. My 
cause I am not ignorant of the ! faith is richer to live upon credit, 
cause ; yet I could not but write land Christ’s borrowed money, 
to you. I know not whether , than to have much on hand, 
joy or heaviness in my soul car- Alas! I have forgotten that faith 
rieth it away: sorrow, without in times past hath stopped a leak 
any mixture of sweetness, hath in my crazed bark, and hath fil- 
not often love-thoughts of Christ; led my sails with a fair wind. I 
but I see that the devil can in- see it a work of God that experi- 
sinuate himself, and ride his er- ences are all lost, when summons 
rands upon the thoughts of a of improbation, to prove our 
poor distressed prisoner. charters of Christ to be counter- 

I am wo that I am making feits, are raised against poor souls 
Christ my unfriend, by seeking ] in their heavy trials : but let me 
pleas against him, because I am|be a sinner, and worse than the 
the first in the kingdom put to ' chief of sinners, yea, a guilty de- 
utter silence; and because I can-jvil, I am sure that my Well-be- 
not preach my Lord’s righteous- 1 loved is God; and when I say 
ness in the great congregation, j that Christ is God, and that my 
I am, notwithstanding, the less Christ is God, I have said all 
solicitous how it go, if there be | things, I can say no more, 
not wrath in my cup. But I I would that I could build as 
know that I but claw my wounds much on this, my Christ is God, 
when my Physician hath forbid- as it would hear ; I might lay all 
den me : I would believe in the the world upon it. I am sure, 
dark upon luck’s head, and take that Christ untried, and # untaken- 
my hazard of Christ’s good-will, up in the power of his love, kind- 
and rest on this, that in my fever ness, mercies, goodness, wisdom, 
my Physician is at my bedside, long-suffering and greatness, is 
and that he sympathizeth with the rock that dim-sighted travel- 
me when I sigh. My borrowed lers dash their foot against, and 
house, and another man’s bed and so stumble fearfully. But my 
fireside, and other losses, have no wounds are sorest, and pain me 
room in my -sorrow ; a greater most, when I sin against his love 
heat to eat out a less fire, is a and mercy ; and if he would set 
good remedy for some burning, me and my conscience by the ears 
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together, and resolve not to red sions of his loving kindness,) to 
the plea, but let us deal it be- set on high Christ, to hold in my 
twixt us, my spitting upon the honesty at his hands ; for I have 
fair face of Christ’s love and nothing to give to him. Ob, 
mercies by my jealousies, unbe- that he would arrest and com- 
liefand doubting, would be enough prise my love and my heart for 
to sink me. Oh, oh I am con- all! I am a dyvour, who have 
vinced^ O Lord, I stand dumb no more free goods in the world 
before thee for this, let me be | for Christ, save that ; it is both 
mine own judge in this, and 1 j the whole heritage I have, and 
take a dreadful doom upon me ; all my moveables besides. Lord, 
for it; for 1 still misbelieve, j give the thirsty man a drink, 
though I have seen that my Lord I Oh, to be over the ears in the 
hath made my cross as if it were | well ! Oh, to be swattering, and 
all crystal, so as I can see through j swimming over head and ears in 
it Christ’s fair face and heaven, j Christ’s love! I would not have 
and that God hath honoured a j Christ’s love entering into me, 
lump of sinful flesh and blood, the j but I would enter into it, and be 
like of me, to be Christ’s honour- ! swallowed up of that love. But 
able lord-prisoner. 1 ought to j I see not myself here ; for I fear 
esteem the walls of the thieves’ | I make more of his love than of 
hole, (if I were shut up in it,) or himself ; whereas himself is far 
any stinking dungeon, all hung beyond and much better than his 
with tapestry, and most beautiful, love. Oh, if I had my sinful 
for my Lord Jesus; and yet, 1 arms filled with that lovely One, 
am not so shut up but that the Christ ! Blessed be my rich 
sun shincth upon my prison, and Lord Jesus, who sendeth not 
the fair wide heaven is the cover- away beggars from his house with 
ing of it. But my Lord, in his a toom dish. He filleth the ves- 
sweet visits, hath done more ; sols of such as will come and 
for he maketh me to find that he | seek. We might beg ourselves 
will be a confined prisoner with j rich (if we were wise) if we 
me. He lieth down and riseth could hold out our withered hands 
up with me ; when I sigh he to Christ, and learn to suit and 
sigheth : when I weep he suffer- 1 seek, ask and knock. I owe my 
eth with m 5 ; and 1 confess that j salvation for Christ’s glory, I owe 
here is the blessed issue of my j it to Christ ; and desire that my 
sufferings already begun, that my j hell, yea, a new hell, seven times 
heart is filled with hunger and j hotter by far than the old hell, 
desire to have him glorified in my might buy praises before men and 
sufferings. angels to my Lord Jesus ; pro- 

Blessed be ye of the Lord, viding always that I were free of 
Madam, if ye would help a poor Christ’s hatred and displeasure, 
dyvour, and cause others of your What am I, to be forfeited and 
acquaintance in Christ to help me sold in soul and body, to have my 
to pay my debt of love, even real great and royal King set on high 
praises to Christ my Lord. Ma- and extolled above all ? Oh, if I 
dam, let me charge you in the knew how high to have him set, 
Lord, as ye shall answer to him, and all the world far, far beneath 
to help me in this duty, (which the soles of his feet ! Nay, I de- 
lie hath tied about my neck, with serve not to be the matter of his 
a chain of such singular expres- j praises, far less to be an agent in 
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praising of him. But he can win sweet, I cannot find any imagin- 
his own glory out of me, and out able thoughts to think what he 
of worse than I, (if any such be,) will be, when we clay-bodies 
if it please his holy majesty so to (having put off mortality) shall 
do : — he knoweth that I am not come up to the marriage- hall and 
now flattering him. great palace, and behold the King 

Madam, let me have your pray- clothed in his robes royal, sitting 
ers, as ye have the prayers and on his throne. I would desire no 
blessing of him that is separated more for my heaven beneath the 
from his brethren. Grace, grace moon, while I am sighing in this 
be with you. Your own, in his house of clay, than dailywenewed 
sweet Lord Jesus. S. R. I feasts of love with Christ, and 


Aberdeen, June 15, 1637. 
LETTER CLXXIX. 

TO HIS REVEREND, AND LOVING 

BROTHER, MR. JOHN NEVAY. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you — I received yours of April 
1 1 , as I did another of March 
25, and a letter for Mr. An- 
drew Cant. 

I am not a little grieved that 
our mother-church is running so 
quickly to the brothel-house, and 
that we are hiring lovers, and giv- 
ing gifts to the great mother of 
fornications. Alas, that our Hus- 
band is like to quit us so shortly ! 
It were my part, (if I were able,) 
when our Husband is departing, 
to stir up myself to take hold of 
him, and keep him in this land ; 
for I know him to be a sweet se- 
cond, and a lovely companion to 
a poor prisoner. 

I find that my extremity hath 
sharpened the edge of his love 
and kindness, so that he seemeth 
to devise new ways of expressing 
the sweetness of his love to my 
soul. Suffering for Christ is the 
very element wherein Christ’s 
love liveth, and exerciseth itself, 
in casting out flames of fire, and 
sparks of heat, to warm such a 
frozen heart as I have ; and if 
Christ weeping in sackcloth be so 


j liberty now and then to feed my 
hunger with a kiss of that fairest 
face, that is like the sun in his 
strength at noon-day. I would 
willingly subscribe an ample re- 
1 signation to Christ of the four- 
teen Prelacies of this land, and 
j of all the most delightful pleasures 
; on earthr, and forfeit my part of 
this clay-god, this earth, which 
! Adam’s foolish children worship, 

■ to have no other exercise than to 
j lie on a love-bed with Christ, and 
i fill this hungered and famished 
| soul with kissing, embracing, and 
real enjoying of the Son of God : 
and I think that then I might 
write to my friends, that I had 
found the Golden World, and 
! look out and laugh at the poor 
bodies, who are slaying one ano- 
ther for feathers. For verily, 
Brother, since I came to this pri- 
son, I have conceived a new and 
extraordinary opinion of Christ, 

| which I had not before ; for I 
! perceive, we frist all our joys to 
| Christ, till he and we be in our 
own house above, as married 
parties — thinking that there is 
nothing of it here to be sought or 
found, but only hope and fair 
promises j and that Christ will 
give us nothing here but tears, 
sadness, and crosses ; — and that 
we shall never feel the smell of 
the flowers of that high garden of 
paradise above, till we come there. 
Nay, but I find that it is possible 
to find young glory, and a young 
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green paradise of joy, even here. 
I know that Christ’s kisses will 
cast a more strong and refreshfu 
smell' of incomparable glory anr 
joy in heaven, than they do here ; 
because a drink of the Well of 
life up at the well’s head, is more 
sweet *nd fresh by far, than that 
which we get in our borrowed, 
old, runping-out vessels, and our 
wooden dishes here ; yet I am 
now persuaded, it is our folly t< 
frist all fill the term-day, seeing 
abundance of earnest will not di- 
minish any thing of our principal 
sum. We dream of hunger in 
Christ’s house, while we are here, 
although be alloweth feasts to all 
the bairns within God’s house- 
hold : it were good, then, to 
store ourselves with more bor- 
rowed kisses of Christ, and with 
more borrowed visits, till we en- 
ter heirs to our new inheritance, 
and our Tutor put us in possesion 
of our own, when we are past 
minority. Oh, that all the young 
heirs would seek more, and a 
greater, and a nearer communion 
with mv Lord Tutor, the prime 
Heir of all, Christ ! I wish that, 
for' my part, I could send you, 
and that gentleman who wrote 
his commendations to me, into 
the King’s innermost cellar, and 
house-of-wine, to be filled with 
love ; — a drink of this love is 
worth the having indeed. We 
carry ourselves but too nicely 
with Christ our Lord ; and our 
Lord loveth not niceness, and 
dryness, and unconess in friends. 
Since need-force that we must be 
in Christ’s common, then let us 
be in his common ; for it will be 
no otherwise. 

Now', for my present case in 
my imprisonment, — deliverance 
(for any appearance that I see) 
looketh cojd-like. My hope, if’ 
it looked to, or leaned upon men, 
would wither soon at the root, 


| like a May-flower ; yet I resolve 
I to solace myself with on-waiting 
on my Lord, and to let my faitr 
swim where it loseth ground. ] 
am under a necessity either ol 
fainting, (which I hope my Mas< 
ter, of whom I boast all the day, 
will avert,) or then to lay my 
faith upon Omnipotency, and to 
wink and stick by my grip. And 
I hope that my ship shall ride it 
out, seeing Christ is willing to 
blow r his sweet wind in my sails, 
and mendethand closeth the leaks 
in my ship, and ruloth all. It 
will be strange if a believing pas- 
senger be casten overboard. 

As for your master, my lord 
and my Lady, I shall be loath 
to forget them. I think my pray- 
ers (such as they are) debt due 
to him ; and I shall be far more 
■ngaged to his lordship, if he be 
fast for Christ, (as I hope he 
will,) now when so many of his 
•oat and quality slip from Christ’s 
back, and leave him to fend for 
limself. 

I entreat you to remember my 
love to that worthy gentleman, 
A. C.,who saluted me in your 
letter : 1 have heard that he is 
one of my Master’s friends, for 
the w hich cause I am tied to him. 

I wish that he may more and 
more fall in love w'ith Christ. 

Now for your question: — As 
far as 1 rawly conceive, I think 
that God is praised tw'o ways : 
1st. By a concional profession of 
his highness befoie men, such as 
is the very hearing of the word, 
and receiving of either of the sa- 
craments ; in which acts by pro- 
fession, we give out to men, that 
he is our God, with whom w r eare 
in covenant, and our Lawgiver. 
Thus eating and drinking in the 
Lords supper, is an annunciation 
and profession before men, that 
Christ is our slain Redeemer. 
Here, because God spenketh to 
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us, not we to him, it is not a for- 
mal thanksgiving, but an annun- 
ciation, or predication of Christ’s 
death, concional, not adorative, 
neither hath it God for the im- 
mediate object, and, therefore, 
no kneeling can be here. 

2 dly. There is another prais- 
ing of God, formal, when we are 
either formally blessing God, or 
speaking his praises. And this I 
take to be twofold: — 1. When 
we directly and formally direct 
praises and thanksgiving to God. 
This may well be done kneeling, 
in token of our recognizance of 
his highness ; yet not so but that 
it may be done standing or sitting, 
especially seeing joyful elevation 
(w'hich should he in praising) is 
not formally signified by kneeling. 
2. When we speak good of God, 
and declare his glorious nature 
and attributes, extolling him be- 
fore men, to excite men to con- 
ceive highly of him. The former 
I hold to be worship every way 
immediate, else I know not any j 
immediate worship at all : the j 
latter hath God for the subject, j 
not properly the object, seeing the i 
predication is directed to men im- 
mediately, rather than to God ; 
for here we speak of God by way 
of praising, rather than to God. 
And, for my own part, as I am 
for the present minded, I see not 
how this can be done kneeling, see- 
ing it is prcedicatio Dei et Christi , 
non laudatio aut benedictio Dei. 
But observe, that it is formal 
praising of God, and not merely 
concional, as I distinguished in 
the first member ; for, in the first 
member, any speaking of God, or 
of his works of creation, provi- 
dence, and redemption, is indirect 
and concional praising of him, 
and formally preaching, or an act 
of teaching, not an act of predi- 
cation of his praises ; for there is 
a difference betwixt the simple 


relation of the virtues of a thing, 
which is formally teaching, and 
the extolling of the worth of a 
thing, by way of commendation, 
to cause others to praise with us. 

Thus recommending you to 
God’s sweet grace, I rest, Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, #S. R. 

Aberdeen, June 15, 1637. 


LETTER CLXXX. 

TO THE MUCH HONOURED JOHN 
GORDON OF CARDONESS, ELDER. 

Much Honoured, and Dearest 
! in my Lord, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — My soul longeth 
exceedingly to hear how matters 
go betwixt you and Christ ; and 
whether or not there be any work 
of Christ in that parish, that will 
bide the trial of fire and water. 
Let me he weighed of my Lord 
in a just balance, if your souls lie 
not weighty upon me. Ye go to 
bed and ye rise with me: thoughts 
of your soul, my dearest in our 
Lord, depart not from me in my 
sleep ; ye have a great part of my 
tears, sighs, supplications, and 
prayers. Oh, if I could buy your 
soul’s salvation with any suffering 
whatsoever, and that ye and I 
might meet with joy up in the 
rainbow, when we shall stand be- 
fore our Judge! Oh, my Lord 
forbid, that I have any hard thing 
to depone against you in that day! 
Oh, that He who quickeneth the 
dead, would give life to ray sowing 
among you ! What joy is there 
(next to Christ) that standeth on 
this side of death, which would 
comfort me more, than that the 
souls of that poor people were in 
safety, and beyond all hazard of 
being lost! , 

Sir, show the people this ; for 
when I write to you, I think I 
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write to you all, old and young. 
Fulfil my joy, and seek the Lord. 
Sure I am, that once I discovered 
my lovely, royal, princely Lord 
Jesus tp you all. Wo, wo, wo 
shall he your part of it for ever- 
more, if the Gospel be not the 
savou* of life unto life to you. 
As many sermons as I preached, 
as man j sentences as I uttered, 
as many points of dittay shall 
they be, when the Lord shall plead 
with the world, for the evil of 
their doings. Believe me , 1 find 
heaven a city hard to be won. 
“ The righteous shall scarcely be 
saved.” Oh, what violence of 
thronging will heaven take! Alas! 
I see many deceiving themselves; 
for we will all to heaven now. 
Every foul dog with his foul feet 
vnll in at the nearest, to the new 
and clean Jerusalem. All say 
they have faith ; and the greatest 
part in the world know not, and 
will not consider, that a slip in 
the matter of their salvation, is 
the most pitiable slip that can be; 
and that no loss is comparable to 
this loss. Oh then, see that 
there he not a loose pin in the 
work of your salvation ; for ye 
will not believe how quickly the 
Judge will come ; and for your- 
self, I know that death is waiting, 
and hovering, and lingering at 
God’s command, that ye may be 
prepared. Then ye had need to 
stir your time, and to take eter- 
nity and death, to your riper ad- 
visement : a wrong step, or a 
wrong stot, in going out of this 
life, is in one property, like the 
sin against the Holy Ghost, and 
can never be forgiven, because ye 
cannot come back again through 
the last water to mourn for it. 1 
know your accounts are many, 
and will take telling, and laying, 
and reckoning betwixt you and 
your Lord. Fit your accounts, 
and order them. Lose not the 


last play, whatever ye do, for in 
that play with death your pre- 
cious soul is the prize : for the 
Lord’s sake spill not the play, 
and lose not such a treasure. Ye 
know, that out of love which I 
had to your soul, and out of de- 
sire which I had to make an ho- 
nest account of you, I testified 
my displeasure and disliking of 
your ways very often, both in pri- 
vate and public : I am not now a 
witness of your doings, but your 
Judge is alw’ays your witness. I 
beseech you by the mercies~'of 
God, by the salvation of your 
soul, by your comforts when your 
eye-strings shall break, and the 
face w r ax pale, and the soul shall 
tremble to be out of the lodging 
of clay, and by your compearance 
before your awful Judge, after 
the sight of this letter, to take a 
new ; course with your ways, and 
now, in the end of your day, 
make sure of heaven. Examine 
yourself if ye be in good earnest 
in Christ ; for some (Heb. vi. 4, 
5) are partakers of the Holy 
Ghost, and taste of the good word 
of God, and of the powers of the 
life to come, and yet have no part 
in Christ at all. Many think 
they believe, but never tremble : 
the devils are farther on than 
these, (James ii. 19.) Make sure 
to yourself that ye are above or- 
dinary professors. The sixth part 
of your span-length and hand- 
breadth of days is scarcely before 
y ou : — haste, haste, for the tide 
will not hide.. Put Christ upon 
all your accounts and your secrets. 
Better it is that you give him 
your accounts in this life, out of 
your own hand, than that, after 
this life, he take them from you. 

1 never knew so well what sin 
was, as since I came to Aberdeen, 
howbeit 1 was preaching of it to 
you. To feel the smoke of hell’s 
fire in the throat for half-an-hour ; 
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to stand before a river of fire and 
brimstone broader than the earth ; 
and to think to be bound hand 
and foot, and casten into the 
midst of it quick, and then to 
have God locking the prison-door, 
never to be opened for all eter- 
nity! Oh how it will shake"' a 
conscience that hath any life in 
it 1 I find the fruits of my pains 
to have Christ and that people 
once fairly met, now meet my 
soul in my sad hours : and 1 re- 
joice that I gave fair warning of 
all the corruptions now entering 
into Christ’s house ; and now 
many a sweet, sweet, soft kiss, 
many perfumed, well-smelled kis- 
ses, and embracements have I re- 
ceived of my royal Master. He 
and I have had much love to- 
gether. I have for the present a 
sick d wining life, with much pain, 
and much love-sickness for Christ. 
Oh, what would I give to have a 
bed made to my wearied soul, in 
his bosom ! I w ould frist heaven 
for many years, to have my fill of 
Jesus in this life, and to have oc- 
casion to offer Christ to my peo- 
ple, and to woo many people to 
Christ. I cannot tell you what 
sweet pain, and delightsome tor- 
ments are in Christ’s love ; I 
often challenge time that holdeth 
us asunder. I profess to you, I 
have no rest, I have no ease, 
whill l be over head and ears in 
love’s ocean. If Christ’s love 
(that fountain of delight) were 
laid as open to me as I would 
wish, oh, how I would drink, 
and drink abundantly ! oh, how 
drunken would this my soul be ! 
I half call his absence cruel ; and 
the mask and vail on Christ’s face 
a cruel covering, that hideth such 
a fair face from a sick soul. I 
dare not challenge himself, but 
his absence is a mountain of iron 
upon my heavy heart. Oh, when 
shall we meet ? Oh, how long is 


it to the dawning of the marriage- 
day 1 0 sweet Lord Jesus, take 

wide steps ; 0 my Lord, come 
over mountains at one stride ! O 
my Beloved, flee like a rpe, or a 
young hart, on the mountains of 
separation . Oh , if he would fold 
the heavens together like <an old 
cloak, and shovel time and days 
out of the way, and make ready 
in haste the Lamb’s wife* for her 
Husband ! Since he looked upon 
me, my heart is not mine own, 
he hath run away to heaven with 
it. I know it was not for no- 
thing that 1 spake so meikle good 
of Christ to you in public. Ob, 
if the heaven, and the heaven of 
heavens were paper, and the sea 
ink, and the multitude of moun- 
tains pens of brass, and I able to 
write that paper, within and with- 
out, full of the praises of my 
fairest, my dearest, my loveliest, 
my sweetest, my matchless, and 
my most marrow less and marvel- 
lous Well-beloved ! Wo is me, 
I cannot set him out to men 
and angels! Oh, there are few 
tongues to sing love-songs of his 
incomparable excellency ! What 
can 1, poor prisoner, do to exalt 
him ? or what course can I take 
to extol my lofty and lovely Lord 
Jesus ? I am put to my wits’ end, 
how to get his name made great. 
Blessed they, who would help me 
in this ! How sweet is Christ’s 
back? Oh, what then is his face? 
Those that see his face, how dow 
they get their eye plucked off him 
again ? Look up to him and love 
him. Oh, love and live ! It 
were life to me if you would read 
this letter to that people, and if 
they did profit by it. Oh, if I 
could cause them to die of love 
for Jesus ! Charge them by the 
salvation of their souls, to hang 
about Christ’s neck, and take 
their fill of his love, and follow 
him, as I taught them. Part by 
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no means with Christ. Hold 
fast what ye have received . Keep 
the truth once delivered. If ye 
or that people quit in an hair, or 
in a hoof, ye break your con- 
science in twain ; and who then 
can mend it, and cast a knot on 
it ? dearest in the Lord, 

stand fast in Christ ; keep the 
faith; contend for Christ ; wrestle 
for him* and take men's feud for 
God’s favour : there is no com- 
parison betwixt these. Oh that 
the Lord would fulfil my joy, and 
keep the young bride that is at 
Anwoth to Christ. 

And now, whoever they be, 
that have returned to the old vo- 
mit since my departure, I bind 
upon their back, in my Master’s 
name and authority, the long- 
lasting, weighty vengeance, and 
curse of God : in my Lord’s 
name I give them a black, un- 
mixed, pure wrath, which my 
Master will ratify and make good, 
when we stand together before 
him, except they timously repent, 
and turn to the Lord. And 1 
write to thee, poor mourning and 
broken-hearted believer, be thou 
who thou wilt, of the free salva 
tion. Christ’s sweet balm for 
thy wounds, O poor humble be- 
liever ; Christ’s kisses for thy 
watery cheeks ; Christ’s blood of 
atonement for thy guilty soul ; 
Christ’s heaven for thy poor soul 
though once banished out of pa- 
radise ; and my Master will make 
good my word ere long. Oh 
that people were wise 1 Oh that 
people were wise 1 Oh that peopl 
would speer out Christ, and never 
rest whiil they find him. Oh 
how my soul will mourn in 
secret, if my nine years’ pained 
head, and sore breast, and pained 
back, and grieved heart, and pri 
vate and public prayers to God 
will aU be for nothing among 
that people l Did my Lord Jesus 


iend me but to summon you be- 
fore your Judge, and to leave 
you summons at your houses ? 
Was I sent as a witness only to 
gather your dittays ? Oh, may 

d forbid ! Often did I tell 
you of a fan of God’s word to 
come among you, for the con- 
empt of it. I told you often of 
wrath, wrath from the Lord, to 
■ome upon Scotland ; and yet I 
bide by my Master’s word ; it 
is quickly coming. Desolation 
for Scotland, because of the quar- 
rel of a broken covenant. 

Now, worthy sir, now my dear 
people, my joy, and my crown in 
the Lord, let him be your fear. 
Seek the Lord, and his face — 
save your souls. Doves ! flee to 
Christ’s windows. Pray for me, 
and praise for me. The blessing 
of my God, the prayers and bless- 
ing of a poor prisoner, and your 
lawful pastor, be upon you. 
Your lawful, and loving pastor, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, June 16, 1637. 


LETTER CLXXXI. 

TO EARL8TON, YOUNGER. 

Much honoured, and Well-be- 
loved in the Lord, — Grace, mer- 
cy, and peace be to you — Your 
letters give a dash to my laziness 
in writing. 1 must first tell you, 
that there is not such a glassy, 
icy, and slippery piece of way be- 
twixt you and heaven, as youth ; 
and 1 have experience to say with 
me here, and to seal what I as- 
sert. The old ashes of the sins 
of my youth are now fire of sor- 
row to me. I have seen the devil, 
as it were, dead and buried, and 
yet rise again, and he a worse 
devil than ever he was : — there- 
fore, my Brother, beware of a 
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green young devil, that hath 
never been buried. The devi' 
in his flowers (I mean the hot 
fiery lusts and passions of youth], 
is much to be feared. Better 
yoke tvith an old grey-haired 
withered, dry devil ; for in youth 
he findeth dry sticks, and dry 
coals, and a hot hearth-stone : 
and how soon can he with his 
flint cast fire, and with his 
bellows blow' it up, and fire 
the house? Sanctified thoughts, 
thoughts made conscience of, and 
called in, and kept in awe, arc- 
green fuel that burn not, and arc 
a water for Satan’s coal. Yet I 
must tell you, that the whole 
saints now triumphant in heaven, 
and standing before the throne, 
are nothing but Christ’s forlorn 
and beggarly dyvours. What 
are they but a pack of redeemed 
sinners ? but their redemption L 
not only past the seals, but com- 
pleted ; and yours is on the 
wheels, and in doing. 

All Christ’s good bairns go to 
heaven with a broken brow, and 
with a crooked leg. Christ hath 
an advantage of you, and I pray 
you to let him have it, he will 
find employment for his calling 
in you. If it were not with you 
as ye write, grace should find no 
sale nor market in you ; but ye 
must be content to give Christ 
somewhat to do. I am glad that 
he is employed that way. Let 
your bleeding soul and your sores 
be put in the hand of this expert 
Physician ; let young and strong 
corruptions and his free grace be 
yoked together, and let Christ 
and your sins deal it betwixt 
them. I shall be loath to put 
you off your fears, and your 
sense of deadness — I wish it were 
more; — there be some wounds of 
that nature, that their bleeding 
should not be soon stopped. Ye 
must take a house beside the Phy- 


sician. It will be a miracle if ye 
be the first sick man whom he 
put away uncured, and worse 
than he found you. Nay, nay, 
Christ is honest, and in that is 
flyting-free with sinners, (John 
vi. 37,) “ And him that cometh 
unto me 1 will in no wine cast 
out.” Take ye that. It cannot 
be presumption to take that as 
your own, when you find that 
your wounds stound you. Pre- 
sumption is ever whole at the 
heart, and hath hut the truant- 
sickness, and groaneth only for 
the fashion : faith hath sense of 
-ickness, and louketh like a friend 
to the promises ; and looking to 
Christ therein is glad to see a 
known face. Christ is as full a 
j ast as ve can have to hunger. 
Nay, Christ, I say, is not a full 
nan's leavings ; his mercy send- 
*th always a letter of defiance to 
ill your sins, if there were ten 
thousand more of them. 

1 grant you that it is a hard 
natter for a poor hungry man to 
win his meat upon hidden Christ: 
for then, the key of his pantry - 
loor, and of the house-of-wine, 
is a-seeking, and cannot be had ; 
but hunger must break through 
ron locks. I bemoan them not 
who can make a din, and all the 
fields ado, for a lost Saviour. 
Ye must let him hear it (to say 
so) upon both sides of his head, 
when he hideth himself; it is not 
ime then to be bird-mouthed 
and patient. Christ is rare in- 
deed, and a delicacy to a sinner. 
He is a miracle, and a world’s 
wonder to a seeking and a weep- 
ng sinner ; but yet such a mira- 
de as shall be seen by them 
who will come and see. The 
seeker and sigher, is at lasF"a 
Tnger and enj oyer — nay, I have 
■een a dumb man get alms from 
Christ. He that can tell his tale, 
end send such a letter to heaven 
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as he hath sent to Aberdeen, it is 
very like he will come speed with 
Christ : it bodeth God’s mercy 
to complain heartily for sin. Let 
wrestling be with Christ till he 
say, “ How is it, sir, that I can* 
not be quit of your bills, and 
your rgisleared cries ?” and then 
hope for Christ's blessing, and 
his blessing is better than ten 
other blessings. Think not shame 
because of your guiltiness : ne- 
cessity must not blush to beg : 
it standeth you hard to be with- 
out Christ ; and, therefore, that 
which idle on-waiting cannot do, 
misnurtured crying and knocking 
will do. 

And for doubtings, because 
you are not as you were long 
since with your Master, consider 
three things: IsL What if Christ 
had such tottering thoughts of 
the bargain of the new covenant 
betwixt you and him, as you 
have? 2 dly. Your heart is not 
the compass which Christ saileth 
by. He will give you leave to 
sing as you please, but he will 
not dance to your daft spring 
It is not referred to you and your j 
thoughts, what Christ will do 
with the charters betwixt you 
and hitn : your own misbelief 
hath torn them ; but he hath the 
principal in heaven with himself. 
Your thoughts are no parts of the 
new covenant : dreams change 
not Christ. 3 dly. Doubtings are 
your sins, but they are Christ’s 
drugs, and ingredients that the 
Physician maketh use of for the 
curing of your pride. Is it not 
suitable for a beggar to say at 
meat, “ God reward the win- 
ners ?” for then he saith that he 
knoweth who beareth the charges 
of the house. It is also meet 
that ye should know, by experi- 
ence, that faith is not nature’s 
ill-gotten bastard, but your Lord’s 
free gift, that lay in the womb of 


God’s free grace — praised be the 
Winner. I may add a 4thly : 
In the passing of your bill and 
your charters, when they went 
through the Mediator’s great seal, 
and w r ere concluded, faith’s ad- 
vice was not sought : faith hath 
not a vote beside Christ’s merits: 
blood, blood, dear blood, that 
came from your Cautioner’s holy 
body, maketh that sure work. 
The use, then, which ye have of 
faith now, (having already closed 
with Jesus Christ for justifica- 
tion,) is, to take out a copy of 
vour pardon ; and so ye have 
peace with God upon the account 
of Christ : for, since faith appre- 
hendeth pardon, but never payeth 
| a penny for it, no marvel that 
[salvation doth not die and live, 
ebb or flow, with the working of 
faith. But because it is your 
Lord’s honour to believe his 
mercy, and his fidelity, it is infi- 
nite goodness in our Lord, that 
misbelief giveth a dash to our 
Lord’s glory, and not to our sal- 
vation. And so, whoever want, 
(yea, howbeit God here bear 
with the want of what we are 
obliged to give him, even the 
glory of his grace by believing,) 
yet a poor covenanted sinner 
w anteth not ; but if guiltiness 
w'ere removed, doubtings would 
find no friend, nor life ; and yet 
faith is to believe the removal of 
guiltiness in Christ. Aj*cason 
why ye get less now (as ye think) 
than before (as l take it) is, be- 
cause,^ at our first conversion, 
our Lord putteth the meat in 
young bairns’ mouths with his 
own hand ; but when we grow 
to some further perfection. _we 
must take heaven by violence, 
and take by vioTenceTrom Christ 
what we get ; and he can, and 
doth hold, because he will have 
us to draw. Remember now 
that ye must live upon violent 
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plucking. Laziness is a greater 
fault now than Tong since. We 
love always to have the pap put 
in our mouth. 

Now for myself ; alas ! I am 
not the man I go for in this na- 
tion ; men have not just weights 
to weigh me in. Oh, but I am 
a silly feckless body, and over- 
grown with weeds, corruption is 
rank and fat in me. Oh, if I 
were answerabletothis holy cause, 
and to that honourable Prince’s 
love for whom I now suffer ! If 
Christ should refer the matter to 
me, (in his presence I speak it,) 
I might think shame to vote my 
own salvation. I think Christ, 
might say, Thinkest thou not i 
shame to claim heaven, who does! | 
so little for it ?” I am very often 
so, that I know not whether I 
sink or swim in the water. 1 
find myself a bag of light froth. 

I would bear no weight (but 
vanities, and nothings weigh in 
Christ’s balauce) if my Lord 
cast not in borrowed weight and 
metal, even Christ’s righteous- 
ness, to weigh for me. The stock 
1 have is not mine own ; I am 
but the merchant that trafticketh 
with other folks’ goods : if mv 
creditor, Christ, should take 
from me what he hath lent, 1 
should not long keep the cause- 
way : but Christ hath made it 
mine and his. I think it man- 
hood to play the coward, and 
jouk in the lee-side of Christ ; 
and thus I am not only saved 
from my enemies, hut I obtain 
the victory. I am so empty that 
I think it were an alms-deed in 
Christ, if he would win a poor 
prisoner’s blessing for evermore, 
and fill me with his love. I 
complain that when Christ com- 
eth, he cometh always to fetch 
fire ; he is ever in haste, he may 
not tarry ; and poor I (a beggarly 
dyvour) get but a standing visit 


I and a standing kiss, and but, 
u How doest thou ?” in the by- 
going. I d^re not say he L 
lordly, because he is made a king 
now at the right hand of God ; 
or is grow n miskcnning and dry 
to his poor friends ; (for he can- 
not make more of his kisses than 
they are worth ;) but I think it 
my happiness to love the love of 
Christ : and when he goeth away, 
the memory of his sweet presence 
is like a feast in a dear summer. 
I have comfort in this, that my 
soul desireth that every hour of 
j my imprisonment were a company 
! of heavenly tongues to praise him 
on my behalf ; albeit, my bonds 
were prolonged for many hun- 
dred years. Oh, that I could be 
the man who could procure my 
Lord’s glory to flow like a full 
sea, and blow like a mighty wind 
upon all the four airths of Scot- 
land, England, and Ireland I Oh, 
If I could write a book of his 
praises! O Fairest among the 
*ons of men, why stayest thou so 
lung away ? O heavens, move 
fast ! O time, run, run, and 
hasten the marriage-day ! for love 
is tormented with delays. O 
angels, O seraphims, who stand 
! before him, O blessed spirits who 
| now see his face, set him on high*! 
for when ye have worn your harps 
in his praises, all is too little, 
and is nothing, to cast the smell 
of the praise of that fair Flower, 
that fragrant Rose of Sharon, 
through many worlds ! 

Sir, take my hearty commen- 
dations to him, and tell him that 
I am sick of love. ' 

Grace be with you. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 
Aberdeeo, June 16, 1637. 
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wings in the great shower, and 
LETTER CLXXXII. the water cannot come through 
j*those wings. It is folly then for 
to his honoured*, and dear men to say, u This is not Christ’s 
brother, alexandergordon, plea, he will lose the wed-fee ; 
of K.NOCKURAY * men are like to beguile him” — 

that were indeed a strange play. 


Dearest, and truly Honoured 
Brothel*, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I have seen no 
letter fr$m you since I came to 
Aberdeen : 1 will not interpret 
it to be forgetfulness. I am here 
in a fair prison : Christ is my 
sweet and honourable fellow-pri- 
soner, and I his sad and joyful 
lord-prisoner, (if I may speak so.) 
I think this cross becometh me 
well, and is suitable to me in re- 
spect of my duty to suffer for 
Christ ; howbeit not in regard 
of my deserving to be thus ho- 
noured. However it be, I see 
that Christ is strong, even lying 
in the dust, in prison, and in ba- 
nishment. Losses and disgraces 
are the wheels of Christ’s tri- 
umphing chariot. In the suffer- 
ings of his own saints, as he in- 
tendeth their good, so he intendeth 
his own glory, and that is the 
butt his arrows shoot at : and 
Christ shooteth not at the rovers, 
he hitteth what he purposeth to 
hit ; therefore, he doth make his 
own feckless and weak nothings, 
and those who are the contempt 
of men, 44 a hew sharp threshing 
instrument, having teeth , to thresh 
the mountains, and beat them 
small, and to make the hills as 
chaff, and to fan them,” (Isaiah 
xli. 15, 16.) What harder stuff, 
or harder grain for threshing 
out, than high and rocky moun- 
tains ? but the saints are God’s 
threshing instruments to beat 
them all into chaff. Are we not 
God’s leem vessels ? and yet 
when they cast us over a house 
we are not broken into sherds. 
We creep in under our Lord’s 


Nay, I dare pledge my soul, and 
lay it in pawn on Christ’s side 
of it, and be half-tiner, half-win- 
ner with my Master ! Let fools 
laugh the fool’s laughter, and 
scorn Christ, and bid the weep- 
ing captives in Babylon 44 sing us 
one of the songs of Zion, play a 
spring to cheer up your sad- 
hearted God.” We may sing 
| upon luck's-head before-hand, 
even in our winter-storm, in the 
expectation of a summer sun, at 
the turn of the year. No created 
powers in hell, or out of hell, can 
mar the music of our Lord Je- 
sus, nor spill our song of joy. 
Let u^ then be glad, and rejoice 
in the salvation of our Lord : 
for faith had never yet cause to 
have wet cheeks, and hinging 
down brows, or to droop or die. 
What can ail faith, seeing Christ 
suffereth himself (with reverence 
to him be it spoken) to be com- 
manded by it, and Christ com- 
mandeth all things ? Faith may 
dance because Christ singeth ; 
and we may come into the choir, 
and lift our hoarse and rough 
voices, and chirp, and sing, and 
shout for joy with our Lord Je- 
sus. We see oxen go to the 
shambles leaping and startling; 
we see God’s fed oxen, prepared 
for the day of slaughter, go danc- 
ing and singing down to the black 
chambers of hell ; and why should 
we go to heaven weeping, as if 
we were like to fall down through 
the earth for sorrow ? If God 
were dead, (if I may speak so, 
with reverence of Him who liveth 
for ever and ever,) and Christ 
buried, and rotten among the 
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worms, we might have cause to 
look like dead folks: but, “ the 
Lord liveth, and blessed be the 
Rock of our salvation.” (Psalm 
xviii. 46.) None have right to 
joy but we ; for joy is sown for 
us, and an ill summer or harvest 
will not spill the crop. The 
children of this world have much 
robbed joy that is not well-come. 
It is no good sport they laugh at : 
they steal joy, as it were, from 
God ; for he commanded) them 
to mourn and howl. Then let us 
claim our leek come and lawfully 
conquessed joy. 

My dear Brother, I cannot but 
speak what I have felt ; seeing 
my Lord Jesus hath broken a box 
of spikenard upon the head of his 
poor prisoner, and it is hard to 
hide a sweet smell ; it is a pain 
to smother Christ’s love ; it wil 1 
be out whether we will or not. 
If we did but speak according to 
the matter, a cross for Christ 
should have another name ; yea, 
a cross, especially when he Com- 
eth with his arms full of joys, is 
the happiest hard tree that ever 
was laid upon my weak shoulder. 
Christ and his cross together are 
sweet company, and a blessed 
couple. My prison is my palace, 
my sorrow is with child of joy, 
my losses are rich losses, my pain 
easy pain, my heavy days are holy 
and happy days. I may tell a 
new tale of Christ to my friends. 
Oh, if I could make a love song 
of him, and could commend 
Christ, and tune his praises a- 
right! Oh, if I could set all 
tongues in Great Britain and 
Ireland to work, to help me to 
sing a new song of my Well-be- 
loved! Oh, if I could be a bridge 
over a water for my Lord Jesus 
to walk upon, and keep his feet 
dry ! Oh, if my poor bit heaven 
could go betwixt my Lord and 
blasphemy, and dishonour 1 (up- 


on condition he loved me.) Oh, 
that my heart could say this word, 
and abide by it for ever ! Is it 
not great art, and incomparable 
wisdom in my Lord, who can 
bring forth such fair apples out 
of this crabbed tree of the cross? 
Nay, my Father’s never-^nough 
admired providence can make a 
fair feast out of a black devil. 
Nothing can come wrof/g to my 
Lord in his sweet working. I 
would even fall sound asleep in 
| Christ’s arms, and my sinful 
head on his holy breast, while he 
S kisseth me ; were it not that of- 
ten the wind turneth to the north, 
and whiles my sweet Lord Jesus 
| is so, that he will neither give 
nor take, borrow nor lend with 
me. I complain that he is not 
social ; I half call him proud and 
lordly of his company, and nice 
of his looks ; which yet is not 
true. It would content me to 
give, albeit he should not take. 

I should be content to want his 
kisses at such times, providing 
he would be content to come 
near-hand, and take my wersh, 
dry, and feckless kisses. But at 
that time he will not be entreated, 
but let a poor soul stand still and 
knock, and never let-on him that 
he heareth ; and then the old 
leavings and broken meat, and 
dry sighs, are greater cheer than 
I can tell. All I have then is, 
that howbeit the law and wrath 
have gotten a decreet against me, 
1 can yet lippen that meikle good 
in Christ, as to get a suspension, 
and to bring my cause in reason- 
ing again before my Well-belov- 
ed. I desire but to be heard, 
and at last he is content to come 
and agree the matter with a fool, 
and forgive freely, because he is 
God. Oh, if men would glorify 
him, and taste of Christ’s sweet- 
ness ! 

Brother, ye have need to be 
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busy with Christ for this whorish 
Kirk. I fear lest Christ cast wa- 
ter upon Scotland’s coal-; nay, I 
know that Christ attid his wife 
will be heard, he will plead for 
* the broken covenant. Arm you 
against that time. 

Grac^ be with you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, June 16, 1637. 


LETTER CLXXXIII. 

TO MR. J. R. 

Dear Brother, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be unto you — Upon 
the report which 1 hear of you, 
(without any further acquaint- 
ance, except our straitest bonds 
in our Lord Jesus,) I thought 
good to write unto you, hearing 
of your danger to be thrust out 
of the Lord’s house for his name’s 
sake : therefore, my earnest and 
humble desire to God is, that ye 
may be strengthened in the grace 
of God, and, by the power of his 
might, may go on for Christ, not 
standing in awe of a worm that 
shall die. 1 hope that ye will 
not put your hand to the ark to 
give it a wrong totch, and to over- 
turn it, as many now do, when 
the archers are shooting sore at 
Joseph, whose bow shall abide in 
its strength. We owe to our 
royal King and princely Master 
a testimony. Oh, how blessed 
are they who can ward a blow off 
Christ, and his borne-down truth 1 
Men think Christ a gone man 
now, and that he shall never get 
up his head again ; and they be- 
lieve that his court is failed, be- 
cause he suffereth men to break 
their spears and swords upon him, 
and the enemies to plough Zion, 
and make long and deep their 
furrows on her back. But it 


would not be so, if the Lord had 
not a sowing for his ploughing. 
What can he do, but melt an old 
drossy Kirk, that he may bring 
out a new bride out of the fire 
again l I think that Christ is 
just now repairing his house, and 
exchanging his old vessels with 
new vessels, and is going through 
this land, and taking up an in- 
ventory and a roll of so many of 
Levi’s sons, and good professors, 
that he may make them new work 
for the Second Temple ; and 
whatsoever shall be found not to 
be for the work shall be casten 
over the wall. When the house 
shall be builded, he will lay by 
his hammers, as having no more 
to do with them. It is possible 
that he may do worse to them 
than lay them by : and I think 
the vengeance of the Lord, and 
the vengeance of his temple, shall 
be upon them. 

I desire no more than to keep 
weight when I am past the fire ; 
and I can now, in some weak 
measure, give Christ a testimonial 
of a lovely and loving companion 
under suffering for him. I saw 
him before but afar off! His 
beauty to my eye-sight groweth. 
A fig, a straw for ten worlds’ 
plastered glory, and for childish 
shadows, the idol of clay (this 
god, the world) that fools fight 
for. If I had a lease of Christ of 
my ow r n dating (for whoever once 
cometh nigh-hand, and taketh a 
hearty look of Christ’s inner side, 
shall never wring nor wrestle 
themselves out of his love-grips 
again) I would rest contentedly 
in my prison : yea, in a prison 
without light of sun or candle, 
providing Christ and I had a 
love-bed, not of mine, but of 
Christ’s own making ; that we 
might lie together among the 
lilies, till the day break, and the 
shadows flee away. Who know- 
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eth how sweet a drink of Christ’s | 
love is? Oh, but to live on 
Christ’s love is a king’s life ! The 
worst things of Christ, even that 
which seemeth to be the refuse of 
Christ, his hard cross, his black 
cross, is white and fair ; and the 
cross receiveth a beautiful lustre, 
and a perfumed smell from Je- 
sus : — my dear Brother, scaur 
not at it. 

While ye have time to stand 
upon the watch-tower, and speak, 
contend with this land, plead with 
your harlot-mother, who hath 
been a treacherous half-marrow 
to her Husband, Jesus. For 1 
would think liberty to preach one 
day, the root and top of my de- 
sires ; and would seek no more of 
the blessings that are to be had 
on this side of time, till I be over 
the water, than to spend this, my 
crazy clay-house, in his service 
and saving of souls. But I hold 
my peace, because he hath done 
it. My shallow and ebb thoughts 
are not the compass which Christ 
saileth by. I leave his ways to 
himself, for they are far, far above 
nie: only I would contend with 
Christ for his love, and be bold 
to make a plea wdth Jesus, my 
Lord, for a heart-fill of his love ; 
for there is no more left to me. 
What standeth beyond the far 
end of my sufferings, and what 
shall be the event, he knoweth ; 
and I hope, to my joy, will make 
me know, when God will unfold 
his decrees concerning me ; for 
there are windings, and tos and 
froa in his ways, which blind bo- 
dies like us cannot see. 

Thus much for farther ac- 
quaintance : so, recommending 
you, and what is before you, to 
the grace of God, I rest, Your 
very loving Brother, in his sweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, June 16, 1637. 


LETTER CLXXXIV. 

TO MR. WILLIAM DALGLE18H. 

Reverend and Well -beloved < 
Brother, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be unto you — 1 ha^e heard 
somewhat of your trials in Gal- 
loway. I bless the Lord, who 
hath begun first in thdt corner, 
to make you a new Kirk to him- 
self. Christ hath the less ado 
behind, when he hath refined you. 

Let me entreat you, my dearly 
beloved, to be fast to Christ. My 
Witness is above, my dearest Bro- 
ther, that ye have added much 
joy to me in my bonds, when I 
hear that ye grow in the grace 
and zeal of God for your Master. 
Our ministry, whether by preach- 
ing or suffering, will cast a smell 
through the world both of heaven 
and hell, (2 Cor. ii. 15, 16.) I 
persuade you, my dear Brother, 
that there is nothing out of hea- 
ven, next to Christ, dearer to me 
than my ministry ; and the worth 
of it, in my estimation, is swelled, 
and paineth me exceedingly: yet 
I am content, for the honour of 
my Lord, to surrender it back 
again to the Lord of the vine- 
yard ; let him do with it, and me 
both, what he thinketh good: — I 
think myself too little for him. 

And, let me speak to you, how 
kind a fellow-prisoner is Christ 
to me ! Believe me, this kind of 
cross (that would not go by my 
door, but would needs visit me) 
is still the logger the more wel- 
come to me. It is true, my silent 
Sabbaths bave been, and are, 
glassy ice, whereon my faith can 
scarce hold its feet, and I am 
often blown on my back, and off 
my feet , with a storm of doubting ; 
yet truly, my bonds all this time 
cast a mighty and rank smell of 
high and deep love in Christ. I 
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cannot, indeed, see through my 
cross to the far end ; yet I be- 
lieve I am in Christ’s books, and 
in his decree, (not yet unfolded 
to me,) a man triumphing, danc- 
f ing, and singing, on the other 
side of the Red Sea, and laughing 
and prajsing the Lamb, over be- 
yond time, sorrow, deprivation, 
Prelates’ indignation, losses, want 
of friend#, and death. Heaven 
is not a fowl dying in the air, (as 
men use to speak of things that 
are uncertain :) nay, it is well 
paid for, — Christ’s comprise- 
ment lieth on glory, for all the 
mourners in Zion, and shall never 
be loosed. Let us be glad, and 
rejoice, that we have blood, losses, 
and wounds, to show our Master 
and Captain at his appearance, 
and what we suffered for his 
cause. 

Wo is me, my dear Brother, 
that I say often, I am but dry 
bones, which my Lord will not 
bring out of the grave again ; and 
that my faithless fears say, “ Oh, 
1 am a dry tree, that can bear no 
fruit ; I am a useless body, who 
can beget no children to the Lord 
in his house !” Hopes of deliver- 
ance look cold and uncertain, and 
afar off, as if I had done with it. 
It is much for Christ (if I may 
say so) to get law-borrows of my 
sorrow, and of my quarrelous 
heart. Christ’s love playeth me 
fair play. I am not wronged at 
all ; but there is a tricking and 
false heart within me, that still 
playeth Christ foul play. I am a 
cumbersome neighbour to Christ; 
it is a wonder that he dwelleth be- 
side the like of me: yet I often 
get the advantage of the hill above 
my temptations ; and then I de- 
spise temptation, even hell itself, 
and the stink of it, and the in- 
struments of it, and am proud of 
my honourable Master ; and I 
resolve, whether contrary winds 


will or not, to fetch Christ’s har- 
bour ; and I think a wilful and 
stiff contention with my Lord Je- 
sus for his love very lawful. It 
is sometimes hard to me to win 
my meat upon Christ’s love, be- 
cause my faith is sick, and my 
hope withereth, and my eyes wax 
dim ; and unkind and comfort- 
eclipsing clouds go over the fair 
and bright Sun, Jesus ; and then, 
when l and temptation tryste the 
matter together, we spill all, 
through unbelief. Sweet, sweet 
for evermore would my life he, if 
I could keep faith in exercise ! 
but I see that my fire cannot al- 
ways cast light ; I have even a 
poor man’s hard world when he 
goeth away. But surely, since 
my entry hither, many a time 
hath my fair sun shined without 
a cloud : hot and burning hath 
Christ’s love been to me. I have 
no vent to the expression of it ; 
1 must be content with stolen 
and smothered desires of Christ’s 
glory. Oh, how far is his love 
behind the hand with me ! I am 
just like a man who hath nothing 
to pay his thousands of debt : all 
that can be gotten of him is to 
seize upon his person. Except 
Christ would seize upon myself, 
and make the readiest payment 
that can be of my heart and love 
to himself, I have no other thing 
to give him. If my sufferings 
could do beholders good, and 
edify -his Kirk, and proclaim the 
incomparable worth of Christ’s 
love to the world, oh, then would 
my soul be overjoyed, and my sad 
heart be cheered and calmed ! 

Dear Brother, I cannot tell 
what is become of my labours 
among that people ! If all that 
my Lord builded by me be casten 
down, and the bottom befallen out 
of the profession of the parish, 
and none stand by Christ, whose 
love I once preached as clearly 
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and plainly as I could (though 
far below its worth *nd excel- 
lence) to that people ; if so, how 
can I bear it ! And if another 
make a foul harvest, where I have 
made a painful and honest sow- 
ing, it will not soon digest with 
me. But 1 know that his ways 
pass finding out. Yet my wit- 
ness, both within me and above 
me, knoweth, and my pained 
breast upon the Lord’s day at 
night, my desire to have had 
Christ awful, and amiable, and 
sweet to that people, is now my 
joy. It was my desire and aim 
to make Christ and them one. 
and, if I see my hopes die in the 
bud, ere they bloom a little, and 
come to no fruit, I die with grief. 

0 my God, seek not an account I 
of the violence done to me by my 
brethren, w r hose salvation I love 
and desire : I pray that they and 

1 be not heard as contrary parties 
in the day of our compearance 
before our Judge, in that process, 
led by them against my ministry, 
which I received from Christ. I 
know that a little inch, and less 
than the third part of this span- 
length and hand-breadth of time, 
which is posting away, will put 
me without the stroke, and above 
the reach of either brethren or 
foes : and it is a short-lasting in- 
jury done to me, and to my pains 
in that part of* my Lord’s vine- 
yard. Oh, how silly an advan- 
tage is my deprivation to men, 
seeing that my Lord Jesus hath 
many ways to recover his own 
losses, and is irresistible to com- 
pass his own glorious ends, that 
his lily may grow amongst thorns, 
and! his little kingdom exalt itself, 
even under the swords and spears 
of contrary powers ! 

But, my dear Brother, go on 
in the strength of His rich grace, 
whom ye serve. Stand fast for 
Christ. Deliver the Gospel off 


your hand, and your ministry to 
your Master, with a clean and 
undefiled conscience. Loose not 
a pin of Christ’s tabernacle. Do 
not so much as pick with your 
nail at one board or border of the 
ark. Have no part or dealing, 
upon any terms, in a hpof, in a 
closed window , or in a bow'ing of 
your knee, in casting down of the 
temple. But be a moifrning and 
speaking witness against them 
who now ruin Zion. Our Master 
will be on us all in a clap, ere 
ever we wit. That day will dis- 
cover all our whites and our 
blacks, concerning this contro- 
versy of poor oppressed Zion. 
Let us make our part of it good, 
that it may be able to abide the 
fire, when hay and stubble shall 
be burned to ashes. Nothing, 
nothing, 1 say, nothing but sound 
sanctification can abide the Lord’s 
fan. I stand to my testimony that 
1 preached often of Scotland, — 
Lamentation, mourning, and wo 
abideth thee, O Scotland ! O 
Scotland, the fearful quarrel of a 
broken covenant standeth good 
with thy Lord ! 

Now, remember my love to all 
my friends, and to my parishion- 
ers, as if I named each of them 
particularly. I recommend you, 
and God’s people, committed by 
Christ to your trust, to the rich 
grace of our all-sufficient Lord. 
Remember rny bonds. Praise 
my Lord, who beareth me up 
in my sufferings. As ye find oc- 
casion, according to the wisdom 
given you, show our accjuaintance 
what the Lord hath done to my 
soul. This l seek not, verily, to 
hunt rny own praise, but that my 
sweetest and dearest Master may 
be magnified in my sufferings. I 
rest, Yours, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, June 16, 1637. 
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LETTER CLXXXV. 

TO MARION 31 AC KN AUGHT. 

Dearly Beloved in our Lord 
Jesus Christ, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you — Few know 
the heart of a stranger and pri- 
soner. I am in the hands of mine 
enemies.* I would that honest, 
and lawful means were essayed 
for bringing me home to my 
charge, now w r hen Mr. A. R. 
and Mr. Id. R. are restored. It 
concerncth you of Galloway most, 
to use supplications and addresses 
for this purpose, and try if In 
fair means I can be brought back 
again. As for liberty, without 1 
be restored to my flock, it is little 
to me ; for my silence is my 
greatest prison. However it be, 

I wait for the Lord ; 1 hope not 
to rot in my sufferings: — Lord, 
give me submission to wait on. 
My heart is sad that my days ffao 
away, and I do no service to mv 
Lord in his house, now when his 
harvest, and the souls of perishing 
people require it ; but his ways 
are not like my ways, neither can 
I find him out. Oh, that he 
would shine upon my darkness, 
and bring forth my morning light 
from under the thick cloud that 
men have spread over me ! Oh, 
that the Almighty would lay my 
cause in a balance, and weigh me, 
if my soul was not taken up, when 
others were sleeping, how to have 
Christ betrothed with a bride, in 
that part of the land ! But that 
day that my mouth was most un- 
justly and cruelly closed, the 
bloom fell off my branches, and 
my joy did cast the flower. How- 
beit, I have been casting myself 
under God’s feet, and wrestling 
to believe under a hidden and 
covered Lord, yet my fainting 
cometh before I eat, and my faith 


hath bowed with the sore cast, 
and unde* this almost insupport- 
able weight. Oh, that it break 
not ! I dare not say that the 
Lord hath put out my candle, 
and hath casten water upon my 
poor coal, and broken the stakes 
of my tabernacle : but I have 
tasted bitterness, and eaten gall 
and wormw T ood, since that day on 
which my Master laid bonds upon 
me to speak no more. I speak 
not this, because the Lord is unco 
to me ; but because beholders, 
that stand on dry land, see not 
my sea-storm. The witnesses of 
my sad cross, are but strangers 
to my sad days and nights. Oh, 
that Christ would let me alone, 
and speak love to me, and come 
home to me, arid bring summer 
with him ! Oh, that I might 
preach his beauty and glory, as 
once I did, before my clay-tent be 
removed to darkness ; and that I 
might lift Christ off the ground, 
and my branches might be wa- 
tered with the dew of God, and 
my joy in bis work might grow 
green again, and bud, and send 
out a flower ! But 1 am but a 
■Jiort-sighted creature, and my 
i candle casteth not light afar off. 

! He knoweth all that is done to 
i me ; how that when I had but 
! one joy, and no more, and one 
I green flower that I esteemed to 
| be my garland, he came in one 
hour and dried up my flower at 
the root, and took away mine 
only eye, and my one only crown 
and garland. What can I say ? 
Surely my guiltiness hath been 
iemembered before him, and be 
was seeking to take down my 
sails, and to land the flower of 
my delights, and to let it lie on 
the coast, like an old broken ship, 
that is no more for the sea. But 
I praise him for this waled stroke. 
I welcome this furnace ; God’s 
wisdom made choice of it for me, 
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and it must be best, because i soul, and to understand that ye 
was his choice. Oh, tfeat I may have made sure work of heaven 
wait for him till the morning o‘ and salvation, fu-n*- 3 
this benighted Kirk break out J. Remember that salvation is ; 
This poor, afflicted Kirk had £ one of Christ’s dainties which he- 
fair morning; but her night cam* giveth but to a few. 2. That it 
upon her before her noon-day, is violent sweating and striving 
and she was like a traveller, forced that taketh heaven. 3. That it 


to take house in the morning of 
his journey ; and now her adver- 
saries are the chief men in the 
land ; her ways mourn ; her gate? 
languish ; her children sigh for 
bread ; and there is none to be 
instant with the Lord, that he 
would come again to his house, 
and dry the face of his weeping 
spouse, and comfort Zion’s mourn- 
ers, who are waiting for him. I 
know that he will make corn to 
grow upon the top of his withered 
Mount Zion again. 

Remember my bonds, and for- 
get me not. Oh, that my Lord 
would bring me again amongst 
you with abundance of the Gos- 
pel of Christ ! But oh, that I 
may set down my desires, where 
my Lord biddeth me ! Remem- 
ber my love in the Lord to your 
husband — God make him faithful 
to Christ — and my blessing to 
your three children. Faint not 
in prayer for this Kirk. Desire 
my people not to receive a stran- 
ger and intruder upon my minis- 
try. Let me stand in that right 
and station that my Lord Jesus 
gave me. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord and 
Master, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CLXXXVI. 

TO JOHN GORDON, AT RU8CO. 

Dear Brother, — I earnestly 
desire to know the case of your 


cost Christ’s blood to purchase 
that house to sinners, "amT to setT 
mankind down as the Kihg’s free- 
tenants and free-holders. 4. That 
many make a start towards hea- 
ven, who fall on their back, and 
win not up to the top of the 
mount. It plucketh heart and 
legs from them, and they sit 
down and give it over, because 
the devil setteth a sweet-smelled 
iiower to their nose, this fair 
husked world, wherewith they are 
bewitched, and so forget or re- 
fuse to go forward. 5. Remem- 
ber that many go far on, and re- 
form many things, and can find 
ears, as Esau did ; and suffer 
hanger for truth, as Judas did; 
and wish and desire the end of 
the righteous, as Balaam did ; 
and profess fair, and fight for the 
Lord, as Saul did ; and desire 
the saints of God to pray for 
them, as Pharaoh and Simon 
Magus did ; and prophesy and 
speak of Christ, as Caiaphas did; 
and walk softly and mourn for 
fear of judgments, as Ahab did ; 
and put away gross sins and ido- 
latry, as Jehu did ; and hear the 
word of God gladly, and reform 
*Keir life in many things accord- 
ng to the word, as Herod did ; 
and say, “ Master,” to Christ, u I 
vill follow thee whithersoever 
hou goest," as the man who offer- 
ed to be Christ’s servant, (Matt, 
/iii. 19;) and may taste of the 
/irtues of the life to come, and 
>e partaker of the wonderful gifts 
f the Holy Spirit, and taste of 
he good word of God, as the 
apostates, who sin against the 
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Holy Ghost, (Heb vi.): and yet, 
all these are but like gold in clink 
and colour, and are watered brass 
and base metal. These are writ- 
ten, that we should try Gurselves, 
# and hot rest till we lie a step 
nearer Christ than sun-burn- 
ed and withering professors can 
come. •6. Consider it is impos- 
sible that your ^dol-slns and ye 
c&njgcTtQi heaven together : and, 
that they, who will not part with 
these, cannot indeed love Christ 
at the bottom, but only in word 
and show, which will not do the 
business. 7. Remember how 
swiftly God’s post, time, flieth 
away ; and that your forenoon is 
already spent, your afternoon will 
come, and then yopr evening, 
and, at last, night, when ye can- 
not see* to work : let your heart 
be set upon the finishing of your 
journey, and the summing and 
laying of your accounts with your 
Lord. Oh, how blessed shall ye 
be, to have a joyful welcome of 
your Lord at night! How bless- 
ed are they, who in time take 
sure course with their souls ! 
Bless his great name, for what ye 
possess in goods and children, 
ease and worldly contentment, 
that he hath given you : and 
seek to he like Christ in humility 
and lowlinevss of mind ; and be 
not great and entire with the 
world: make it not your god nor 
your lover, whom ye trust unto, 
for it will deceive you. 

I recommend Christ and his 
love to you, in all things. Let 
him have the flower of your heart 
and your love. Set a low price 
upon all things but Christ ; and 
cry down, in your thoughts, clay 
and dirt, that will not comfort 
you, when ye get summons to re- 
move, and compear before your 
Judge, to answer for all the deeds 
done in the body. The Lord 
give you wisdom in all things. I 


beseech y ou to sanctify Grod in 
your spewing, for holy and re- 
verend is mi name: and be tem- 
perat e and sober ; companionry', 
as ft ireaTTed TTs a sin tlmf bpTdeth 
men out of heaven. I will not 
believe that ye will receive the 
ministry of a stranger, who will 
preach a new and unco doctrine 
to you. Let my salvation stand 
for it, if I delivered not the plain 
and whole counsel of God to you 
in his word. 

Read this letter to your wife, 
and remember my love to her ; 
and request her to take heed to 
do what I write to you. I pray 
for you and yours. Remember 
me in your prayers to our Lord, 
that he would be pleased to send 
me amongst you again. Grace 
be with you. Your lawful and 
loving pastor, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CLXXXVII. 

TO MR. HUGH HENDERSON. 

Reverend and Dear Brother, — 
Who kneweth but the wind may 
turn into the west again, upon 
Christ and his desolate bride in 
this land ; and that Christ may 
get his summer by course again ? 
for he hath had ill weather this 
ong time, and could not find law 
or justice for himself and his 
truth these many years. I am 
sure the wheels of this crazed and 
broken Kirk run all upon no 
other axle-tree, nor is there any 
other to roll them, and cog them, 
and drive them, than the wisdom 
and good pleasure of our Lord ; 
and it were a just trick, and glo- 
rious, of never-sleeping Provi- 
dence, to bring our brethren’s 
darts, which they have shot at 
us, back upon -their own heads. 

N 
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Suppose they have two strings to 
their bow, and can one as 
another faileth them, *^et there 
are more than three strings upon 
our Lord’s bow; and, besides, he 
cannot miss the white that he 
shooteth at. I know that he 
shuffieth up and down in his hand 
the great body of heaven and 
earth ; and that Kirk and Com- 
monwealth are ip his hand, like a 
stock of cards, and that he dealeth 
the play to the mourners of Zion, 
and to those that say, u Lie down, 
that we may go over you,” at his 
own sovereign pleasure : and 1 
am sure, that Zion’s adversaries, 
in this play, shall not take up 
their own stakes again. Oh, how 
sweet a thing is it to trust in him ! 
When Christ hath sleeped out his 
sleep, (if I may speak so of him 
who is the Watchman of Israel, 
that neither slurnbereth nor sleep- 
eth,) and his own are tried, he 
will arise as a strong man after 
wine, and make bare his holy 
arm, and put on vengeance as a 
cloak, and deal vengeance thick 
and double amongst the haters of 
Zion. It may be that we may see 
him sow, and send down maledic- 
tions and vengeances, as, thick as 
drops of rain or hail, upon his 
enemies ; for our Lord owoth 
them a black day, and he useth 
duly to pay his debts : — neither 
his friends and followers, nor his 
foes and adversaries shall have it 
to say, “ that he is not faithful 
and exact in keeping his word.” 

I know of no bar in God’s way, 
but Scotland’s guiltiness ; and he 
can come over that impediment, 
and break that bar also, and then 
say to guilty Scotland, as he said, 
(Ezek. xxxvi.,) “ Not for your 
sakes,” &c. On-waiting had ever 
yet a blessed issue ; and to keep 
the word of God’s patience, keep- 
eth still the saints dry in the wa- 
ter, cold in the fire, and breath- 


ing and blood-hot in the grave. 
What’ are prisons of iron walls, 
and gates of brass, to Christ? 
Not so good as fail dykes, fortifi- 
cations of straw, or old tottering 
walls. If he give the word, then 
chains will fall off the arms and 
legs of his prisoners. God be 
thanked, that our LorU Jesus 
hath the tutoring of king, and 
court, and nobles ; and that he 
can dry the gutters and the mires 
in Zion, and lay causeways to the 
temple with the carcasses of bas- 
tard lord-prelates and idol-shep- 
herds. The corn on the house- 
tops got never the husbandman’s 
prayers, and so is seen on it, for 
it filleth not the hand of mowers. 
Christ, and truth, and innocency, 
worketh even under the earth : 
and verily there is hope for the 
righteous. We see not what 
conclusions pass in heaven anent 
all the affairs of God’s house. 
We need not give hire to God to 
take vengeance of his enemies, 
for justice worketh without hire. 
Oh, that the seed of hope would 
grow again, and come to maturi- 
ty 1 and that he would importune 
Christ, and double our knocks at 
his gate, and cast our cries and 
shouts over the wall, that he 
might come out, and make our 
Jerusalem the praise of the whole 
earth, and give us salvation for 
walls and bulwarks! If Christ 
bud, and grow green, and bloom, 
and bear seed again in Scotland, 
and his Father send him two 
summers in one year, and bless 
his crop, oh, what cause have we 
to rejoice in the free salvation of 
our Lord, and to set up our ban- 
ners in the name of our God ! 
Oh, that he would hasten the 
confusion of the leprous strum- 
pet, the Mother and Mistress of 
abominations in the earth, and 
take graven images out of the 
way, and come in with the Jews 
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in troops, and agree with his old 
outcast and forsaken wife, and 
take them again to his bed of love ! 

Grace be with you. Yours, in 
our Master and Lord, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CLXXXVIII. 

TO THE LADY LARGIRIE. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I exhort you in 
the Lord, to go on in your jour- 
ney to heaven ; and to he content 
of such fare by the way, as Christ 
and his followers have had before 
you ; for they had always the 
wind on their faces ; and our 
Lord hath not changed the way 
to us for our ease, but will have 
us following our sweet Guide. 
Alas, how doth sin clog us in our 
journey, and retard us ! What 
fools are we, to have a by-good, 
or any other love, or match to 
our souls, beside Christ ! It were 
best for us, like ill bairns, who 
are best heard at home, to seek 
our own home, and to sell our 
hopes of this little clay-inn and 
idol of the earth, where we are 
neither well summered, nor well 
wintered. Oh, that our souls 
would so fall at odds with the 
love of this world, as to think of 
it as a traveller doth of a drink of 
water, which is not any part of 
his treasure, but goeth away with 
the using; — for ten-miles journey 
maketh that drink to him as no- 
thing. Oh, that we had as soon 
done with this world, and could 
as quickly despatch the love of it ! 
but as a child cannot hold two 
apples in his little hand, but the 
one putteth the other out of its 
room ; so neither can we be mas- 
ters and lords of two loves. Bles- 
sed were we, if we could make 


ourselves master of that invalu- 
able treafti^e, the love of Christ ; 
or rather ^suffer ourselves to be 
mastered and subdued to Christ’s 
love, so as Christ were our all 
things, and all other things our 
nothings, and the refuse of our 
delights. Oh let us be ready for 
shipping against the time our 
Lord’s wind and tide call for us! 
Death is the last thief, that will 
come without the least din or noise 
of feet, and take our souls away, 
and we shall take our leave of 
lime, and face eternity; and our 
Lord will lay together the two 
sides of this earthly tabernacle, 
and fold us, and lay us by, as a 
man layeth by clothes at night, 
and put the one half of us in a 
house of clay, the dark grave, and 
the other half of us in heaven or 
hell. Seek to be found of your 
Lord in peace, and gather in your 
flitting, and put your soul in or- 
der, for Christ will not give a 
nail-breadth of time to our little 
sand-glass. 

Pray for Zion, and for me his 
prisoner, that he would be pleased 
to bring me amongst you again, 
full of Christ, and fraughted and 
loaden with the blessing of his 
Gospel. 

Grace, grace he with you. 
Yours, in his only Lord and 
Master, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CLXXXIX. 

TO EARLSTON, YOUNGER. 

Worthy, and Dearly Beloved 
in our Lord, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I long to hear 
from you. I remain still a pri- 
soner of hope, and do think it 
service to the Lord, to wait on 
still with submission, till the 
n 2 
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Lord’s morning sky break, and 
his summer day dawn: for I am 
persuaded that it is a piece of 
the chief errand of our life, which 
God sent us for some years down 
to this earth, among devils and 
men, the fire-brands of the devil, 
and temptations, that we might 
suffer for a time here amongst 
our enemies; otherwise he might 
have made heaven to wait on us, 
at our coming out of the womb, 
and have carried us home to our 
country, without letting us set 
down our feet in this knotty and 
thorny life. But seeing a piece 
of suffering is carved to every one 
of us, less or more, as infinite 
wisdom hath thought good, our 
part is to harden and habituate 
our soft and thin-skinned nature, 
to endure fire and water, devils, 
lions, men, losses, wo hearts, as 
those that are looked upon by 
God, angels, men, and devils. 
Oh, what folly is it, to sit down 
and weep upon a decree of God, 
that is both deaf and dumb to 
our tears, and must stand still as 
unmoveable as God who made 
it ! for who can come behind our 
Lord, to alter, or better what he 
hath decreed and done? It were 
better to make windows in our 
prison' and to look out to God 
and our country, heaven, and to 
cry like fettered men, who long 
for the King’s free air, “ Lord, 
let thv kingdom come! Oh, let 
the Bridegroom come! And, 0 
day, O fair day, O everlasting 
summer day, dawn and shine out, 
break out from under the black 
night sky, and shine!” I am 
persuaded that, if every day a 
little stone in the prison walls 
were broken, and thereby assur- 
ance given to the chained prison- 
er, lying under twenty stone of 
irons upon arms and legs, that 
at length his chain should wear 
into two pieces, and a hole should 


he made at length, as wide as he 
might come safely out to his long- 
desired liberty; he would, in pa- 
tience, wait on, till time should 
holl the prison wall and break his 
chains. The Lord’s hopeful pri- 
soners, under their trials, are in 
that case. Years and months 
will take out now one little stone, 
then another, of this house of 
clay, and at length time t-hall win 
out the breadth of a fair door, 
and send out the imprisoned soul 
to the free air in heaven; and 
time shall file off, by little and 
little, our iron bolts, which are 
now on legs and arms, and out- 
date, and wear our troubles 
threadbare, and full of holes, and 
then wear them to nothing; — for 
what I suffered yesterday, I know r , 
shall never come again to trouble 
me. 

Oh, that we could breathe out 
new hope, and new submission 
every day, into Christ’s lap ! 
Tor certainly, a weight of glory 
well weighed, yea, increasing to a 
far more exceeding and eternal 
weight, shall recompense both 
w r eight and length of light, and 
clipped and short-dated crosses. 
Our waters are hut ebb, and 
come neither to our chin, nor to 
the stopping of our breath. I 
may see (if I w r ouId borrow eyes 
from Christ) dry land, and that 
near ; why then should we not 
laugh at adversity, and scorn our 
short-born and soon-dying temp- 
tations? I rejoice in the hope of 
that glory to be revealed, for it 
is no uncertain glory which .we 
look for. Our hope is not hung 
upon such an untwisted thread 
as, I imagine so, or. It is like- 
ly : but the cable, the strong 
towe of our fastened anchor, is 
the oath and promise of him who 
is eternal verity ; our salvatior 
is fastened with God’s own hand, 
and with Christ’s own strength, 
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% the strong stoup of God’s un- 
changeable nature. (Mai. iii. 
6,) “ I am the Lord, I change 
not ; and, therefore, ye sons of 
Jacob are not consumed.” We 
may play, and dance, and leap 
upon our worthy and immoveable 
Rock the ground is sure and 
good, and will bide hell’s brang- 
ling, and devils' brangling, and 
the word’s assaults. 

Oh, if our faith could ride it 
out, against the high and proud 
waves and winds, when our sea 
seemeth to be all on fire! Oh, 
how oft do I let my grips go ! I 
am put to swimming and half 
sinking. I find that the devil 
hath the advantage of the ground, 
in this battle ; for he fighteth on 
known ground, in our corrupt 
nature. Alas ! that is a friend 
-near of kin and blood to himself, 
and will not fail to fall foul 
upon us : and hence it is, that 
He who saveth to the uttermost, 
and leadeth many sons to glory, 
is still righting my salvation, and 
twenty times a-day I ravel my hea- 
ven, and then I must come with 
my ill-ravelled work to Christ, 
to cumber him, (as it were,) to 
right it, and to seek again the 
right end of the thread, and to 
fold up again mv eternal glory 
with his own hand, and to give a 
right cast of his holy and gracious 
hand to my marred and spilled 
salvation. Certainly, it is a cum- 
bersome thing, to keep a foolish 
ohild from falls and broken brows, 
and weeping for this and that toy, 
artd rash running, and sickness, 
and bairns’ diseases j ere he win 
through them all, and win out of 
the mires, be costeth meikle black 
cumber and fashery to his keep- 
ers : and so is a believer a cum- 
bersome piece of work, and an 
ill -ravelled hesp, (as we use to 
say,) to Christ ; but God be 
thanked, for many spilled salva- 


tions, and many ill-ravelled hesps 
hath Christ mended, since first 
ie entered Tutor to lost mankind. 
Oh, what could we, bairns, do 
without him ! how soon would we 
mar all ! But the less of our 
weight be upon our own feeble 
legs, and the more that we be on 
Christ the strong Rock, the bet- 
er for us ; it is good for us, that- 
ever Christ took the cumber of 
us; it is our heaven, to lay many 
weights and burdens upon Christ, 
and to make him all we have, root 
and top, beginning and ending of 
our salvation. Lord hold us here. 

Now to this tutor , and rich 
Lord, I recommend you. Hold 
fast till he come ; and remember 
his prisoner. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his and your Lord Je- 
sus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CXC. 

TO MR. WILLIAM DALGLEISH. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you — I received your letter. I 
bless our high and only wise 
Lord, who hath broken the snare 
that men had laid for you ; and 
l hope, that now he will keep 
you in his house, in despite of 
the powers of hell. Who know- 
eth, but the streets of our Jeru- 
salem shall yet be filled with 
young men, and with old men, 
and boys, and women with child ; 
and that they shall plant vines in 
the mountains of Samaria ? I 
am sure that the wheels, paces, 
and motions of this poor Church 
are tempered and ruled, not as 
men would, but according to the 
good pleasure and infinite wisdom 
of our only wise Lord. 
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I am here, waiting in hope that 
my innocency, in this honourable 
cause, shall melt this cloud that 
men have casten over me. I 
know that mj Lord had his own 
quarrels against me, and that 
my dross stood in need of this hot 
furnace : but I rejoice in this, 
that fair truth, beautiful truth, 
(whose glory my Lord cleareth 
to me more and more,) beareth 
me company ; and that my weak 
aims to honour my Master, in 
bringing guests to his house, now 
swell upon me in comforts ; and 
that I am not afraid that I want 
a witness in heaven, that it was 
my joy to\have a crown put upon 
Christ’s head in that country. 
Oh, what joy would I have, to 
see the wind turn upon the ene- 
mies of the cross of Christ, and 
to see my Lord Jesus restored, 
with the voice of praise, to his 
own free throne again ; and to be 
brought amongst you, to see the 
beauty of the Lord’s house ! 

I hope that country will not be 
so silly, as to suffer men to pluck | 
you away from them ; and, that 
ye will use means to keep my 
place empty and to bring me back 
again to the people to whom I 
have Christ’s right and his 
Church’s lawful calling. 

* Dear Brother, let Christ be 
dearer and dearer to you ; let 
the conquest of souls be top and 
root, flower and bloom of your 
joys and desires, on this side of 
sun and moon ; and in the day 
when the Lord shall pull up the 
four stakes of this clay tent of 
the earth, and the last pickle of 
sand shall be at the nick of fall- 
ing down in your watch-glass, 
and the master shall call the ser- 
vants of the vineyard to give them 
their hire, ye will esteem the 
bloom of this world’s glory like 
the colours of the rainbow, that 
no man can put into his purse 


and treasure ; ycrur labour an& 
pains will then smile upon you. 

My Lord now hath given me 
experience, (howbeit weak and 
small,) that our best fare here is 
hunger. We are but at God’s 
by-board, in this lower house; 
we have cause to long for^supper- 
time, and the high table, up in 
the high palace ; this world de- 
served nothing, but de outer 
court of our soul. Lord, hasten 
the marriage-supper of the Lamb. 

I find it still peace to give up 
with this present world, as with 
an old decourted and cast off lov- 
er : my bread and drink in it, is 
not so much worth that I should 
not loathe the inns, and pack up 
my desires for Christ, whom I 
have sent out to the feckless crea- 
tures in it. Grace, grace be 
with you. Your affectionate Bro- 
ther, and Christ’s prisoner, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CXCI. 

TO THE LAIRD OF CALLY. 

Much Honoured Sir, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace be to you — I 
long to hear how your soul pros- 
pered ! I have that confidence 
that your soul mindeth Christ 
and salvation. I beseech you, in 
the Lord, to give more pains and 
diligence to fetch heaven, than 
the country-sort of lazy profes- 
sors, who think their own faith 
and their own godliness, because 
it is their own, best ; and content 
themselves with a coldrife custom 
and course, with a resolution to 
summer and winter in that sort 
of profession which the multitude 
and the times favour ntost ; and 
are still shaping and clipping and 
carving their faith, according as 
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it may best stand with their sum- 
mer, sun and a whole skin ; and 
so breathe out both hot and cold 
in God’s matters, according to 
the course of the times : this is 
their compass which they sail to- 
ward heaven by, instead of a bet- 
ter. Worthy, and dear sir, se- 
parate yourself from such, and 
bend yourself to the utmost of 
your strength and breath, in run- 
ning fast for salvation ; and, in 
taking Christ’s kingdom, use vio- 
lence. It cost Christ and all his 
followers sharp showers and hot 
sweats, ere they won to the top 
of the mountain : but still our 
soft nature would have heaven 
coming to our bedside, when we 
are sleeping, and lying dowm 
with us, that we might go to hea- 
ven in warm clothes ; hut all that 
came there, found wet feet by the 
way, and sharp storms, that did 
take the skin off their face, and 
found tos and fros, and ups and 
downs, and many enemies by the 
way. 

It is impossible that a man can 
take his lusts to heaven w ith him ; 
such wares as these will not be 
welcome there. Oh, how loath 
are we to forego our packalds 
and burdens, that hinder us to 
run our race with patience ! It 
is no small work to displease and 
anger nature, that we may please 
God. Oh, if it be hard to win 
one foot or half an inch out of 
our own will, our ow r n wit, out 
of our own ease and worldly lusts j 
and so to deny ourself, and to 
say s It is not I but Christ, not 
I but grace, not I but God’s glo 
ry, not I but God’s love con 
straining me, not I but the Lord’s 
word, not I but Christ’s com 
manding power in me ! Oh 
what pains, and what a death i: 
it to nature, to turn me, myself, 
my lust, my ease, my credit, over 
unto my Lord, my Saviour, my 


King, and my God, my Lord’s 
will, my Lord’s grace! But alas! 
that idol, that whorish creature, 
myself, is the master-idol we all 
bow to. What made Evah mis- 
:arry ? and what hurried . her 
headlong upon the forbidden 
fruit, but that wretched thing, 
herself? What drew that bro- 
her-murderer to kill Abel? that 
wild, himself. What drove the 
old world on to corrupt their 
ways ? what, but themselves, and 
their own pleasure ? What was 
the cause of Solomon’s falling 
nto adultery and multiplying of 
drange wives? what, but himself, 
whom he would rather pleasure 
than God ? What was the hook 
that took David and snared him 
first in adultery, but his self-lust; 
and then in murder, but his self- 
credit and self-honour ? What 
led Peter on to deny his Lord ? 
was it not a piece of himself, and 
self-love to a whole skin ? What 
made Judas sell his Master for 
thirty pieces of money, but a 
piece of self-love, idolizing of 
avaricious self ? What made 
Demas to go off the way of the 
Gospel, to embrace this present 
world? even self-love and love of 
gain for himself. Every man 
blameth the devil for~Eis sins ; 
but the great devil, the house-de- 
vil of every man, the liouse-devil 
that eateth and lieth in every 
man’s bosom, is that idol that kill- 
eth all, himself. Oh, blessed 
are they, who can deny them- 
selves, and put Christ in the room 
of themselves! Oh, would to 
tfie Lord, that I had not a my- 
self, but Christ ; nor a my lust, 
but Christ ; nor a my ease, but 
Christ ; nor a my honour, but 
Christ 1 Oh, sweet word! (Gal. 
ii. 20,) 41 I live no more, but 
Christ liveth in met” Oh, if 
every one would put away him- 
self, his own self, his own ease, 
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ibis own pleasure, his own credit hath a large share both of my 
and his own twenty things, his prayers and careful thoughts, 
own hundred things, which he Sir, remember that a precious 
setteth up, as idols, above Christ! treasure and prize is upon this 
Dear sir, I know that ye will be short play that ye are now upon; 
looking back to your old self, and even the eternity of well or wo 
to your self-lust and self-idol, to your soul standeth upon the 
which ye set up in the lusts of little point of your well o£ ill em- 
youth, above Christ. ployed short and swift posting 

Worthy sir, pardon this my sand-glass. Seek the Lord while 
freedom of love, God is my wit- he may be found; the Lferd wait- 
ness, that it is out of an earnest eth upon you. Your soul is of 
desire after your soul’s eternal no little price. Gold or silver, 
welfare, that I use this freedom of as much bounds as would co- 


of speech. Your sun, I know is 
lower, and your evening sky and 
sun-setting nearer than when 1 
saw you last : strive to end your 
task before night, and to make 
Christ yourself, and to acquaint 
your love and your heart with 
the Lord. Stand now by Christ 
and his truth, when so many fall 
foully, and are false to him. 1 
hope that ye love him and his 
truth : let me have power with 
you to confirm you in him. 1 
think more of my Lord’s sweet 
cross than of a crown of gold, 
and a free kingdom lying to it. 

Sir, I remember you in my 
prayers to the Lord, according 
to my promise. Help me with 
your prayers, that our Lord 
would be pleased to bring me 
amongst you again, with the Gos- 
pel of Christ. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweetest Lord, and 
Master, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CXCII. 

TO JOHN CORDON, OF CARDONESS, 
YOUNGER. 

Dearly Beloved in our Lord, — 
Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you — I long exceedingly to hear 
of the case of your soul, which 


ver the highest heaven round 
about, cannot buy it. To live as 
others do, and to be free* of open 
sins, that the world crieth shame 
upon, will not bring you to hea- 
ven. As much civility and coun- 
try discretion as would lie be- 
tween you and heaven, will not, 
lead you one foot or one inch a- 
bove condemned nature ; and 
therefore take pains upon seeking 
of salvation, and give your will, 
wit, humour, the green desires 
of youth’s pleasures, off your 
hand to Christ. It is not possible 
you to know till experience 
teach you, how dangerous a time 
youth is : it is like green and wet 
timber ; when Christ casteth fire 
>n it, it taketh not fire. There 
s need here of more than ordi- 
nary pains, for corrupt nature 
hath a good back-friend of youth: 
and sinning against light will put 
out your candle, and stupify your 
conscience, and bring upon it 
more coverings and skin, and the 
feeling and sense of guiltiness ; 
and when that is done, the devil 
is like a mad horse that hath bro- 
ken his bridle, and runneth away 
with his rider whither he listeth. 
Learn to know that which the 
apostle knew — the deceitfulness 
of sin. Strive to 
and reading, and holy company, 
and holy conference your delight $ ) 
and when ^delight cometh in, ye 
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shall by little and little smell the 
sweetness of Christ, till at length 
your soul be over head and ears 
in Christ’s sweetness. Then shall 
ye be taken up to the top of the 
mountain with the Lord, to know 
the ravishments of spiritual love, 
and the glory and excellency of a 
seen, i%vealed, felt, and embraced 
Christ : and then ye shall not be 
able to ioose yourself off Christ, 
and to bind your soul to old lov- 
ers : then, and never till then, 
are all the paces, motions, walk- 
ings, and wheels of your soul in 
a right tune, and in a spiritual 
temper. 

But if this world and the lusts 
thereof be your delight, I know 
not what Christ can make of you ; 
ye cannot be metal to be a vessel 
of glory and mercy. As the 
Lord liveth, thousand thousands 
are beguiled with security, be* 
cause God, and wrath, and judg- 
ment are not terrible to them. 
Stand in awe of God, and of the 
warnings of a checking and re- 
buking conscience. Make others 
to see Christ in you, moving, do- ; 
ing, speaking and thinking : your 
actions" will smell of him, if he 
be in you. There is an instinct 
in the new-born babes of Christ, 
like the instinct of nature that 
leads birds to build their nests, 
and bring forth their young, and 
love such and such places, as 
woods, forests, and wildernesses, 
better than other places. The 
instinct of nature maketh a man 
love his mother-country, above 
all countries ; the instinct of re- 
newed ^nature and supernatural 
grace, - " wiH'lead you to such and 
stfclf works, as to love your coun- 
try abgve, to sigh to be clothed 
with your house not made with 
hands, and to call your borrowed 
prison here below, a borrowed 
prison ; and to look upon it ser- 
vant-like and pilgrim-like : and 


the pilgrim’s eye and look is a 
disdainful-like, discontented cast 
of his eye, his heart crying after 
his eye, Fy, fy, this is not like 
my country. 

I recommend to you the mend- 
ing of a hole, and reforming of a 
failing, one or other, every week; 
and put off a sin, or a piece of it, _ 
as of 'anger, wrath, lust, intem- 
perance, every day, that ye" may 
more easily master the remnant 
of your corruption. God hath 
given you a wife ; love her, and 
let her breasts satisfy you ; and, 
for the Lord’s sake, drink no 
waters, but out of your own cis- 
tern : strange wells are poison. 
Strive to learn some new way 
against your corruption from the 
man of God, Mr. William Dal- 
gleish, or other servants of God. 
Sleep not sound, till ye find your- 
self in that case, that ye dare look 
death in the face and durst ha- 
zard your soul upon "eternity. I 
;im sure, that many ells and in- 
ches of the short thread of your 
life are by-hand since I saw you : 
and that thread hath an end ; and 
ye have no hands to cast a knot, 
and add one day or a finger 
breadth to the end of it. When 
hearing, and seeing, and the outer 
walls of the clay-house shall fall 
down, and life shall render the 
besieged castle of clay to death 
and judgment, and ye find your 
time worn ebb and run out, what 
thoughts will you then have of 
idol -pleasures, that possibly are 
now sweet ? what bud or hire 
would you then give for the 
Lord’s favour ? and what a price 
would you then give for pardon ? 
It were not amiss to think , ‘ 1 What 
if I were to receive a doom, and 
to enter into a furnace of fire and 
brimstone ? what if it come to 
this, that I shall have no portion 
but utter darkness ? and what if 
1 be brought to this, to be ban- 
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ished from the presence of God, 
*hd to be given over to God’s 
serjeants, the devil, and the power 
of the second death ?” Put your 
soul, by supposition, in such a 
case, and consider what horror 
would take hold of you, and what 
ye would then esteem of pleasing 
yourself in the course of sin. 
Oh, dear sir, for the Lord's sake 
awake to live righteously, and 
love your poor soul ! and after ye 
have seen this, my letter, say with 
yourself, 44 The Lord will seek 
an account of this warning which 
I have received.” 

Lodge Christ in your family. 
Receive no stranger hireling as 
your pastor. I bless your child- 
ren. Grace be with you. Your 
lawful, and loving pastor, S.R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CXCIII. 

TO ROBERT GORDON, BaIUE OF 
AYR. 

Worthy Sir, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you — I long to 
hear from you. Our Lord is with 
his afflicted Kirk, so that this 
burning bush is not consumed to 
ashes. 1 know that submissive 
on-waiting for the Lord will at 
leugth ripen the joy and deliver- 
ance of his own, who are truly 
blessed on-waiters. What is the 
dry and miscarrying hope of all 
them who are not in Christ, hut 
confusion and wind? Oh, how 
pitifully and miserably are the 
children of this world beguiled, 
whose wine cometh home to them, 
water j and their gold, brass and 
tin ! And what wonder, that 
hopes builded upon sand should 
fall and sink ? It were good for us 
all to abandon the forlorn, and 
blasted, and withered hope, which 


we have had in the creature ; and 
let us henceforth come and drink 
water out of our own well, even 
the fountain of living waters, and 
build ourselves and our hope upon 
Christ, our Rock. But, alas! 
that that natural love, which we 
have to this borrowed home, that 
we were born in ; and that this 
clay city, the vain earth, should 
have the largest share* of our 
heart 1 Our poor, lean, and 
empty dreams of confidence in 
something beside God, are no 
further travelled, than up and 
down the noughty and feckless 
creatures. God may say of uS, 
as he said, (Amos vi. 13,) “ Ye 
rejoice in a thing of nought.” 
Surely we spin our spider’s web 
with pain, and build our rotten 
and tottering house upon a lie, 
and falsehood, and vanity. 

Oh, w hen will we learn to have 
thoughts higher than the sun and 
moon, and learn our joy, hope, 
confidence, and our soul’s desires, 
to look up to our best country, 
and to look down to clay tent® 
set up for a night’s lodging or 
two in this unknown land, and 
laugh at our childish conceptions 
and imaginations, that suck our 
joy out of creatures, wo, sorrow, 
losses, and grief! 44 O sweetest 
Lord Jesus ! O fairest God- 
head ! O Flower of men and 
angels ! why are we such stran- 
gers to, and far-off beholders of, 
thy glory ?” Oh, it were our 
happiness for evermore, that God 
would cast a pest, a botch, a le- 
prosy, upon our part of this great 
whore, a fair and well-busked 
world, that clay might no longer 
deceive us ! But oh, that God 
may burn and blast our hope 
hereaway, rather than that otir 
hope should live to burn us ! 
Alas, the wrong side of Christ, 
to speak so, bis black side, his 
suffering side, his wounds* his 
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bare coat, bis wants, his wrongs, 
the oppressions of men done to 
him, are turned towards mens’ 
eyes ; and they see not the best 
and fairest side of Christ, nor see 
they his amiable face and his 
beauty, that men and angels won- 
der at. 

Sir,4end your thoughts to these 
things, and learn to contemn this 
world, a^id to turn your eyes and 
heart away from beholding the 
masked beauty of all things under 
time’s law and doom. See Him 
who is invisible and his invisible 
things ; draw by the curtain, and 
look in with liJking and longing 
to a kingdom undefiled, that fad- 
eth not away, reserved for j'ou 
in the heaven. This is worthy 
of your pains, and worthy of 
your soul’s sweating, and labour- 
ing, and seeking after, night and 
day. Fire will flee over the earth 
and all that is in it ; even des- 
truction from the Almighty. Fy, 
fy upon that hope, that shall be 
dried up by the root ! Fy upon 
the drunken night bargains, and 
the drunken and mad covenants, 
that sinners make with death and 
hell after cups, and when men’s 
souls are mad and drunken with 
the love of this lawless life. They 
think to make a nest for their 
hopes, and take quarters and con- 
ditions of hell and death, that 
they shall have ease, long life, 
peace ; and in the morning, when 
the last trumpet shall awake them , 
then they rue the block. It is 
time, and high time for you, to 
think upon death and your ac- 
counts, and to remember what ye 
are, and where ye will be before 
the year of our Lord 1700. I 
hope ye are thinking upon this. 
Pull at your soul, and draw it 
aside from the company that it is 
with, and round and whisper into 
it newj3 of eternity, death, judg. 
ment, heaven and hell. Grace, 


■race be with you. Yours, in 
iis sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 
Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTERJJXCIV. 

TO ALEXANDER GORDON, OF EARL- 
STON. 

Much Honoured sir, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace be to you — It 
is like, if ye, the gentry and 
nobility of this nation, be men in 
the streets, as the word speaketh, 
for the Lord, that he will now 
deliver his flock, and gather and 
rescue his scattered sheep, from 
the hands of cruel and rigorous 
lords, that^have ruled over them 
with force. Oh, that mine eyes 
might see the moon-light turn to 
the light of the sun ! But I still 
fear that the quarrel of a broken 
covenant in Scotland standeth be- 
fore the Lord. 

However it be, I avouch it be- 
fore the world, that the taber- 
nacle of the Lord shall again be 
in the midst of Scotland, and the 
glory of the Lord shall dwell in 
beauty, as the light of many days 
in one, in this land. Oh, what 
could my soul desire more, next 
to my Lord Jesus, while I am in 
this flesh, hut that Christ and 
his kingdom might be great 
among Jews and Gentiles ; and 
that the isles (and amongst them 
overclouded and darkened Bri- 
tain) might have the glory of a 
noon-day’s sun! Oh, that I had 
any thing (l will not except my 
part in Christ) to wadset or lay 
in pledge, to redeem apd buy 
such glory to my highest and 
royal Prince, my sweet Lord Je- 
sus ! My poor little heaven were 
well bestowed, if it could stand a 
pawn for ever, to set on high the 
glory of ray Lord ; hut I know 
that he needeth not wages nor 
hire at my hand ; yea, I know, 
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if my eternal glory could weigh 
down in weight its lone, all the 
eternal glory of the blessed an- 
gels, and of all the spirits of just 
and perfect *pen, glorified and to 
be glorified, 5 ^, alas ! how far am 
I engaged to forego it for, and 
tgive it over to Christ, so being 
he might thereby be set on high 
above ten thousand thousand mil- 
lions of heavens, in the conquest 
of many, many nations to his 
kingdom l Oh, that his king- 
dom would come! Oh,*that all 
the world would stoop before 
him ! Oh, blessed hands that 
shall put the crown upon Christ’s 
head in Scotland ! But, alas ! 
I can scarce get leave to ware my 
love on him : I can find no ways 
to lay out my heart upon Christ : 
and my love, that I with my soul 
bestow on him, is like to die upon 
my hand, and I think it no bairn’s 
play to he hungered with Christ’s 
love. To love him, and to want 
him, wanteth little of hell. I am 
sure that he knoweth how my joy 
would swell upon me, from a 
little well to a great sea, to have 
as much of his love, and as wide 
a soul answerable to comprehend 
it, till I cried, 44 Hold, Lord, no 
more.” But I find that he will 
not have me to be mine own 
steward, nor mine own carver. 
Christ keepeth the keys of Christ 
(to speak so) and of his own love, 
and he is a wiser distributer than 
I can take up : 1 know that there 
is more in him than would make 
me run over like a coast -full sea. 
I were happy for evermore, to 
get leave to stand but beside 
Christ and his love, and to look 
in, suppose I were interdicted of 
God to come near hand, touch, 
or embrace, kiss, or set to my 
sinful head, and drink myself 
drunk with that lovely thing. 
God send me that which I would 
have $ for now I verily see, mi re 


clearly than before, our folly in 
drinking dead' waters, and in 
playing the whore with our soul’s 
love upon running-out wells, and 
broken sherds of creatures of 
yesterday, which time will unlaw 
with the penalty of losing their 
being and natural ornaments. 
Oh, when a soul’s love is Etching 
(to speak so) for God ; and 
when Christ, in his boundless 
and bottomless love, beauty, and 
excellency, cometh and rubbeth 
up and exciteth that love, what 
can be heaven, if this be not hea- 
ven ? I am sure that this bit 
feckless, narrow jmd short love 
of regenerated sinners, was born 
for no other end, than to breathe, 
and live, and love, and dwell in 
the bosom and betwixt the breasts 
of Christ. Where is there a bed 
or a lodging for the saints’ love, 
but Christ? Oh, that he would 
take ourselves off our hand ! for 
neither we, nor the creatures can 
be either due conquest or lawful 
heritage to love : Christ, and 
none but Christ, is Lord and 
Proprietor of it. Oh, alas, how 
pitiful is it, that so much of our 
love goeth by him ! Oh, but we 
be wretched wasters of our soul’s 
love ! I know it to be the depth 
of bottomless and unsearchable 
providence, that the saints are 
suffered to play the whore from 
God, and that their love goeth 
a-hunting, when God knoweth 
that it shall roast nothing of that 
at supper time. The renewed 
would have it otherwise ; and 
why is it so, seeing our Lord can 
keep us without nodding, totter- 
ing, or reeling, or any fall at all ? 
Our desires, I hope, shall meet 
with perfection : hut God will 
have our sins an office-house for 
Go*d’s grace, and hath made sin 
a matter of an unlaw and penalty 
for the Son of God’s blood i and 
howbeit sin should be our sorrow, 
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$et there is a sort of acquiescing 
and resting upon God’s dispensa- 
tion required of us, that there is 
such a thing in us as sin, where- 
upon mercy, forgiveness, healing, 
curing, in our sweet Physician, 
may find a field to work upon. 
Oh, what a deep is here, that 
create wisdom cannot take up ! 
However matters go, it is our 
happin§ss to win new ground 
daily in Christ’s love, and to pur- 
chase a new piece of it daily, and 
to add conquest to conquest, till 
our Lord Jesus and we be so near 
each other, that Satan shall not 
draw a straw or a thread be- 
twixt us. 

And, for myself, I have no 
greater joy, in my well-favoure< 
bonds for Christ, than that I 
know time will put him and me 
together ; and that my love and 
longing hath room and liberty, 
amidst my bonds and foes (where- 
of there are not a few here of ah 
ranks) to go to visit the borders 
and outer coasts of the country 
of my Lord Jesus, and see, a 
least afar off and darkly, the 
country which shall be mine in 
heritance, which is the due of mv 
Lord Jes^is, both through birth 
and conquest. I dare avouch t< 
all that know God, that the saint! 
know not the length and large 
ness of the sweet earnest, and o 
the sweet green sheaves befor< 
the harvest, that might be had 
on this side of the water, if we 
would take more pains : and tha 
we all go to heaven with less 
earnest, and lighter purses of th 
hoped-for sum, than otherwis 
we might do, if we took, more 
pains to win further in upon 
Christ, in this pilgrimage of our 
absence from him. 

Grace, grace and glory be you 
portion. Yours, in his sweei 
LordJeslus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 
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* TO ROBERT STUART. 

My very Deal* Brother, — 
rrace, mercy, and peace be to 
you — Ye are heartily welcome to 
my world of suffering, and heartily 
welcome to my Master’s house 
God give you much joy of your 
new Master. If I have been in 
the%ouse before you, I were not 
faithful to give the house an ill 
name, or to speak evil of the 
Lord of the family ; I rather 
wish God’s holy Spirit, — O Lord, 
breathe upon me with that Spirit, 
— to tell you the fashions of the 
house. One thing I can say, by 
on-waiting ye will grow a great 
man with the Lord of the house. 
Hang on till ye get some good 
from Christ. Lay all your loads 
and your weights by faith upon 
Christ ; take ease to yourself, 
and let him bear all : he can, he 
dow, he will bear you, howbeit 
hell were upon your back. I re- 
joice that he is come, and hath 
chosen you in the furnace ; it was 
even there when ye and he set 
tryst. That is an old gate of 
Christ’s : he keepeth the good 
old fashion with you, that was in 
Hosea’s days ; (Hos. ii. 14,) 
“ There, behold, I will allure 
her, and bring her to the wilder- 
ness, and speak to her heart.’ 1 
There w f as no talking to her 
heart, while he and she were 
in the fair and flourishing city, 
and at ease ; but out in the cold, 
hungry, waste wilderness, he al- 
lureth her, he whispered news 
into her ear there, and said, 
kk Thou art mine.” What would 
ye think of such a bode? Ye 
may- soon do worse than say, 
“ Lord, hold all ; Lord Jesus, a 
bargain be it, it shall not go back 
Ion my side.” 
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Ye have gotten a great advan- 
tage in the way of heaven that ye 
have started to the gate in the 
morning. Like a fool, as I was, 
I suffered my sun to be high in 
the heaven, ttttd near afternoon, 
before ever I took the gate by 
the end. I pray you now keep 
the advantage ye have. My heart , 
be not lazy ; set quickly up the 
brae on hands and feet, as if the 
last pickle of sand were running 
out of your glass, and death Were 
coming to turn the glass: and be 
very careful to take heed to your 
feet, in that slippery and danger- 
ous way of youth, that ye are 
walking in. The devil and temp- 
tations now have the advantage 
of the brae of you, and are upon 
your wand-hand, and your work- 
ing-hand. Dry timber will soon 
take fire. Be covetous and greedy 
of the grace of God, and beware 
that it be not holiness which com- 
eth only from the cross ; for too 
many are that way disposed. 
(Psalm lxxviii. 34,) u When he 
slew them then they sought him, 
and they returned and inquired 
early after God.” (Verse 36,) 
u Nevertheless, they did flatter 
him with their mouth, and they 
lied unto him with their tongues.” 
It is part of our hypocrisy, to give 
God fair white-words, when he 
hath us in his grips, (if I may 
speak so,) arid to flatter him till 
he win to the fair fields again. 
Try well green godliness, and 
examine what it is that ye love 
in Christ. If ye love but Christ’s 
sunny side, and would have only 
summer weather and a land-gate, 
not a sea-way to heaven, your 
profession will play you a slip, 
and the winter-well will go dry 
again in summer. 

Make no sports nor bairn’s play 
of Christ; but labour for a sound 
and lively sight of sin, that ye may 
judge yourself an undone man, a 


damned slave of hell and of sin, 
one dying in your own blood, ex- 
cept Christ come and rue upon 
you, and take you up ; and, there- 
fore, make sure and fast work of 
conversion. Cast the earth deep ; 
and down, down with the old 
work, the building of confusion, 
that was there before ; and let 
Christ lay new work, and make 
a new creation within you^ Look 
if Christ’s rain goeth down to the 
root of your withered plants, and 
if his love wound your heart whill 
it bleed with sorrow for sin, and 
if ye can pant and fall a-swoon, 
and be like to die for that lovely 
one, Jesus. I know that Christ 
will not be hid where he is ; 
grace will ever speak for itself, 
and be fruitful in well-doing ; 
the sanctified cross is a fruitful 
tree, it bringeth forth many ap- 
ples. 

If I should tell you by some 
weak experience, what I have 
found in Christ, ye or others 
could hardly believe me. I 
thought notthe hundredth part of 
Christ long since, that I do now, 
though, alas ! my thoughts are 
>tili infinitely below his worth. 

I have a dwining, sigkly, and 
pained life, for a real possession 
of him ; and am troubled with 
love-brashes and love-fevers; but 
t is a sweet pain. I would re- 
fuse no conditions, not hell ex- 
ited, (reserving always God’s 
hatred,) to buy possession of Je- 
sus : but, alas 1 I am not a mer- 
chant, who have any money to 
give for him : I must either come 
o a good -cheap market, where 
wares are had for nothing, eke I 
go home empty. But I have 
casten this work upon Christ to 
get me himself. I have his faith, 
and truth, and promise, (as a 
pawn of his,) all engaged that l 
shall obtain that which my hungry 
desires would be at, and I esteem 
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that the choice of my happiness ; tongue to the stump , in extolling 
and for Christ’s cross, especially his highness! But it is my daily- 
the garland and flower of all growing sorrow, that I am con- 
crosses, to suffer for his name, I founded with his incomparable 
esteem it more than I can write love, and that he doeth so great 


or speak to you. And I write it 
under mine own hand to you, that 
it is one of the steps of the ladder 
up to#our country, and Christ, 
(whoever be one,) is still at the 
heavy end of this black tree, and 
so it is but as a feather to me. I 
need not run at leisure, because 
of a burden on my back : my back 
never bare the like of it ; the 
more heavily crossed for Christ, 
the soul is still the lighter for the 
journey. 

Now, would to God that all 
cold-blooded, faint-hearted sol- 
diers of Christ would look again 
to Jesus, and to his love ; and 
when they look, I would have 
them to look again and again, 
and fill themselves with beholding 
of Christ’s beauty ; and I dare 
say then, that Christ would come 
into great court and request with 
many. The virgins would flock 
fast about the Bridegroom ; they 
would embrace and take hold of 
him, and not let him go : — but 
when I have spoken of him, till 
my head riVe, I have said just 
nothing, I may begin again. A 
Godhead, a Godhead is a world’s 
wonder. Set ten thousand thou- 
sand new-made worlds of angels 
and elect men, and double them 
in number, ten thousand, thou- 
sand, thousand times ; let their 
heart and tongues be ten thousand 
thousand times more agile and 
large, than the heart and tongues 
of the seraphim that stand with 
six wings before him, (Isa. vi. 
2 ,) when they have said all for 
the glorifying and praising of the 
Lord Jesus, they have but spoken 
little or nothing ; his love Mill a- 
bide all possible creatures to 
praise. Oh, if I could wear this 


things for my soul, in d hath got 
never yet any thing of me worth 
the speaking of. Sir, I charge 
you, help me to praise him : it is 
a shame to speak of what he hath 
done for me, and what I do to 
him again. I am sure that Christ 
hatfe many drowned dyvours in 
heaven beside him ; and when 
we are convened, man and angel, 
at the great day, in that fair last 
meeting, we are all but his drown- 
3d dyvours : it is hard to say, 
who oweth him most. If men 
could do no more, I M r ould have 
them to wonder : if we cannot be 
filled with Christ’s love, we may 
he filled with wondering. 

Sir, I would that I could per- 
suade you to grow sick for Christ, 
and to long after him, and be 
pained with love for himself : — 
but his tongue is in heaven who 
can do it! To him and his rich 
grace I recommend you. 

I pray you, pray for me, and 
forget not to praise. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, June 17, 1637. 


LETTER CXCVI. 

TO THE LADY GAITGIRTH. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I long to know 
how matters stand betwixt Christ 
and your soul. I know that ye 
find him still the longer the bet- 
ter ; time cannot change him in 
his love : ye may yourself ebb 
and flow, rise and fall, wax and 
wane ; but your Lord is this day 
as be was yesterday; and it is your 
comfort that your salvation is not 
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rolled upon wheels of your own 
making, neither have ye to do 
with a Christ of your own shap- 
ing. God bath singled out a 
Mediator, strong and mighty : 
if ye and you? burdens were as 
heavy as ten hills or hells, he is 
able to bear you, and save you to 
the uttermost. Your often seek- 
ing to him, cannot make you a 
burden to him. I know that 
Christ compassionateth you, and 
maketh a moan for you, in all 
your dumps, and under your 
down-castings; but it is good for i 
you, that he hideth himself some- j 
times. It is not niceness, dry- 1 
ness, nor coldness of love, that 
causeth Christ to withdraw, and 
slip in under a curtain and a vail, \ 
that ye cannot see him ; but he I 
knoweth that ye could not bear j 
with upsails, affair gale, a full 
moon, and a high spring tide of 
his felt love, and always a fair 
summer-day and a summer-sun of 
a felt and possessed and embrac- 
ing Lord Jesus. Ilis kisses and 
his visits to his dearest ones are 
thin-sown. He could not let out j 
his rivers of love upon his own,! 
but these rivers would be in 
hazard of loosening a young plant 
at the root; and he knoweth this 
of you. Ye should, therefore, 
frist Christ’s kindness, as to its 
sensible and full manifestations, 
till ye and he be above sun and 
moon : that is the country where 
ye will be enlarged for that love 
which ye dow not now contain. 

Cast the burden of your sweet 
babes upon Christ, and lighten 
your heart, by laying your all up- 
on him : he will be their God. 

I hope to see you up the moun- 
tain yet, and glad in the salvation 
of God. Frame yourself for 
Christ, and gloom not upon his 
cross. I find him so sweet, that 
my love, suppose I would charge 
it to remove from Christ, would 


not obey me : his love hath 
stronger fingers than to let go its 
grips, of us, bairns, who cannot 
go but by such a hold as Christ. 
It is good that we want legs of 
our own, since we may borrow 
from Christ; and it is our happi- 
ness that Christ is under an act 
of cautionary for heaven, afld that 
Christ is booked in heaven, as 
the principal debtor, frr such 
poor bodies as we are. 

I request you, to give the laird, 
your husband, thanks for his care 
of me, in that he hath appeared, 
in public, for a prisoner of Christ. 
I pray and write mercy, and 
peace, and blessings to him and 
his. 

Grace, grace be with you for 
ever. Yours, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CXCVII. 

TO MR. JOHN FERGUSHILL. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you — Mv longings and desires for 
a sight of the new-builded taber- 
nacle of Christ again in Scotland, 
that tabernacle that came down 
from heaven, hath now taken some 
life again, when I see Christ 
making a mint to sow vengeance 
among his enemies. I care not, 
if this land be ripe for such a 
great, wonderful mercy ; but I 
know he must do it, whenever it 
is done, without hire. 1 find the 
grief of ray silence, and my fear to 
be holden at the door of Christ’s 
house, swelling upon me ; and 
the truth is, were it not that I am 
dawted now and then with pieces 
o i Christ’s sweet love and com- 
forts, I fear I should have made 
an ill browst of this honourable 
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cross, tfcjRt I know such a soft and 
silly-miucled body as I am is not 
worthy of : for I have little in me 
but softness, and superlative and 
excessive apprehensions of fear, 
and sadness, and sorrow ; and 
often God’s terrors do surround 
me, because Christ looketh not so 
favourSbly upon me as a poor 
witness would have him ; and 1 
wonder «how I have past a year 
and a quarter’s imprisonment, 
without shaming my sweet Lord ? 
to whom I desire to be faithful ; 
and I think I shall die bu,t even 
minting and aiming to serve and 
honour my Lord Jesus. Few 
know how toom and empty I am 
at home ; but it is a part of mar- 
riage-love and husband-love, that 
my Lord Jesus goeth not to the 
streets with his chiding against 
me : it is but stolen and concealed 
anger that I find and feel, and his 
glooms to me are kept under roof, 
that he will not have mine ene- 
mies hear what is betwixt me and 
him. And, believe me, I say the 
truth in Christ, that the only gall 
and wormwood in my cup, and 
that which hath filled me with 
fear, hath been, lest my sins, that 
sun and moon and the Lord’s 
children were never witness to, 
should have moved my Lord to 
strike me with dumb Sabbaths : — 
Lord pardon my soft and weak 
jealousies, if I be here in an error. 

My very dear Brother, 1 would 
have looked for larger and more 
particular letters from you, for 
my comfort in this ; for your 
words before have strengthened 
me. I pray you to mend this, 
and be thankful and painful, while 
ye have a piece or corner of the 
Lord’s vineyard to dress. Oh, 
would to God that I could have 
leave to follow you to break the 
clods ! But I wish I could com- 
mand my soul to Ife silent, and to 
wait upon the Lord. I am sure, 


that while Christ lives, I am well 
enough friend-stead. I hope that 
he will extend his kindness and 
power for me ; but God be thank- 
ed it is not worse with me, than 
a cross for Christ and his truth. 

I know that he might have pitched 
upon many more choice and wor- 
thy witnesses, if he had pleased ; 
but I seek no more, (be what tim-_ 
ber I will, suppose I were made 
of a piece of hell,) than that my 
Lord, in his infinite art, hew glo- 
ry to bis name, and enlargement 
to Christ’s kingdom, out of me. 
Oh, that I could attain to this, 
to desire that my part of Christ 
might be laid in pledge for the 
heightening of Christ’s throne in 
Britain 1 Let my Lord redeem 
the pledges, or, if he please, let 
it sink and drown unredeemed. 
But what can I add to him ? or 
what way can a smothered and 
borne -down prisoner set out 
Christ in open market, as a love- 
ly and desirable Lord, to many 
souls ? I kqow that he seeth to 
his own glory, better than my 
ebb thoughts can dream of ; and 
that the wheels and paces of this 
poor distempered Kirk are in his 
hands, and that things shall roll 
as Christ will have them : — only, 
Lord tryst the matter so, as 
Christ may be made a house- 
holder and lord again in Scot- 
land, and wet faces for his depar- 
ture may be dried at his sweet 
and much desired welcome home. 

I see, that in all our trials, our 
Lord will not mix our wares and 
his grace over-head through other; 
but he will have each man to know 
his own, that the like of me may 
say in my sufferings, u This is 
Christ’s grace, and this i3 but my 
coarse stuff: this is free grace, 
and this is' but nature and rea- 
son. ’* We know what our legs 
would play us, if they should 
carry us through all our waters ; 
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and the least thing our Lord can 
have of us, is to know we are 
grace’s debtors or grace’s dy- 
vours, and that nature is off a 
base house and blood, and grace 
is better born, and of kin and 
blood to Christ, and off a better 
house. Oh, that I were free of 
that idol, which they call myself ; 
and that Christ were for myself, 
and myself a decourted cypher, 
and a denied and forsworn thing ! 
But that proud thing, myself, 
will not play, except it ride up 
side for side with Christ, or ra- 
ther have place before him. O 
myself, — another devil, as evil as 
the prince of devils ! — if thou 
couldst give Christ the way, and 
take thine own room, which is to 
sit as low as nothing or corrup- 
tion ! Oh , but we have much need 
to be ransomed and redeemed by 
Christ, from that master-tyrant, 
that cruel and lawless lord, Our- 
self. Nay, when I am seeking 
Christ, and am out of myself, I 
have the third parf of a squint 
eye upon that vain, vain thing, 
myself, myself, and something 
of mine own: — but I must hold 
here. 

I desire you to contribute your 
help, to see if I can be restored 
to my wasted and lost flock. I 
see not how it can be, except the 
lords would procure me a liberty 
to preach : and they have reason : 
1. Because the opposers and my 
adversaries have practised their 
aew canons upon me, whereof 
ojjeli, that no deprived minister 
gre&cti, under the pain of excom- 
munication. 2. Because my op- 
posing of these canons was a spe- 
cial thing that incensed Sydserf 
against me. 3. Because I was 
judicially accused for my book 
against the Arminians, and com- 
manded by the chancellor, to ac- 
knowledge that 1 had done a fault 
in writing against Dr. Jackson, a 


wicked Arminian. PjsUf for a 
roomTh tBeTiouse to me. 

Grace, grace be (as it is) your 
portion. Yours, in his sweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CXCVIII. 

TO JOHN STUART, PROVOST OF 
AYR. 

Worthy Sir, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you — I long for 
the time, when I shall see the 
beauty of the Lord in his house ; 
and would be as glad of it as 
of any sight on earth, to see the 
halt, the blind, and the lame, 
come back to Zion with supplica- 
tions, (Jer. xxxi. 8, 9,) “ Going 
and weeping, and seeking the 
Lord, asking the way to Zion 
with their faces thitherward,” 
(Jer. 1. 4, 5 ;) and to see the 
Woman travailing in birth, deli- 
vered of the man-child of a bles- 
sed reformation. If this land 
were humbled, I would look that 
our skies should clear, and our 
day dawn again ; and ye should 
then bless Christ, who is content 
to save your travel, and to give 
himself to you, in pure ordinances 
on this side of the sea. I know 
the mercy of Christ is engaged 
by promise to Scotland, notwith- 
standing he bring wrath, as I fear 
he will, upon this laud. 

I am waiting on for enlarge- 
ment, and half content that my 
faith bow, if Christ, while he bow 
it, keep it unbroken ; for who go- 
eth through a fire without a mark 
or a scald ? I see the Lord mak- 
ing use of this fire, to scour his 
vessels from their rust. Oh, that 
my will were silent, and “as a 
child weaned from the breasts!” 
(Psalm cxxxi.) But, alas ! who 
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hath an heart that will give Christ 
the last word in flyting, and will 
hear, and not speak again ? Oh ! 
contestations and quarrelous re- 
plies (as a soon-saddled spirit, “ 1 
do well to be angry, even to the 
death,” Jonah iv. 9) smell of the 
stink of strong corruption. Oh, 
blessed soul that could sacrifice 
his will, and go to heaven, having 
lost his Will and made resignation 
of it to Christ! I would seek no 
more, than that Christ were ab- 
solute king over my will, and that 
my will were a sufferer in all 
crosses, without meeting Christ 
with such a word, u Why is it 
thus ?” I wish still, that my love 
had but leave to stand beside 
beautiful Jesus, and to get the 
mercy of looking to him, and 
burning for him, suppose that 
possession of him were suspended 
and fristed, till my Lord fold to- 
gether the leaves and two sides of 
the little shepherds’ tents of clay. 
Oh, what pain is in longing for 
Christ, under an over-clouded 
and eclipsed assurance ! What is 
harder than to burn and dwine 
with longing and deaths of love, 
and then to have blanks and un- 
inked paper for assurance of 
Christ in real fruition or posses- 
sion? Oh, how sweet were one 
line or half a letter of a written 
assurance under Christ’s own 
hand ! But this is our exercise 
daily, that guiltiness shall over- 
mist and darken assurance. It is 
a^ miracle to believe, but for a 
sinner to believe i§ two miracles. 
But oh, what obligations of love 
are we under to Christ, who 
beareth with our wild apprehen- 
sions, in Buffering them to nick- 
name sweet Jesus, and to put a 
lie upon his good name ! If he 
had not been God, and if long- 
suffering in Christ were not like 
Christ himself, we should long 
ago have broken Christ’s mercies 


in two pieces, and put an iron 
bar on our salvation, that mercy 
should not have been able to 
break or overleap ; but long-suf- 
fering in God, is God himself, 
and that is our salvation, and the 
stability of our heaven is in God. 
He knew (who said, “ Christ in 
you the hope of glory,” Col. i. 
27 ; for our hope and the bottom 
and pillars of it is Christ- God) 
that sinners are anchor-fast, and 
made stable in God ; so that if 
God do not change, (which is 
impossible,) then my hope shall 
not fluctuate. Oh, sweet stabi- 
lity of sure-bottomed salvation! 
Who could win heaven, if this 
were not so ? and who could be 
saved, if God were not God, and 
if he were not such a God as he 
is? Oh, God be thanked that 
our salvation is coasted, and land- 
ed, and shored upon Christ, who 
is master of winds and storms ! 
And what sea-winds can blow the 
coast or the land out of its place? 
Bulwarks are often casten down, 
but coasts are not removed : but 
suppose that were or might be, 
yet God cannot reel nor remove. 
Oh, that we go from this strong 
and immoveable Lord, and that 
we loosen ourselves (if it were in 
our power) from him ! Alas, 
our green and young love hath 
not taken with Christ, being un- 
acquainted with him ; he is such 
a wide, and broad, and deep, and 
high, and surpassing sweetness, 
that our love is too little for him. 
But oh, if our love, little as it is, 
could take band with his great 
and huge sweetness, and tran- 
scendent excellency ! Oh, thrice 
blessed, and eternally blessed are 
they, who are out of themselves, 
and above themselves, that they 
may be in love united to him ! 

I am often rolling up and down 
the thoughts of my faint and sick 
desires of expressing Christ’sglory 
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before his people ; but I see not 
through the throng of impedi- 
ments, and cannot find eyes to 
look higher, and so 1 put many 
things in Christ’s way to hinder 
him, that I know he would but 
laugh at, and with one stride set 
his foot over them all. I know 
not if my Lord will bring me to 
his sanctuary or not: but I know 
that he hath the placing of me, 
either within or without the house, 
and that nothing will be done 
without him. But I am often 
thinking and saying within my- 
self, that my days flee away, and 
I see no good, neither yet Christ’s 
work thriving; and it is like that 
the grave shall prevent the an- 
swer of my desires of saving of 
souls as I would. But alas ! 
I cannot make right w ork of his 
ways; I neither spell nor read my 
Lord’s providence aright ; my 
thoughts go a way that I fear 
they meet not God; for it is likely 
that God will not come the way 
of my thoughts : and I cannot be 
taught to crucify to him my wis- 
dom and desires, and to make 
him king over my thoughts ; for 
I would have a princedom over 
my thoughts, and would boldly 
and blindly prescribe to God, 
and guide myself in a way of my 
own making : — but I hold my 
peace here ; let him do his will. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweetest Lord and 
Master, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CXCIX. 

; ~ TO CARSLUTH. 

Much Honoured Sir, — I long 
to hear how your soul prospereth. 
I earnestly desire you, to try how 
matters stand between your soul 


and the Lord. Think it no easy 
matter to take heaven by violence. 
Salvation cometh now to the most 
part of men in a night-dream. 
There is no scarcity of faith now, 
such as it is ; for ye shall not 
now light upon the man, who 
will not say he hath faith in 
Christ ; — but, alas! dreams make 
no man’s rights. 

Worthy sir, I beseecn you in 
the Lord, to give your soul no 
rest, till ye have real assurance, 
and Christ’s rights confirmed aifd 
sealed to your soul. The com- 
mon faith, and country-holiness, 
and week-day zeal, that is among 
people, will never bring men to 
heaven. Take pains for your 
salvation ; for in that day, when 
ve shall see many men’s labours 
andconquestsand idol-richeslying 
in ashes, when the earth and all 
the works thereof shall be burnt 
with fire, oh, how dear a price 
would your soul give for God’s 
favour in Christ! It is a blessed 
thing to see Christ with up-sun, 
and to read over your papers and 
soul-accounts with fair day-light. 
It will not be time to cry for a 
lamp, when the Bridegroom is 
entered into his chamber, and the 
door shut. Fy, fy upon blinded 
and debased souls, who are com- 
mitting whoredom with this idol- 
clay, and bunting a poor, wretch- 
ed, hungry heaven, a hungry 
breakfast, a day’s meat from this 
hungry world, with the forfeiting 
of God’s favour, and the drinking 
over of their heaven over the 
board (as men used to speak) for 
the laughter and sports of this 
short forenoon 1 All that i9 
under this vault of heaven, and 
betwixt us and death, and on this 
side of sun and moon, are but 
toys, night-visions, head-fancies, 
poor shadows, watery froth, god- 
less vanities, at their best, and, 
black hearts, and salt and sour 
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miseries, sugared over, and con- 
fected with an hour’s laughter or 
two, and the conceit of riches, ! 
honour, vain, vain court, and 
lawless pleasures. Sir, if ye look 
both to the laughing side, and to 
the weeping side of this world, 
and if ye look not only upon the 
skin aad colour of things, but 
into their inwards, and the heart 
of their ^excellency, ye shall see 
that one look of Christ’s sweet 
and lovely eye, one kiss of his 
faifest face, is worth ten thou- 
sand worlds of such rotten stuff, 
as the foolish sons of men set 
their hearts upon. Oh, sir, turn, 
turn your heart to the other side 
of things, and get it once free 
of these entanglements, to con- 
sider eternity, death, the clay 
bed, the grave, awsome judg- 
ment, everlasting burning quick 
in hell, where death would give 
as great a price (if there were a 
market, wherein death might be 
bought and sold) as all the world. 
Consider heaven and glory : — 
but, alas ! why speak I of con- 
sidering those things, which have 
not entered into the heart of man 
to consider ? Look into those 
depths (without a bottom) of 
loveliness, sweetness, beauty, ex- 
cellency, glory, goodness, grace, 
and mercy, that are in Christ ; 
and ye shall then cry down the 
whole world, and all the glory 
of it, even when it is come to the 
summer-bloom; and ye shall cry, 
“ Up with Christ, up with Christ’s 
Father, up with eternity of glory.” 
Sir, there is a great deal less 
sand in your glass than when 1 
saw you, and your afternoon is 
nearer even-tide now than it was. 
As a flood carried hack to the 
sea, so doth the Lord’s swift 
post, time, carry you and your 
life, with wings, to the grave. 
Ye eat and drink, but time stand- 
eth not still ; ye laugh, but your 


day fleeth away; ye sleep, but 
your hours are reckoned and put 
by hand. Oh, how soon will 
time shut you out of the poor, 
and cold, and hungry inn of this 
life ! and then what will yester- 
day’s short-born pleasures do to 
you, but be as a snow-ball melted 
away, many years since, or worse ? 
for the memory of these plea- 
sures useth to fill the soul with 
bitterness. Time and experience 
will prove this to be true ; and 
dying men, if they could speak, 
would make this good. Lay no 
more on the creatures than they 
are able to carry. Lay your 
soul and your weights upon God. 
Make him your only, only Best- 
beloved. Your errand to this 
life is to make sure an eternity 
of glory to your soul, and to 
match your soul with Christ. 
Your love, if it were more than 
all the love of angels in one, is 
Christ’s due: other things worthy 
in themselves, in respectof Christ, 
are not worth a windlestraw, or 
a drink of cold water. I doubt 
not hut in death ye shall see all 
things more distinctly, and that 
then the world shall bear no 
more bulk than it is worth, and 
that then it shall couch and be 
contracted into nothing ; and ye 
shall see Christ longer, higher, 
broader, and deeper than ever he 
was. Oh blessed conquest, to 
lose all things, and to gain Christ! 
I know not what ye have, if ye 
want Christ! Alas! how poor is 
your gain, if the earth were all 
yours in free heritage holding it 
of no man of clay, if Christ be 
not yours ! Oh, seek all midses. 
lay all oars in the water, put 
forth all your power, and bend 
all your endeavours, to put awaj 
and part with all things, that ye 
may gain and enjoy Christ. Trj 
and search h!s word, and strive 
to go a step above and beyonc 
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ordinary professors, and resolve nary professors, who scarce see 
to sweat more and run faster than Christ with half an eye, because 
they do for salvation. Men’s their sight is taken up with eye* 
mid-day, cold and wise courses ing and liking the beauty of this 
in godliness, and their neighbour- over-gilded world, that promiseth 
like, cold and wise pace to hea fair to all its lovers, but in the 
ven, will cause many a man to push of a trial, when need is, can 
want his lodging at night, and to give nothing but a fair beguile, 
lie in the fields. I recommend I know that ye are not* ignor- 
Christ and his love to your seek ant, that men come not to this 
ing; and yourself to the tender world, as some do to a^market, 
mercy and rich grace of our to see and to be seen ; or as some 
Lord. come, to behold a May-game, and 

Remember my love in Christ only to behold, and to go home 
to your wife. I desire her to again. Ye came hither to treat 
learn to make her soul’s anchor with God, and to tryst with him 
fast upon Christ himself. Few in his Christ, for salvation to 
are saved. Let her consider your soul, and to seek reconcilia- 
what joy the smiles of God in tion with an angry, wrathful God, 
Christ will be, and what the love- in a covenant of peace made to 
kisses of sweet, sweet Jesus, and you in Christ ; and this is more 
a welcome home to the New than ordinary sport, or the play, 
Jerusalem, from Christ’s ow n that the greatest part of the world 
mouth, will be to her soul, when give their heart unto. And, 
Christ will fold together the clay therefore, worthy sir, I pray you 
tent of her body, and lay it by by the salvation of your soul, and 
bis hand for a time, till the fair by the mercy of God, and your 
morning of the general resurrec- compearance before Christ, do 
tion. 1 avouch before God, man, this in sad earnest, and let not 
and angel, that I have not seen, salvation be your by-work, or 
nor can imagine a lover to be your holy-day’s task only, or a 
comparable to lovely Jesus ; I work by the way, for men think 
would not exchange or niffer him that this may be done in three 
with ten heavens. If heaven days’ space on a feather bed, 
could be without him, what could when death and they are fallen in 
we do there ? Grace, grace be hands together, and that with a 
with you. Your soul’s eternal word or two they shall make their 
well-wisher, S. R. soul-matters right. Alas ? this 

Aberdeen, 1637. is to sit loose and unsure in the 

matters of our salvation. Nay, 
he seeking of this world, and of 
he glory of it, is but an odd and 
LETTER CC. by-errand that we may slip, so 

being we make salvation sure. 
to cassincarrie. Oh, when will men learn to be 

hat heavenly-wise as to divorce 
Much Honoured Sir, — Grace, from, and free their soul of all 
mercy, and peace be to you — I dol-lovers, and make Christ the 
have been too long in writing to only, only One, and trim and 
you. I am confident that ye have make ready their lamps, while 
learned to prize CRrist, and his they have time and day ! How 
love and favour, more than ordi- soon will this house skail, and the 
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inn where the poor soul lodgeth 
fall to the earth l How soon will 
some few years pass away, and 
then, when the day is ended, and 
this life’s lease expired, what have 
men of world’s glory, but dreams 
and thoughts ? Oh, how blessed 
a thing is it to labour for Christ, 
and to*make him sure ! Know 
and try in time your holding of 
him, anti the rights and charters 
of heaven, and upon what terms 
ye have Christ and the Gospel, 
and what Christ is worth in your 
estimation, and how lightly ye es- 
teem other things, and how highly 
Christ! I am sure, that if ye 
see him in his beauty and glory, 
ye shall see him to be all things, 
and that incomparable jewel of 
gold that ye should seek, howbeit 
ye should sell, wadset, and forfeit 
your few years portion of this 
life’s joys. Oh, happy soul for 
evermore, who can rightly com- 
pare this life with that long-last- 
ing life to come, and can balance 
the weighty glory of the one, with 
the light golden vanity of the 
other ! The day of the Lord is 
now near-hand, and all men shah 
come out in their blacks and 
whites, as they are ; there shal 
be no borrowed lying colours in 
that day, when Christ shall be 
called Christ, and no longer nick 
named. Now men borrow Chris 
and his white colour, and the 
lustre, and farding of Christian 
ity ; but how many counterfei 
masks will be burned in the day 
of God, in the fire, that shall 
burn the earth and the work 
that are on it? And howbei 
Christ have the hardest part o 
it now,^et in the presence of my 
Lord, whom I serve in the spirit 
I would not niffer or exchangi 
Christ’s prison, bonds, and chains 
with the gold chains and lordl, 
rents, and smiling and happy-lik 
heavens of the men of this world. 


am far from thoughts of repent- 
ng, because of my losses and 
)onds for Christ. I wish that 
,11 my adversaries were as I am, 
xcept my bonds. Worthy, wor- 
hy, worthy for evermore, is 
Christ, for whom we should suf- 
er pains like hell’s pain ; far 
more the short hell that the saints 
f God have in this life. Sir, I 
wish that your soul may be more 
icquainted with the sweetness of 
Christ. Grace, grace be with 
you. Yours, in his only Lord 
and Master, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCI. 

TO THE LADY CARDONESS. 

Mistress, — I beseech you in the 
Lord Jesus, to make every day 
more and more of Christ; and 
ry your growth in the grace of 
God, and what new ground ye 
win daily on corruption : for tra- 
vellers are day by day either ad- 
vancing farther on, and nearer 
home, or else they go not right 
about to compass their journey. 

I think still the better and bet- 
ter of Christ : alas ! I know not 
where to set him, I would so fain 
have him high 1 I cannot set 
heavens above heavens, till I were 
tired with numbering, and set 
him upon the highest step and 
story of the highest of them all ; 
but I wish I could make him 
great through the world, suppose 
my loss, and pain, and shame 
were set under the soles of his 
feet, that he might stand upon 
me. 

I request that you faint not, 
because this world and ye are at 
yea and nay, and because this is 
not a home that laugheth upon 
you. The wise Lord, who know- 
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eth you, will have it so, because 
he casteth a net for your love, to 
catch it and gather it in to him- 
self: therefore, bear patiently the 
loss of children, and burdens, 
and other discontentments, either 
within or without the house : — 
your Lord in them is seeking you, 
and seek ye him. Let none be 
your love and choice, and the 
flower of your delights, but your 
Lord Jesus. Set not your heart 
upon the world, since God hath 
not made it your portion ; for it 
will not fall to you to get two 
portions, and to rejoice twice, 
and to be happy twice, and to 
hafe an upper heaven, and an 
under heaven too. Christ our 
Lord, and his saints, were not 
so ; and, therefore, let go your 
grip of this life, and of the good 
things of it : I hope that your 
heaven groweth not hereaway. 
Learn daily both to possess and 
miss Christ, in his secret bride- 
groom-smiles. He must go and 
come, because his infinite wisdom 
thinketh it best for you. We shall 
be together one day. We shall 
not need to borrow light from 
sun, moon, or candle. There 
shall be no complaints on either 
side in heaven. There shall be 
none there, but lie and we, the 
Bridegroom and the bride ; de^ 
vils, temptations, trials, deser- 
tions, losses, sad hearts, pain, and 
death, shall be all put out of play ; 
and the devil must give up his 
office of tempting. Oh, blessed 
is the soul, whose hope hath a 
face looking straight out to that 
day ! It is not our part to make 
a treasure here ; any thing, under 
the covering of heaven, which we 
can build upon, is but ill 'ground 
and a sandy foundation. Every 
good thing, except God, wantetha 
bottom, and cannot stand its lone ; 
how then can it bear the weight 
of us ? Let us not lay a load on 


a windlestraw ; there shall no- 
thing find my weight, or found 
my happiness, but God. I know 
that all created power would sink 
under me, if I should lean down 
upon it ; and, therefore, it is bet- 
ter to rest on God, than to sink 
or fall ; and we weak souls must 
have a bottom and a being*place, 
for we cannot stand our lone ; let 
us then be wise in our choice, and 
choose and wale our own blessed- 
ness, which is to trust in the 
Lord. Each one of us bath a 
whore and idol, besides our Hus- 
band, Christ: but it is our folly 
to divide our narrow and little 
love ; it will not serve two. It 
is best then to hold it whole and 
together, and to give it to Christ ; 
for then we get double interest 
for our love, when we lend it to, 
and lay it out upon Christ ; and 
we are sure besides, that the stock 
cannot perish. 

Now 1 can say no more. Re- 
member me. I have God’s right 
to that people ; howbeit by the 
violence of men, stronger than I, 
l am banished from you, and 
chased away. The Lord give 
you mercy in the day of Christ. 
It may be that God will clear my 
sky again ; howbeit there is small 
appearance of my deliverance : 
'but let him do with me what 
seemeth good in his own eyes, f 
am his clay, let my Potter frame 
and fashion me as he pleaseth. 
Grace be with you. Your lawful 
and loving pastor, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCIft 

TO SIBYLLA MACADAM. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I can bear^’ wit- 
ness in my bonds, that Christ is 
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still the longer the better, and no 
worse, yea, inconceivably better 
than he is or can be called. 1 
think it half a heaven, to have 
my fill of the smell of his sweet 
breath, and to sleep in the arms 
of Christ my Lord, with his left 
hand under my head, and his 
right ha*id embracing me. There 
is no great reckoning to be made 
of the withering of my flower, in 
comparison of the foul and mani- 
fest wrongs done to Christ; nay. 
let never the dew of God lie upon 
my branches again, let the bloom 
fall from my joy, and let it wi- 
ther, let the Almighty blow out 
my candle, so being the Lord might 
be great among Jews and Gen- 
tiles, and his oppressed Church 
delivered. Let Christ fare well, 
suppose I should eat ashes. 1 
know that he must be sweet him- 
self, when his cross is so sweet. 
And it is the part of us all, if we 
marry himself, to rnarry the cros- 
ses, losses, and reproaches, also, 
that follow him ; for mercy ful- 
loweth Christ’s cross. His pri- 
son for beauty is made of marble 
and ivory ; his chains, that are 
laid on his prisoners, are golden 
chains ; and the sighs of the pri- 
soners of hope are perfumed with 
comforts, the like whereof can- 
not be bred or found on this side 
of sun and moon. Follow on 
after his love; tire not of Christ, 
but come in, and see his beauty 
and excellency, and feed your 
soul upon Christ’s sweetness. 
This world is not yours, neither 
would I have your heaven made’ 
of such metal as mire and clay. 
Ye have the choice and w r ale of 
all lovers in Heaven or out of 
Heaven, when ye have Christ, 
the only delight of God his Fa- 
ther. Climb up the mountain 
with joy, and faint not ; for time 
will cut off the men who pursue 
Christ’s followers. Our best 


things here have a worm in them ; 
our joys besides God, in the in- 
ner half, are but woes and sor- 
rows : — Christ, Christ is that 
which our love and desires can 
sleep sweetly and rest safely upon. 

Now the very God of peace es- 
tablish you in Christ. Help a 
prisoner with your prayers, and 
entreat that our Lord would be 
pleased to visit me with a sight 
of his beauty in his house, as he 
has sometimes done. Grace be 
with you. Yours, in his sweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCIII. 

TO THE LAIRD OF CALLY. 

Worthy Sir, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you — I have 
been too long, I confess, in writ- 
ing to you. My suit now to you, 
in paper, since I have no access 
to speak to you, as formerly, is, 
that ye would lay the foundation 
sure in your youth. When ye 
begin to seek Christ, try, I pray 
you, upon what terms ye cove- 
nant to follow him, and lay your 
accounts what it may cost you ; 
that neither summer nor win- 
ter, nor well nor wo, may cause 
vou change your Master, Christ. 
Keep fair to him, and be honest 
and faithful, that he find not a 
crack in you. purely ye are uovil 
in the throng of temptations. 
When youth is come to its fairest 
bloom, then the Devil, and the 
lusts of a deceiving world, and sin 
are upon horseback, and follow 
with up^sails. If this were not 
so, Paul needeth not to have writ- 
ten to a sanctified and holy youth, 
Timothy, (a faithful preacher of 
the Gospel,) t o flee th e lusts of 
youth. Give Christ your vlrgin 
o 
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love ; you cannot put your love 
and heart into a better hand. 
Oh! if ye knew him, and saw his 
beauty, — your love, your heart, 
your desires would close with 
him, and cleave to hirrr. Love, 
by nature, when it seeth, cannot 
but cast out its spirit and strength 
upon amiable objects, and good 
things, and things love-worthy ; 
— and what fairer thing than 
Christ ? O fair sun, and fair 
moon, and fair stars, and fair 
flowers, and fair roses, and fair 
lilies, and fair creatures ; hut O 
ten thousand thousand times fair- 
er Lord Jesus! Alas, I wronged 
him in making the comparison 
this way ! O black sun and 
moon, but O fair Lord Jesus! 
O black flowers, and black lilies 
and roses, but O fair, fair, ever 
fair Lord Jesus ! O all fair 
things, black and deformed with- 
out beauty, when ye are beside 
that fairest Lord, Jesus ! O 
black Heaven, but O fair Christ ! 
O black angels, but surpassingly 
fair Lord Jesus ! I would seek 
no more to make me happy for 
evermore, but a thorough and 
clear sight of the beauty of Jesus, 
my Lord. Let my eyes enjoy his 
fairness, and stare him for ever 
in the face, and I have all that 
can be wished. Get Christ ra- 
ther than gold or silver ; seek 
Christ, howbeit ye should lose all 
things for him. 

They take their marks by the 
moon, and look asquint, in look- 
ing to fair Christ, who resolve 
for the world and their ease, and 
for their honour, and court, and 
credit, or for fear of losses and a 
sore skin, to turn their backs up- 
on Christ and his truth. Alas, 
how many blind eyes and squint 
lookers look this day in Scotland 
upon Christ’s beauty, and they 
see a spot in Christ’s fair face! 
Alas, they are not worthy of 


Christ, who look this way upon 
him, and see no beauty in him 
why they should desire him ! 
God send me my fill of his beauty, 
if it be possible that my soul can 
be full of his beauty here: but 
much of Christ’s beauty needeth 
not abate the eager appetite of a 
>>oul, (sick of love for kimself,) 
to see him in the other world, 
where he is seen as he j,s. 

I am glad, with all my heart, 
that ye have given your greenest 
morning-age to this Lord Jesus. 
Hold on, and weary not ; faint 
not, resolve upon suffering for 
Christ ; but fear not ten days’ 
tribulation, for Christ’s sour cross 
is sugared with comforts, and 
hath a taste of Christ himself. 
I esteem it to be my glory, my 
joy, and my crown, and 1 bless 
him for this honour, to he yoked 
with Christ, and married to Him, 
in suffering, who, therefore, was 
born, and, therefore, came into 
the world, that he might bear 
witness to the Truth. ^ Take 
pains, above all things, for salva- 
tion'; for without running, fight- 
ing, sweating, wrestling, Heaven 
is not taken', till, happy sotfl, 
that crosSefh nature’s stomach, 
and delighteth to gain that fair 
trarland and crown of glory ! 
What a feckless loss is it for you, 
to go through this wilderness, 
and never taste sin’s sugared plea- 
sures ! What poorer is a soul to 
want pride, lust, love of the 
world, and the vanities of this 
vain and worthless world ? Na- 
ture hath no cause to weep at the 
want of such toys as these. Es- 
teem it your gain to be an heir of 
glory. Oh, but that is an eye- 
look to a fair rent ! The very 
hope of Heaven, under troubles, 
is like wind and sails to the soul, 
and like wings, when the feet 
come out of the snare. Oh, for 
what stay we here ? Up, up, 
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after our Lord Jesus ! This is 
not our rest, nor our dwelling. 
What have we to do in this pri- 
son except only to take meat and 
house-room in it for a time? 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Your soul’s Well-wisher, and 
Christ’s Prisoner, S. R. 

Aberdtfen, 1637. 


LETTER CCIV. 

TO WILLIAM GORDON, AT KEN- 
MDRE. 

Dear Brother, — Grace, mer- 
cy, and peace be to you. — I have 
been long in answering your let- 
ter, which came in good time to 
me. It is my aim and hearty de- 
sire, that my furnace, which is of 
the Lord’s kindling, may sparkle 
fire upon standers-by, to the 
warming of their hearts with 
God’s love. The very dust that 
falleth from Christ’s feet, his old 
ragged clothes, his knotty and 
black cross, are sweeter to me 
than king’s golden crowns, and 
their time-eaten pleasures. I 
should be a liar and false witness, 
if I would not give my Lord Je- 
sus a fair testimonial, with my 
whole soul. My word, 1 know, 
will not heighten him : he need- 
eth not such props under his feet, 
to raise his glory high : but, oh, 
that I could raise him the height 
of Heaven, and the breadth and 
length of ten heavens, in the esti- 
mation of all his young lovers ! 
for we have all shapen Christ but 
too narrow and too short, and 
formed conceptions of his love 
in our conceit, very unworthy of 
it- Oh, that men were taken 
and catched with his beauty and 
fairness ! they would give over 
playing with idols, in which there 
is not half room for the love of 


one soul to expatiate itself ; and 
man’s love is but heart-hungered 
in gnawing upon bare bones, and 
sucking at dry breasts. It is well 
wared they want who will not 
come to him who hath a world of 
love, and goodness, and bounty 
for all. We seek to thaw our 
frozen hearts at the cold smoke 
of the short-timed creature, and 
our souls gather neither heat, 
nor life, nor light ; for these can- 
not give to us what they have not 
in themselves. Oh, that we could 
thrust in through these thorns, 
and this throng of bastard-lovers, 
and be ravished and sick of love 
for Christ \ We should find 
some footing, and some room, 
and sweet ease for our tottering 
and thoughtless souls in our Lord. 
I wish it were in my power, after 
this day, to cry down all love but 
the love of Christ, and to cry 
down all gods but Christ, all sa- 
viours but Christ, all well-belov- 
eds but Christ, and all soul-suiters, 
all love-beggars but Christ. 

Ye complain, that ye want a 
mark of the sound work of grace 
and love in your soul. For an- 
swer , consider for your satisfaction 
(till God send more) 1 John iii. 
14. And as for your complaint 
of deadness and doubtings, Christ 
will, I hope, take your deadness 
and you together. They are bo- 
dies full of holes, running boils, 
and broken bones which need 
mending, that Christ the Physi- 
cian taketh up : whole vessels are 
not for the Mediator Christ’s art; 
publicans, sinners, whores, har- 
lots, are ready market- wares for 
Christ. The only thing that will 
bring sinners within a cast of 
Christ’s drawing arm, is, that 
which ye write of, some feeling 
of death and sin, that bringeth 
forth complaints ; and, therefore, 
out of sense complain more and 
be more acquaint with all the 
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cramps, stitches, and soul-swoon - 1 
ings that trouble you. The more I 
pain and the more night-watch- 
ing, and the more fevers, the bet 
ter. A soul bleeding to death, 
till Christ were sent for, and 
cried for in all haste, to come and 
stem the blood, and close up the 
hole in the wound, with his own 
hand and balm, were a very good 
disease, when many are dying of 
a whole heart. We have all too 
little of hell-pain and terrors that 
way; nay, God send me such a 
hell, as Christ hath promised to 
make a heaven of. Alas, I am 
not come that far on the way, as 
to say in sad earnest, 4 4 Lord 
.Jesus, great and sovereign Fhvsi 
cian, here is a pained patient for 
thee.” ^ut^ the thing that we 
mistake is the want of victory. 
\Ve" hold that to be the mark of 
one that hath no grace : nay, say 
I, the want of fighting were a 
mark^of no grace ; but I shall 
not say the want of victory is 
such a mark. If my fire and the 
Devil’s water make crackling like 
thunder in the air, I am the less 
feared ; for where there is fire, 
it is Christ’s part, which 1 lay 
and bind upon him, to keep ini 
the coal, and to pray the Father 
that my faith fail not, if I in the 
meantime be wrestling, and doing, 
and fighting, and mourning : for 
prayer putteth not Paul’s devil — 
the thorn in the flesh, and the 
messenger of Satan — to the door 
at first ; but our Lord will have: 
them to try every one, and let 
Paul fend for himself, by God’s 
help, God keeping the stakes, and 
moderating the play. And ye 
do well not to doubt, if the 
ground-stone be sure, but to try 
if it be so : for there is great odds 
between doubting that we have 
grace, and trying if we have 
grace; — the former may be sin, 
but the latter is good. We are 


but loose in trying our free-hold- 
ing of Christ, and making sure 
work of Christ. Holy fear is a 
searching of the camp, that there 
be no enemy within our bosom to 
betray us, and a seeing that all 
be fast and sure : for I see many* 
leaky vessels fair before the wind, 
and professors who take their 
conversion upon trust, and they 
go on securely, and s^e not the 
under-water, till a storm sink 
them. Each man had need twice 
a day, and oftener, to be riped 
and searched with candles. 

Pray for me, that the Lord 
would give me house-room again, 
to hold a candle to this dark 
world; Grace, grace be with 
you. Yours, in his sweet Lord 
and Master, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. i 


LETTER CCV. 

TO MARGARET FULLERTON. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 

peace be to you I am glad that 

ever ye did cast your love on 
Christ ; fasten more and more 
love every day on him. Oh, if 
l had a river of love, a sea of 
love, that would never go dry, 
to bestow upon him ! But alas, 
the pity 1 Christ hath beauty for 
me, but I have not love for him. 
Oh, what pain is it, to see Christ 
in his beauty, and then to want 
a heart and love for him ! but I 
see, that want we must, till Christ 
lend us, never to be paid again. 
Oh. that he would empty these 
vaults, and lower houses, of these 
poor souls, of these bastard and 
base lovers, which we follow ! 
and verily, I see no object in hea- 
ven or in earth, that I could ware 
this much of love upon, that I 
have upon Christ. Alas ! that 
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clay, and time, and shadows run | 
away with our love, which is ill 
spent upon any but upon Christ. 
Each fool at the Day of Judgment 
will seek back his love from the 
creatures, when he shall see them 
# all in a fair tire ; but they shall 
prove irresponsal debtors : and, 
therefore, it is best here, that we 
look ere we leap, and look ere we 
love. • 

1 find now under his cross, 
that I would fain give him more 
than I have to give him, if giving 
were in my power : but I rather 
wish him my heart than give him 
it: — except he take it, and put 
himself in possession of it, (for I 
hope he hath a market-right to me, 
since he hath ransomed me,) 1 
see not how Christ can have me. 
Oh, that he would be pleased to 
be more homely with my soul’s 
love, and to come in to my soul, 
and take his own ! but when he 
goeth away and hideth himself, 
all is to me that I had of Christ, 
as if it had fallen into the sea- 
bottom. Oh, that I should be 
so fickle in my love, as to love 
him only by the eyes and the 
nose! that is, to love him onl 
in as far as fond and foolish sense 
carrieth me, and no more : — am 
when I see not, and smell not 
and touch not, then I have all U 
sefek. I cannot love perqueer 
nor rejoice per queer : but this is 
our weakness, till we he at home 
and shall have aged men’s stom 
achs to hear Ghost's love. 

Pray for me, that our Lord 
would bring me back to you, with 
a new blessing of the Gospel o' 
Christ. I forget not you. Grace 
ftrace be with you. Yours, ir 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCVI. 

OR THE RIGHT HONORABLE, MY 
ADY VISCOUNTESS OF KENMURE. 

My very Noble, and Dear Lady, 
— Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
ou — The Lord hath brought 
n* safely to Aberdeen. I have 
otten lodging in the hearts of all 
meet with. No face that hath 
tot smiled upon me ; only the 
ndwellers of this town are dry, 
old, and general. They consist 
>f Papists, and men of Gallio’s 
metal, firm in no religion ; and 
t is counted no wisdom here to 
ountenance a confined and si- 
enced minister ; but the shame 
f Christ’s cross shall not be my 
ihame. Queensberry’s attempt 
eemeth to sleep, because the 
lishop of Galloway was pleased 

0 say to the Treasurer that I 
had committed treason ; which 
word blunted the Treasurer’s 

orrowed zeal. So I thank God, 
who will not have me to anchor 
my soul upon false ground, or 
upon flesh and blood ; it is better 
t he fastened within the vail. I 
find my old challenges reviving 
igain, and my love often jealous 
of Christ’s love, when 1 look upon 
my own guiltiness. And I verily 
think that the world hath too 
soft an opinion of the gate to 
Heaven, and that many shall get 
blind and sad beguile for Hea- 
ven ; for there is more ado than 
a cold and frozen, 44 Lord, Lord.” 
It must be a way narrower and 
straiter than we conceive, for 
the righteous shall scarcely be 
saved. It were good to take a 
more judicious view of Christian- 
ity ; for I have Teen doubting, if 
eVer I knew any more of Christi- 
anity than the letters of the name. 

1 will not lie on my Lord. I find 
often much joy, and unspeakable 
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comfort, in His sweet presence, 
who sent me hither ; and I trust, 
this house of my- pilgrimage shall 
be my palace, my garden of de- 
lights ; and that Christ will be 
kind to poor sold Joseph, who is 
separated from his brethren. 1 
would be sometimes too hot, and 
too joyful, if the heart-breaks at 
the remembrance of sin, and fair, 
fair feast-days with King Jesus, 
did not cool me, and sour my 
sweet joys. Oh! how sweet is 
the love of Christ ! and how wise 
is that love ! But let faith frist 
and trust a while ; it is no reason 
sons should take offence, that the 
father giveth them not twice a- 
vear hire, as he doth to hired ser- 
vants : better that God’s heirs 
live upon hope, than upon hire. 

Madam, your Ladyship know- 
eth what Christ hath done, to 
have all your love ; and that he 
alloweth not his love upoi\ your 
dear child. Keep good quarters 
with Christ in your love. I ve- 
rily think that Christ hath said, 
1 must needs-force have Jean 
Campbell for myself: and he hath 
laid many oars in the water, to 
fish and hunt home-over your 
heart to Heaven : let him hav« 
his prey ; he will think you well 
won, when he hath gotten you. 
It is good to have recourse often, 
and to have the door open to our 
strong-hold ; for the sword of 
the Lord, the sword of the Lord, 
is for Scotland ; and yet two or 
three berries shall be left in the 
top of the olive-tree. 

If a word can do my brother 
good in his distress, I know your 
Ladyship will be willing and ready 
to speak it, and more also. Now 
the only wise God, and your only, 
only One, He who dwelt in the 
bush, be with you. 

I write many kisses and many 
blessings in Christ to your dear 
child: the blessings of his father's 


God, the blessings due to the 
fatherless and the widow, be 
yours and his. Your Ladyship’s, 
in his only, only Lord Jesus, 

* S. R. 

Aberdeen. g 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Madam, be pleased, at a fit 
time, to try my Lord $>f Lorn’s 
mind, if his Lordship would be 
pleased, that I dedicate another 
work against the Arminians to 
| his honorable name. For how- 
i beit I would compare no patron 
'to his Lordship, and though I 
have sufficient experience of his 
love, yet it is possible that his 
Lordship may think it not expe- 
dient at this time ; but I expect 
vour Ladyship’s answer, and I 
hope that your Ladyship will be 
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FOR THE RIGHT HONORABLE, MY 
LADY VISCOUNTESS OF KENMURE. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to your Ladyship — I 
long to hear from you, and that 
dear child ; and for that cause I 
trouble you with letters. 

I am for the present thinkiftg 
the sparrows and the swallows, 
that build their nests in Anwoth, 
blessed birds. The Lord hath 
made all my congregation deso- 
late. Alas, I am oft at this, 
“ Show me wherefore thou con- 
tendest with me.” O earth, 
earth, cover not the violence done 
to me. I know it is my faithless 
jealousy in this my dark night, to 
take a friend for a foe ; yet hath 
not my Lord made anjr plea with 
me. I chide with him, but he 
giveth me fair words. Seeing 
my sins and the sins of my youth 
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deserved strokes, how am I oblig- 
ed to my Lord, who amongst 
many crosses, hath given me a 
waled and chosen cross, to suffer 
for the name of my Lord Jesus ! 
Since I must have chains, he 
* would put golden chains on me, 
watered over with many consola- 
tions ; seeing I must have sorrow, 
(for I have sinned, O Preserver of 
mankind <) he hath waled out for 
me joyful sorrow, — honest, spirit- 
ual and glorious sorrow. My 
crosses come through mercy and 
love’s fingers, from the kind heart 
of a Brother, Christ my Lord ; 
and, therefore, they must be sweet 
and sugared. Oh what am I! such 
a lump, such a rotten mass of sin. 
to be counted a bairn worthy to 
be nurtured, and stricken with 
the best and most honorable rod 
in my Father’s house, the golden 
rod, wherewith my eldest Bro- 
ther, the Lord, Heir of the in- 
heritance, and his faithful witnes- 
ses, were stricken withal ! 

It would be thought that I 
should be thankful and rejoice : 
but my beholders and lovers in 
Christ have eyes of flesh, and 
have made my one to be ten, and 
I am somebody in their books. 
My Witness is above, that there 
are armies of thoughts within me 
saying the contrary, and laugh- 
ing at their wide mistake. If 
my inner side were seen, my cor- 
ruption would appear : I would 
lose and forfeit love and respect 
at the hands of any that love God : 
pity would come in the place of] 
these. Oh, if they would yet; 
set me lower, and my well-belov- 
td Christ higher 1 I would I 
kad grace and strength of my 
Lord, to be joyful and content- 
edly glad and cheerful, that God’s 
glory might ride, and openly 
triumph before the view of men, 
angels, devils, earth, Heaven, 
Hell, sun, moon, and all God’s 


creatures, upon my pain and suf- 
ferings, — providing always, that 
I felt not the Lord’s hatred and 
displeasure. 

But I fear that his fair glorv 
be but soiled in coming through 
such a foul creature as I am. I£- 
l could be the sinless matter of 
glorifying Christ, howbeit to my 
loss, pain, sufferings, and extre- 
mity of wretchedness, how would 
my soul rejoice ? But I am far 
from this. He knoweth, that his 
love hath made me a prisoner, 
and bound me hand and foot ; 
but it is my pain, that I cannot 
win loose, nor get loose hands, 
and a loosed heart, to do service 
to my Lord Jesus, and to speak 
his love. I confess that I have 
neither tongue nor pen to do it. 
Christ’s love is more than my 
praises, and above the thoughts 
of the Angel Gabriel, and all the 
mighty hosts that stand before 
the throne of God. I think shame, 
l am sad and cast down, to think, 
that my foul tongue, and my pol- 
luted heart, should come in to 
help others to sing aloud the 
praises of the love of Christ : all 
l dow do. is to wish the choir to 
grow throng, and to grow in the 
extolling of Christ. Wo, wo is 
me, for my guiltiness seen to few! 
My hidden wounds, still bleeding 
within me, are before the eyes of 
no man ; but if my sweetest Lord 
Jesus were not still bathing, wash- 
ing, balming, healing, and bind- 
ing them up, they should rot, and 
break out to my shame. 

I know not what will he the 
end of my suffering. 1 have seen 
but the one side of my cross ; 
what will be the other side, He 
knoweth, who hath his fire in 
Zion. Let him lead me, if it 
were through Hell. I thank my 
Lord, that my on- waiting and 
holding my peace, as I do, to see 
what more Christ will do to me, 
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is my joy. Oh, if my ease, joy, 
pleasure for evermore, were laid 
in wadset and in pledge, to buy 
praises to Christ ! But I am far 
from this. It is easy for a poor 
soul, in the deep debt of Christ’s 
love, to spit farther than he dow 
leap or jump, and to feed upon 
broad wishes that Christ may be 
honoured — but in performance 1 
am stark nought. 1 have nothing, 
nothing to give Christ but po- 
verty : except he w ould comprise 
and arrest my soul, and my love, 
(oh, oh, if he would do that !) I 
have nothing for him. He may 
indeed seize upon a dyvour’s per- j 
son, soul and body ; but he bath 
no goods for Christ to meddle' 
with: but how glad would my I 
soul be, if he would forfeit my! 
love, and never give it me again. 

Madam, I would he glad to 
hear that Christ’s claim to you 
were still the more, and that you 
were still going forward, and that 
you were nearer him. I dow not 
honour Christ myself, but I wish 
all others to make sail to Christ’s 
house. 1 would I could invite 
you to go into your Well-belov- 
ed’s house of- wine, and that upon 
my word, — you would then see a 
new mystery of love in Christ 
that you never saw before. 

I am sornew r hat encouraged in 
that your Ladyship is not dry and 
cold to Christ’s Prisoner, as some 
are. I hope it is put up in my 
Master’s count-book. I am not 
much grieved, that my jealous j 
Husband break in pieces my idols, 
that either they dare not, or will 
not do for me. My Master need- 
eth not their help, hut they had 
need to be that serviceable as to 
help him. Madam, I have been 
that bold as to put you and that 
sweet child into the prayers of 
Mr. Andrew Cant, Mr. James 
Martin, the Lady Leyes, and 
some others in this country that 


truly love Christ. Be pleased to 
let me hear how the child is. 
The blessings that came upon the 
head of Joseph, and on the top 
of the head of him who was se- 
parated from his brethren , and the 
good-w-ill of Him who dwelt in 
the bush, he seen upon him and 
you. Madam, I can say, by some 
little experience, more now than 
before of Christ to you. I am 
still upon this, that if you seek, 
there is a pose, a hidden treasure, 
and a gold mine in Christ, you 
never yet saw. Then come and 

Thus recommending you to 
God’s dearest mercy,! rest, your 
own, in his sweet Lord Jesus, at 
all obedience, S. R. 

My Lady Marischall is very 
kind to me, and her son also. 

Aberdeen, June 17, 1637. 

LETTER CCVIII. 

TO JOHN HENDEIISON, IN RU8CO. 

1 Loving Friend, — I earnestly 
j desire your salvation. Know the 
Lord, and seek Christ. You have 
a soul that cannot die ; see for a 
lodging for your poor, soul ; for 
that house of clay will fall — Hea- 
ven or nothing, either Christ or 
nothing. Use prayer in your 
house, and se ^ *** 

! ten upon death and 
ItTTdangerous to be loose in the 
matter of your salvation. Few 
are saved ; men go to Heaven in 
ones and twos^'antT' the whole 
world Jietb in sin. Love yout 
enemies, and stand by the truth 
w hich I have taught you, in all 
things. Fear not men, but let 
God be your fear. Your time will 
not he long ; make the seeking 
of Christ your daily tavsk ; ye may, 
when ye are in the fields, speak 
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to God. Seek a broken heart 
for sin ; for without that there is 
no meeting with Christ. I speak 
this to your wife, as well as to 
yourself. I desire your sister, in 
her fears and doubtings, to fas. 
ten her grips on Christ’s love : 1 
forbid her to doubt, for Christ 
loveth fier, and hath her name 
written in his book ; her salva- 
tion is fa#t coming; — Christ, her 
Lord, is not slow in coming, nor 
slack in his promise. 

Grace be with you. Your 
loving Pastor, S. R. 

Aberdeen. 


LETTER CCIX. 

TO MR. ALEXANDER COLVILLE, 
OF BLAIR. 

Much Honoured Sir, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace he to you — I 
would desire to know how my 
Lord took my letter, which 1 
sent him, and how he is. I de- 
sire nothing, but that he may be 
fast and honest to my Royal Mas- 
ter and King. 

I am well every way, all praise 
to Him in whose books 1 must 
stand for ever as his debtor ! — 
only my silence paineth me. I 
had one joy out of Heaven, next 
to Christ my Lord, and that was 
to preach him to this faithless 
generation ; and they have taken 
that from me ; it was to me as 
the poor man’s one eye, and 
they have put out that eye. 1 
know that the violence done to 
me, and his poor bereft bride is 
come up before the Lord ; and, 
suppose that I see not the other 
side of my cross, or what my 
Lord will bring out of it, yet I be- 
lieve that the vision shall not tarry, 
and that Christ is on his journey 
for my deliverance ; he goeth 


not slowly, but passeth over ten 
mountains at one stride ; in the 
meantime, I am pained with his 
love, because I want real posses- 
sion. When Christ cometh, he 
stayeth not long ; but certainly, 
the blowing of his breath upon a 
poor soul is heaven upon earth ; 
and when the wind turneth into" 
the North, and he goeth away, I 
die, till the wind change into the 
West, and he visit his prisoner. 
But he holdeth me not often at 
his door. I am richly repaid for 
'offering for him. Oh, if all 
Scotland were as I am, except 
my bonds! Oh, what pain 1 
have, because 1 cannot get him 
praised by my sufferings ! Oh, 
that heaven, within and without, 
and The earth were paper, and all 
the rivers, fountains', and seas 
were i rdf, and " 1 Table to wrTFe'all 
tTe''*'paper within and without, 
full of his praises, and love and 
excellency, to he read by man 
and angel ! Nay, this is little ; 

I owe my heaven to Christ ; and 
to desire, howbeit I should nevfer 
enter in at the gates of the New 
Jerusalem, to send my love and 
n>y praises over the wall to Christ. 
Alas, that time and days lie be- 
twixt him and me, and adjourn 
our meeting ! It is my part to 
cry, “ Oh, when will the night 
be past and the day dawn, that 
we shall see* one another !” 

Be pleased to remember my 
service to my Lord, tp whom I 
wrote; and shewed him that, for 
his affection to me, I cannot but 
pray for him, and earnestly de- 
sire that Christ miss him not out 
of the roll of those who are his 
witnesses, now when his kingly 
honour is called in question. It 
is his honour to hold up Christ's 
royal train, and to be an instru- 
ment to hold the crowh upon 
Christ’s head. Shew' him, be- 
cause I love his true honour and 
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standing, that this is my earnest 
desire for him. 

Now I bless you ; and the 
prayers of Christ’s prisoner come 
upon you ; and His sweetest pre- 
sence whom ye serve in the Spirit, 
accompany you. Yours, at all 
obliged obedience in Christ, 

S. R. 

Aberdeen, June 23, 1637. 


LETTER CCX. 

TO HIS REVEREND, AND DEAR 

BROTHER, MR. JOHN NEVAY. 

My Reverend, and Dear Bro- 
ther, — Grace, mercy, and peace 
be to you — I have exceedingly 
many whom I write to, else I 
would be kinder in paper. 

I rejoice that my sweet Master 
hath any to back him. Thick, 
thick may my royal King’s court 
be. Oh, that his Kingdom might 
grow ! It were my joy to have 
his house full of guests. 

Except that I have some cloudy 
days, for the most part I have a 
king’s life with Christ. He is 
all perfumed with the powders of 
the merchant : he hath a king’s 
face, and a king’s smell : his 
chariot, wherein he carrieth his 
poor prisoner, is of the wood of 
Lebanon, it is paved with love. 
— Is not that soft ground to walk 
or lie on ? I think better of 
Christ than ever I did : my 
thoughts of his love grow and 
swell on me. I never write to 
any of him, so much as I have 
felt. Oh, if I could write a book 
of Christ, and of his love ! Sup- 
pose I were made white ashes, 
and burnt for this same truth, 
that men count but as knots of 
straw, it were my gain, if my 
ashes could proclaim the worth, 
excellency, and love of my Lord 


I Jesus. There is much telling of 
| Christ : I give over the weighing 
of him ; Heaven would not be 
the beam of a balance to weigh 
him in. What eyes be on me, 
gr what wind of tongues be on 
me, I care not : let me stand in 
this stage in the fool’s coat, and 
act a fool s part to the re&t of this 
Nation ; if I can set my Well- 
beloved on high, and witness fair 
for him, a fig for their hosanna. 
If I can roll myself in a lap "of 
Christ’sgarment, I shall lie there, 

I and laugh at the thoughts of dying 
| hits of clay. 

j Brother, we have cause to 
j weep for our Harlot. mother ; her 
I Husband is sending her to Rome’s 
brothel-house, which is the gate 
I she liketh well. Yet I persuade 
jyou that there shall be a fair 
after growth for Christ in Scot- 
land, and that this Church shall 
sing the Bridegroom’s welcome- 
home airain to his own house. — 
The worms shall eat them first, 
they cause Christ to take 
J good-night at Scotland. I am 
here assaulted with the Doctors’ 
:guns, but, I bless the Father of 
i lights, that they draw not blood 
! of truth. I find no lodging in 
| the hearts of natural men, who 
are cold friends to my Master. 

1 pray you, remember my love 
to that gentleman, A. C. My 
heart is knit to him, because be 
and I have one Master. Remem- 
ber my bonds, and present my 
service to my Lord and my Lady. 
I wish that Christ may he dearer 
to them than he is to many in 
their place. 

Grace be with you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, July 5, 1637. 



LETTER CCXI. 


305 


LETTER CCXI. 

TO MY LADY BOYD. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — Few, I believe, 
know the pain and torment of 
Christ’! fristed love: fristing with 
Christ’s presence is a matter of 
torment-# I know a poor soul 
that would lay all oars in the 
water for a banquet or feast of 
Christ’s love. I cannot think, 
but it must be uptaking and 
sweet, to see the white and red 
of Christ’s fair face ; for he is 
white and ruddy, and the Chiefcst 
among ten thousand, (Cant. v. 
10.) I am sure, that must be a 
^ell-made face of his : Heaven 
must be in his visage ; glory, 
glory for evermore must sit on 
his countenance. 1 dare not 
curse the mask and covering that 
are on his face ; but oh, if there 
were a hole in it ! Oh, if God 
would tear the mask! Fy, fy 
upon us, we were never ashamed 
till now that we do not proclaim 
ouf pining and languishing for 
him. I am sure that never tongui 
spake of Christ as he is. I am 
still of that mind, and still will 
be, that we wrong and undervalue 
that holy, holy One, in having 
such short and shallow thoughts 
of his weight and worth. Oh, 
if I could have but leave to stand 
beside, and see the Father weigh 
Christ the Son, if it were pos- 
sible ! But how every one of 
Them comprehendeth another, 
we, who have eyes of clay, cannot 
comprehend ; but it is pity for 
evermore, and more than shame, 
that such an one as Christ should 
sit in Heaven his lone for us. 
To go up thither once-errand, 
and on purpose to see, were no 
small glory. Oh, that he would 
strike out wiudows, and fair and 


great lights in this old house, 
this fallen-down soul, and then 
set the soul near-hand Christ, 
that the rays and beams of light 
and the soul-delighting glances of 
the fair, fair Godhead might 
shine in at the windows, and fill 
the house ! A fairer, and more 
near, and direct sight of Christ- 
would make room for his love ; 
for we are hut pinched and strait- 
ened in his love. Alas, it were 
easy to measure and weigh the 
love that we have for Christ, by 
inches and ounces! Alas, that 
we should love by measure and 
weight, and not rather have 
Hoods and feasts of Christ’s love ! 
Oh, that Christ would break 
down the old narrow vessels of 
these narrow and ebb souls, and 
make fair, deep, wide, and broad 
souls, to hold a sea and a full 
tide, flowing over all its banks, 
of Christ’s love ! 

Oh, that the Almighty would 
give me my request ! that I might 
see Christ come to his temple 
again, (as he is minting, and, it 
is like, minding to do,) and if the 
land were humbled. The judg- 
ments threatened are with this 
reservation, I know, “If ye will 
jturn and repent.” Oh, what a 
jbeaven should we have on earth, 

| to see Scotland’s moon like the 
i light of the sun, and Scotland’s 
| sun-light seven-fold, like the light 
of seven days, in the day that the 
Lord bindeth up the breach of his 
people, and healeth the stroke of 
their wound ! (Isa. xxx. 26.) 
Alas, t]jat we will not pull and 
(jraw Christ to his old tents again, 
to come and feed among the lilies, 
till the day break, and the sha- 
dows flee away ! Oh , that the no- 
bles would go on, in the strength 
and courage of the Lord, to bring 
our lawful King, Jesus, home 
again ! I am persuaded that he 
shall return again in glory to this 
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land ; but happy werte they, who 
would help to convoy him, to his 
sanctuary, and set him again up 
upon the Mercy-seat, betwixt the 
Cherubim. “ O Sun, return to 
darkened Britain ! O Fairest 
among all the sons of men, O 
most excellent One, come home 
again ; come home, and win the 
praises and blessings of the mour- 
ners in Zion, the prisoners of 
hope, that wait for thee ! I know 
that he can also triumph in suf- j 
fering, and weep and reign, and j 
die and triumph, and remain in; 
prison and yet subdue his ene- 
mies : but how happy were I to 
see the coronation-day of Christ ; 
to see his Mother, who bare him, 
put the crown upon his head 
again, and cry with shouting til! ! 
the earth should ring, 44 Let Je- j 
sus, our King, live and reign for ; 
evermore i“ 

Vi race, grace be with your La- 
dyship. Your Ladyships, at all 
obedience in Christ, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCXII. 

TO WILLIAM GLEN DINNING. 

Dear Brother, — Ye are hearti- 
ly welcome to that honour, that 
Christ hath made common to us 
both, which is to suffer for his 
name. Verily I think it my gar- 
land and crow n ; and if the Lord 
should ask of me my blood and 
life for this cause, I would gladly, 
in his strength, pay due debt to 
Christ’s honour and glory, in that j 
kind. Acquaint yourself with; 
Christ’s love, and ye shall not 
miss to find new golden mines 
and treasures in Christ ; nay, 
truly, we but stand beside Christ, 
we go not in to him to take our 
fill of him. But, if he would do 


two things, — 1. Draw the cur- 
tains, and make bare his holy 
face ; and then, 2. Clear our dim 
and bleared eyes, to see his beauty 
and glory, he should find many 
lovers. I would seek no more 
happiness, than a sight of him so 
near-hand, as to see, hear, smell, 
and touch, and embrace hftn : but 
oh, closed doors, and vails, and 
curtains, and thick clouds hold 
me in pain, while I find the sweet 
burning of his love, that many 
waters cannot quench ! Oh, what 
sad hours have I, when I think, 
that the love of Christ scaureth 
at me, and bloweth by me! If 
my Lord Jesus would come to 
bargaining for his love, I think 
he might make the price himself. 
I should not refuse ten thousand 
years in Hell, to have a wide soul 
enlarged and mad** wider, that I 
might he exceedingly, even to the 
running-over, filled with his love. 
Oh, what am I to love such a 
One, or to he loved by that high 
and lofty one ! 1 think the angels 

| may blush to look upon him ; and 
| what am I to defile such infinite 
| brightness with my sinful eyes! 

I Oh, that Christ would come near, 
and stand still, and give me leave 
| to look upon him! — for to look 
seemeth the poor man's privilege, 
since he may, for nothing, and 
without hire, behold the sun. I 
should have a king’s life, if I had 
no other thing to do, than, for 
evermore, to behold and eye my 
fair Lord Jesus: nay, suppose I 
were holden out, at Heaven’s fair 
entry, I should be happy for ever- 
more, to look through a hole in 
the door, and see my dearest and 
fairest Lord’s face. O great 
King, why standest thou aloof? 
Why remainest thou beyond the 
mountains ? () Well-beloved, 

why dost thou pain a poor soul 
with delays ? A long time out of 
thy glorious presence is two deaths 
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and two hells to me. — We must 
meet, I must see him, I dow not 
want him. Hunger and longing 
for Christ, hath brought on such 
a necessity of enjoying Christ, 
that, cost me what it will, 1 can- 
not but assure Christ that I will 
not, I dow not want him : for 
I cannot master nor command 
Christ’s love. Nay, Hell, (as 1 
now think,) and all the pains in 
it, laid on me alone, would not 
put me from loving : yea, suppose 
that my Lord Jesus would not 
love me, it is above my strength 
or power to keep hack or imprison 
the weak love which I have, hut 
it must be out to Christ : I would 
set Heaven’s jov aside, and liv< 
upon Christ's love its lone. Let 
me have no jov hut the warmness 
and fire of Christ’s love; I seek 
no other, God knoweth. If this 
love be taken from me, the bottom 
is fallen out of all my happiness 
and jov; and. therefore, I believe 
that Christ will never do me that 
much harm, as to bereave a poor 
prisoner of his love *. it were cru- 
elty to take it from me; and He 
who is kindness itself, cannot be 
cruel. 

Dear Brother, weary not of m\ 
sweet Master’s chains ; we are so 
much the sibber to Christ that w> 
suffer. Lodge not a hard thought 
of my royal King : rejoice in his 
cross. Your deliverance sleepetli 
not. He that will come is not 
slack of his promise. Wait oi 
for God’s timous salvation ; ask 
not when, or how lung ? I hopt 
he shall lose nothing of you in 
the furnace, hut dross. Commit 
your cause in meekness, (forgiv- 
ing your oppressors,) to God, and 
your sentence shall come back 
from him laughing. Our Bride- 
groom’s day is coming fast on 
and this world, that seemeth t< 
go with a long and a short foot 
shall be put into two ranks 


Wait till your ten days be ended, 
nd hope for the crown ; Christ 
dll not give you a blind in the 
nd. 

Commend me to your wife and 
father, and to Bailie M. A. ; and 
send this letter to him. 

The prayers of Christ’s pri- 
soner he upon you, and the Lord’s 
presence accompany you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, July 6, 1637. 


LETTER CCXIII. 

TO ROBERT LENNOX, OF DISDOVE. 

Dear Brother, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you. — I beseech 
you in the Lord Jesus, make fast 
and sure work of life eternal. 
Sow not rotten seed : every man’s 
work will speak for itself, what 
his seed hath been. Oh, how 
many see I, who sow to the flesh I 
Alas, what a crop will that he, 
when the Lord shall put in his 
hook to reap this world, that is 
ripe and white for judgment ! 

I recommend to you holiness 
and sanctification, and that you 
keep yourself clean from this pre- 
sent evil world. We delight to 
tell our own dreams, and to flat- 
ter our own flesh with the hope 
which we have : it w ere wisdom 
for us to he free, plain, honest, 
and sharp with our own souls, 
and to charge them to brew bet- 
ter, that they may drink well, and 
fare well, when time is melted 
away like snow in a hot summer. 
Oh, how hard a thing is it, to get 
the soul to give up with all things 
on this side of death and dooms- 
day ! We say that we are remov- 
ing and going from this world; 
hut our heart stirreth not one 
foot off its seat. Alas ! I see few 
heavenly-minded souls, that have 
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nothing upon the earth, but their 
body of clay going up and down 
this earth, because their soul and 
the powers of it are up in Hea- 
ven, and there their hearts live, 
desire, enjoy, rejoice. Oh ! men’s 
souls have no wings, and, there- 
fore, night and day they keep 
their nest, and are not acquainted 
with Christ. Sir, take you to 
your one thing, to Christ, that 
ye may be acquainted with the 
taste of his sweetness and excel- 
lency, and charge your love not 
to dote upon this world ; for it 
will not do your business in that 
day, when nothing will come in 
good stead to vou, but God’s fa- 
vour. Build upon Christ some 
good, choice, and fast work ; for 
when your soul for many years 
hath taken the play, and hath 
posted, and wandered through 
the creatures, ye will come home 
again with the wind ; — they are 
not good, at least not the soul’s 
good. It is the infinite Godhead 
that must allay the sharpness of 
your hunger after happiness ; 
otherwise there shall still be a 
want of satisfaction to your de- 
sires : and if he should cast in 
ten worlds into your desires, all 
shall fall through, and your soul 
will still cry, “ Red hunger, black 
hunger:” — but I am sure there is 
sufficient for you in Christ, if 
ye had seven souls and seven de- 
sires in you. 

Oh, if I could make my Lord 
Jesus market-sweet, lovely, desir- 
able, and fair to all the world, 
both to Jew and Gentile! Oh, 
let my part of Heaven go for it, 
so being he would take my tongue 
to be his instrument, to set out 
Christ in his whole braveries of 
love, virtue, grace, sweetness, 
and matchless glory, to the eyes 
and hearts of Jews and Gentiles! 
— but who is sufficient for these 
things ! Oh, for the help of an- 


| gels’ tongues, to make Christ eye- 
sweet and amiable to many thou- 
sands ! Oh, how little doth this 
world see of him, and how far 
are they from the love of him, 
seeing there is so much loveliness, 
beauty, and sweetness in Christ, 
j that no created eye did evgr yet 
| see ! I would that all men knew 
| his glory, and that I could put 
many in at the Bridegroom’s 
chamber-door, to see his beauty, 
Sand to be partakers of his high, 
and deep, and broad, and bound- 
less love. Oh, let all t ' e world 
| come nigh and see Chrst, and 
they shall then see more than I 
can say of him 1 Oh, if I had a 
pledge or pawn to lay down for a 
seaful of his love ! that I could 
come by so much of Christ, as 
would satisfy greening and long- 
jing for him, or rather increase 
it, till I were in full possession! 

| I know that we shall meet ; and 
j therein I rejoice. 

Sir, stand fast in the truth of 
Christ, that ye have received. 

| Yield to no winds, but ride out, 

; and let Christ be your Anchor, 

■ and the only He, whom ye shall 
look to see in peace. Pray for 
me, bis prisoner, that the Lord 
would send me among you to 
, feed his people. 

Grace, grace be with you. 

! Yours, iu his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCXIV. 

TO MR. JAMES HAMILTON. 

Reverend, and dearly Beloved 
in our Lord, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you. — Our acquaint- 
ance is neither in bodily presence, 
nor on paper ; but as sons of the 
same Father, and sufferers for 
the same truth. 
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Let no man doubt that the state hold. We can do little to resist 


of our question, we are now forced 
to stand to by suffering exile and 
imprisonment, is — If Jesus should 
reign over his Kirk, or not ? 
Oh, if my sinful arm could hold 
the crown on his head, howbeit 
it should be stricken off from the 
.shoulder blade ! For your ensu- 
ing and feared trial, my very 
Dearest in our Lord Jesus, alas! 
what am I, to speak to comfort a 
soldier of Christ, who hath done 
a hundred times more for that 
worthy and honourable cause than 
I can do ? But I know, those 
of whom the world was not wor- 
thy, wandered up and down in 
desarts, and in mountains, and 
in dens, and caves of the earth ; 
and that while there is one mem- 
ber of mystical Christ out of 
Heaven, that member must suf- 
fer strokes, till our Lord Jesus 
draw in that member within the 
gates of the New Jerusalem, 
which he will not fail to do at 
last ; for not one toe or finger of 
that body, but it shall be taken 
in within the city. What can be 
our part, in this pitched battle 
betwixt the Lamb and the Dra- 
gon, but to receive the darts ir 
patience, that rebound off us upon 
our sweet Master ; or rather 
light first upon him, and then 
rebound off him upon his ser 
vants ? I think it a sweet north 
wind, that bloweth first upon th< 
fair face of the Chief among ten 
thousand, and then lighteth upon 
our sinful and black faces. When 
once the wind bloweth off him 
upon me, I think it hath a sweei 
smell of Christ ; and so must be 
some more than a single cross 
I know that ye have a guard 
about you, and your attendant 
and train for your safety is far 
beyond your pursuer’s force or 
fraud : it is good, under feud, to 
be near our war-house, and strong. 


hem, who persecute us and op- 
iose him, but keep our blood and 
>ur wounds to the next court-day, 
when .our complaints shall be 
read. If this day be not Christ’s, 

I am sure the morrow shall be 
his. 

As for any thing I do in my 
mnds, when now and then a 
word falleth from me, alas ! it is 
very little. I am exceedingly 
grieved that any should conceive 
iny thing to be in such a broken 
and empty reed : let no man im- 
pute it to me, that the free and 
unbought wind, (for l gave no- 
thing for it,) bloweth upon an 
empty reed. 1 am his over-bur- 
lened debtor. I cry, “ Down 
with men, down, down with all 
the excellency of the world ; and 
ip, up with Christ !” Long, long 
may that fair One, that holy One, 
be on high ! My curse be upon 
them that love him not. Oh, 
how glad would I be, if his glory 
would grow out, and spring up 
out of my bonds and sufferings ! 
Certainly since I became his pri- 
soner, he hath won the yolk and 
heart of my soul. Christ is even 
become a new Christ to me, and 
his love greener than it was. And 
now I strive no more with him. 
His love shall carry it away. I 
lay down myself under his love. 
I desire to sing, and to cry, and 
to proclaim myself, even under the 
water, in his common, and eter- 
nally indebted to his kindness. I 
will not offer to quit commons 
with him, (as we used to say,) 
for that will not be. All, all for 
evermore be Christ’s. What 
further trials are before me, I 
know not ; but I know that Christ 
will have a saved soul of me, over 
on the other side of the water, 
on the yonder-side of crosses, 
and beyond men’s wrongs. 

I had but one eye, and that 
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they have put out. My one joy, 
next to the flower of my joys, 
Christ, was to preach my sweet 
est, sweetest Master, and the 
glory of his Kingdom ; and it 
seemed no cruelty to them to put 
out the poor mans one eye. And 
now I am seeking about to see if 
suffering will speak my fair One’s 
praises ; and I am trying if a 
dumb man’s tongue can raise ont 
note, or one of Zion's springs, to 
advance my Well-beloved’s glory. 
Oh, if he would make some glory 
to himself out of a dumb prisoner! 
I go with child of his word : 1 
cannot he delivered : none here 
will have my Master : alas ! what 
aileth them at him ? 

I bless you for your prayers ; 
add to them praises : as I am 
able, I pay you home. I com- 
mend your diving in Christ’s 
Testament ; I would I could set 
out the dead Man’s good-will to 
his friends, in his sweet testament. 
Speak a prisoner's hearty com- 
mendations to Christ ; fear not. 
your ten days will over. Thost 
that are gathered against Mount 
Zion, their eyes shall melt away 
in their eye-holes, and then 
tongues consume away in their 
mouths, and Christ’s withered 
garden shall grow green again in 
Scotland. My Lord Jesus hath 
a word hid in Heaven for Scot- 
land, not yet brought out. 

Grace be with von. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, July 7, lt>37. 


LETTER CCXY. 

TO MI8TRESS STUART. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I am sorry that 
ye take it so hardly, that 1 have 
not written to you. 


I am judged to be that which I 
am not. I fear that if I were put 
into the fire, I should melt away, 
and fall dow n in sherds of painted 
nature ; for truly 1 have little 
stuff at home that is worth the 
eye of God’s servants. If there 
he any thing of Christ’s in me, 
(as I dare not deny some of his 
work,) it is hut a spunk of bor- 
rowed fire, that can scared warm 
myself, and hath little heat for 
standers-by. I would fain have 
that which ye and others believe 
L have ; hut ye are only witnesses 
to my outer side, and to some 
words on paper. Oh, that he 
w'ould give me more than paper- 
grace or tongue-grace ! W ere 
it not that want paineth me, I 
should have skailed house, and 
gone a begging long since : but 
Christ hath left me with some 
hunger, that is more hot than 
wise, and is ready often to say, 
,t ’ If Chiist longed for me, as I 
do for him, we should not be long 
in meeting ; and if he loved my 
company as w ell as I do his, even 
while I am writing this letter to 
you, we should flee into each 
other’s arms.” But I know there 
is more will than wit in this lan- 
guor and pining love for Christ ; 
and no marvel, for love to Christ 
would have hot harvest, long ere 
midsummer. But if I have any 
love to him, Christ hath both 
love to me, and wit to guide his 
ove ; and 1 see that the best 
thing I have hath as much dross 
beside it as might curse me and 
it both ; and, if it were for no 
more, we have need of a Saviour 
to pardon the very faults, and 
liseases, and weakness of the new 
man, and to take away (to say so) 
>ur godly sins, or the sins of our 
sanctification, and the dross and 
scum of spiritual love. Wo, wo 
s me I Oh, what need is there, 
then, of Christ’s calling to scour, 
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and cleanse, and wash away an 
ugly old body of sin — the very 
image of Satan ! I know no- 
thing surer, than that there is an 
office for Christ amongst us. I 
wish for no other heaven on this 
side of the last sea that I must 
cross, £han this service of Christ, 
to make my blackness beauty, nn 
deadness life, my guiltiness sanc- 
tificatiod. I long much for that 
day, when I shall be holy. Oh. 
what spots are yet unwashen ! 
Oh, that I could change the skin 
of the leopard and the moor, 
and niffer it with some of 
Christ's fairness ! Were mv 
blackness and Christ’s beaut\ 
carded through-other, (as we use 
to speak,) his beauty and holiness 
would eat up my filthiness. But. 
oh, I have not casten old AdanA 
hue and colour yet ! I trow that 
the best of us hath a smell yet of 
the old loathsome body of sin and 
guiltiness. Happy are they for 
evermore who can employ Christ, 
and set his blood and death on 
work, to make clean work to 
God, of foul souls. I know that 
it is our sin that would have sanc- 
tification on the sunny-side of the 
hill, and holiness with nothing 
hut summer, and crosses not at 
all. Sin hath made us as tender 
as if ws were made of paper or 
glass. I am often thinking, 
what I would think of Christ and 
burning quick together, of Christ 
and torturing, and hot melted 
lead poured in at mouth and 
navel ; yet I have some weak ex- 
perience, (hut very weak indeed,) 
that suppose Christ and Hell’s 
tdFfnehts were married together, 
alfiT Tf there were ’no finding of 
Christ at all, except I went to 
Hell’s furnace, that there, and in 
no other place, I could meet with 
him ; I trow that if I were as I 
have been since I was his pri- 
soner^i would beg lodging for 


God’s sake in Hell’s hottest fur- 
riacP(fhat I might rub souls with i 
Christ. But “God he thanked, I - 
*KaTl find him in a better lodging. 
We get Christ better-cheap than 
so : when he is rouped to us, we 
get him but with a shower of 
summer troubles in this life, as 
sweet and as soft to believers as~ 
a May-dew. 

1 would have you and myself 
helping Christ mystical to weep 
for his wife; and, oh, that we 
could mourn for Christ buried in 
Scotland, and for his Two slain 
witnesses, killed because they 
prophesied ! If we could so im- 
portune and solicit God, our bu- 
ried Lord and his T wo buried wit- 
nesses should rise again. Earth, 
and clay, and stone, will not bear 
down Christ and the Gospel in 
Scotland. I know not if 1 shall 
see the Second Temple, and the 
glory of it ; hut the Lord hath 
deceived me if it be not to he 
reared up again. I would wish 
to give Chri>t his welcome home 
again : — my blessing, my joy, my 
glory, and love be on the Home- 
comer. 

I find no better use of suffer- 
ing than that Christ’s winnowing 
putteth chaff and corn in the 
saints to sundry places, and dis- 
covereth our dross from his gold, 
so as corruption and grace are so 
seen, that Christ saith in the fur- 
nace, That is mine, and this is 
thine: the scum and the grounds, 
thy stomach against the perse- 
cutors, thy impatience, thy unbe- 
lief, thy quarrelling, these are 
thine ; and faith, on- waiting, love, 
joy, courage, are mine.” Oh, 
let me die one of Christ’s on-wait- 
ers, and* one of his attendants ! 

I know that your heart and 
Christ are married together ; it 
were not good to make a divorce. 
Rue not of that meeting and mar- 
riage with such a husband. Pray 
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for me his prisoner. Grace,! 
grace be with you. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 
Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCXVI. 

TO MR. HUGH MACKAIL. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you — I received your letter. 1 
bless you for it. 

My dry root would take more 
dew and summer-rain than it 
getteth, were it not that Christ 
will have dryness and deadness in 
us to work upon ; if there were 
no timber to work upon, art 
would die, and never be seen. 1 
see that grace hath a field to 
play upon, and to course up and 
down in our wants; so that I am 
often thanking God, not for guil- 
tiness, but for guiltiness for | 
Christ to whet and sharpen Ins 
grace upon : I am half content 
to have boils for the plasters of 
iny Lord Jesus. Sickness hath 
this advantage, that it draweth 
our sweet Physician’s hand, and 
his holy and soft fingers, to touch 
our withered and leper skins. It 
is a blessed fever that fetcheth 
Christ to the bed-side. I think 
my Lord’s, “ How doest thou 
with it, sick Body ?” is worth all 
my pained nights. Surely, I have 
no more for Christ, than empti- 
ness and want : take or leave, he 
will get me no otherwise. 1 
must sell myself, and my wants 
to him ; but I have no price to 
give for him. If he would put 
a fair and real seal upon his love 
to me, and bestow upon me a 
larger share of Christ’s love, 
(which I would fainest be in 
hands with of any thing — I ex- 
cept not Heaven itself,) I should 


go on sighing and singing under 
his cross; but the worst is, many 
take me for somebody, because 
the wind bloweth upon a withered 
prisoner; but the truth is, that I 
am both lean and thin in that, 
wherein many believe I abound. 

1 would, (if bartering ^ere in 
my pow'er,) niffer joy w ith Christ's 
love and faith, and, instead of 
the hot sun-shine, be content to 
walk under a cloudy shadow with 
more grief and sadness, to have 
more faith, and a fair occasion of 
setting forth and commending 
Christ, and to make that lovely 
i One, that fair One, that sweetest 
land dearest Lord Jesus, inarket- 
sw r eet for many ears and hearts 
in Scotland; and, if it were in 
mv power, to roup Christ to the 
Three Kingdoms, and withal 
persuade buyers to come, and to 
take such sweet wares as Christ, 
I would think to have many sw r eet 
bargains betwixt Christ and the 
sons of men. I would that I 
could be humble and go with a 
low f sail : I would that 1 had de- 
sires with wings, and running up- 
on wheels; swift, and active, and 
speedy in longing for Christ's 
honour. But l know that ray 
Lord is as wise here as I dow be 
thirsty ; and infinitely more zeal- 
ous of his honour, than I can be 
hungry for the manifestation of 
it to men and angels. But, oh, 
that my Lord would take my de- 
sires off my hand, and a thou- 
sand-fold more unto them, and 
sow spiritual inclinations upon 
them, for the coming of Christs 
Kingdom to the sons of men ! 
that they might be higher, and 
deeper, and longer, and broader 
— for my longest measures are 
too short for Christ, my depth is 
ebb, and the breadth of my affec- 
tions to Christ narrowed and 
pinched. Oh, for an ingine and 
a wit, to prescribe ways to men 
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how Christ might be all, in all 
the world ! — Wit is here behind 
affection, and affection behind 
obligation. Oh, how little dow 
I give to Christ, and how much 
hath he given me 1 Oh, that I 
could sing grace’s praises, and 
love’s praises ! seeing that I was 
like a fool soliciting the Law, 
and making moyen to the Law’s 
court for mercy, and found chal- 
lenges that way ; but now I deny 
that judge’s power ; for I am 
grace’s man : I hold not worth 
a drink of water, the Law, or any 
lord, but Jesus — and till I be- 
thought me of this, I was slain 
with doubtings, and fears, and 
terrors. I praise the new court, 
and the new Landlord, and the 
new salvation, purchased in the 
name of Jesus, and at his instance. 
Let the Old Man, if he please, 
go make his moan to the Law, 
and seek acquaintance thereaway, 
because he is condemned in that 
court; I hope that the New Man, 
and I, and Christ together will 
not be heard : and this is the 
more soft and the more easy way 
for me and for my cross together. 
Seeing that Christ singeth my 
welcome-home, and taketh me in, 
and maketh short accounts and 
short work of reckoning betwixt 
me and my Judge, I must be 
Christ’s man, and his tenant, and 
subject to his court. I am sure 
that suffering for Christ could 
not be borne otherwise : but 1 
give my hand and my faith to all 
who would suffer for Christ, that 
they shall be well handled, and 
fare well in the same way, that I 
have found the cross easy and 
light. ^ 

Grace be with you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, July 8, 1637. 


LETTER CCXVII. 

TO ALEXANDER GORDON, OP GAR- 
' LOCK. 

Dear Brother, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you. — If Christ- 
were as I am, that time could 
work upon him to alter him, or 
that the morrow could bring a 
new day to him, or bring a new 
mind to him, as it is to me a new 
day, I could not keep a house or 
a covenant with him : but I find 
Christ to be Christ, and that he 
is far, far, even infinite heavens’ 
height above men : and that is all 
our happiness. Sinners can do 
nothing, but make w r ounds, that 
Christ may heal them ; and make 
debts, that he may pay them ; and 
make falls, that he may raise 
them ; and make deaths, that he 
may quicken them ; and spin out 
and dig hells for themselves, that 
he may ransom them. Now I 
will bless the Lord, that ever 
there was such a thing as the free 
grace of God, and a free ransom 
given for sold souls: only, alas! 
guiltiness maketh me ashamed to 
apply Christ, and to think it pride 
in me, to put out my unclean and 
withered hand to shch a Saviour. 
But it is neither shame nor pride, 
for a drowning man to swim to a 
rock, nor for a ship-broken soul to 
run himself ashore upon Christ. 
Suppose once I be guilty, need- 
force I cannot, I dow not go by 
Christ. We take in good part 
that pride, that beggars beg from 
the richer ; and who so poor as 
we ? and who so rich as He who 
selleth fine gold? (Rev. iii. 18.) 

I see, then, it is our best, (let 
guiltiness plead what it listeth,) 
that we have no mean under the 
covering of Heaven, but to creep 
in lowly and submissively with 
our wants to Christ. I have also 
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cause to give his cross a good 
name and report. Oh, how wor- 
thy is Christ of my feckless and 
light suffering! and how hath he 
deserved it at my hands, that, for 
his honour and glory, I should 
lay my back under seven hells’ 
pains in one, if he call me to that ! 
But alas! my soul is like a ship 
run on ground through ebbness 
of water. I am sanded, and my 
love is sanded, and I find not how 
to bring it on float again. It is 
so cold and dead, that I see not 
how to bring it to a flame. Fy, 
fy upon the meeting that my love 
hath given Christ.- Wo, wo is 
me, l have a lover Christ, and 
yet I want love for him : I have a 
lovely and desirable Lord, who is 
love-worthy, and who beggeth my 
love and heart, and I have no- 
thing to give him. Dear Bro- 
ther, come further in on Christ, 
and see a new treasure in him. 
Come in, and look down, and see 
angels’ wonder, and Heaven and 
earth’s wonder of love, sweetness, 
majesty, and excellency in him. 

1 forget you not, pray for me. 
that our Lord would he pleased 
to send me among you again, 
fraughted and full of Christ. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his "sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCXVIII. 

TO JOHN BELL, ELDER. 

My very Loving Friend, — 
Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you. — I have very often and long 
expected your letter : but if ye be 
well in soul and body, I am the 
less solicitous. 

I beseech you, in the Lord Je- 
sus, to mind your country above ; 


and now, when old age — the twi- 
light going before the darkness of 
the grave, and the falling low of 
your sun before your night — is 
come upon you, advise with 
Christ, ere ye put your foot in- 
to the ship, and turn your back 
on this life. Many are beguiled 
with this, that they are free of 
scandalous and crying abomina- 
tions ; but the tree that fcringeth 
not forth good fruit, is for the 
fire ; the man that is not born 
again, cannot enter into the King- 
dom of God : — common honesty 
will not take men to Heaven. 
Alas, that men should think that 
ever they met with Christ, who 
| had never a sick night, through 
the terrors of God in their souls, 
or a sore heart for sin ! 1 know 

that the Lord hath given you 
light, and the knowledge of his 
will, but that is not all, neither 
will that do your turn. I wdsh 
you an awakened soul, and that 
ye beguile not yourself, in the 
matter of your salvation. My 
dear Brother, search yourself 
with the candle of God, and try 
if the life of God and Christ be 
in you. Salvation is not casten 
to every man’s door. Many are 
carried over sea and land, to a 
far country in a ship, w hileas they 
sleep much of all the way; but 
men are not landed at Heaven 
sleeping. The righteous are 
scarcely saved ; and many run as 
fast as either you or I, who miss 
the prize and the crowu. God 
send ine salvation, and save me 
from a disappointment, and I seek 
no more. Men think it but a 
stride, or step over to Heaven; 
but when so few are saved, even 
of a number like the sand of the 
sea — but a handful and a rem- 
nant, (as God’s word saith) — 
what cause have we t# shake our- 
selves, and to ask our poor soul, 
Whither goest thou? Where 
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shalt thou lodge at night ? Where 
are thy charters and writs of thy 
heavenly inheritance ?” 1 have 

known a man turn a key in a 
door, and lock it by. Many men 
leap over, as they think, and leap 
in. Oh, see 1 see that ye give 
not your salvation a wrong cast, 
and think all is well, and leave 
your soul loose and uncertain. 
Look U) your building, and to 
your ground-stone, and what signs 
of Christ are in you, and set this 
world behind your back. It is 
time, now in the evening, to 
cease from your ordinary work, 
and high time to know of your 
lodging at night : it is your sal- 
vation that is in dependence, and 
that is a great and weighty busi- 
ness, though many make light of 
the matter. 

Now, the Lord enable you by 
his grace to work it out. Your 
lawful, and loving Pastor, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCXIX. 

TO MR. JOHN ROW. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— I received yours — I bless his 
high and great name, that I like 
my sweet Master still the longer 
the better ; a sight of his cross 
is more awsome than the weight 
of it. I think the worst things 
of Christ, even his reproaches 
and his cross, (when I look on 
these not with bleared eyes,) far 
rather to be chosen than the 
laughter and worm-eaten joys o 
my adversaries. Oh, that they 
were as lam, except my bondfc ' 
My Witness is above, that my mi 
nistry, next to Christ, is deares 
to me of any thing ; but I lay 
it down at Christ’s feet, for his 
glory and his honour as suprem 


Lawgiver, which is dearer to me. 

My dear Brother, if ye will re- 
ceive the testimony of a poor pri- 
soner of Christ, who dare not 
now dissemble for the world, I be- 
lieve certainly, and expect thanks 
from the Prince of the kings of 
he earth, for my poor hazards, 
such as they are,) for his honors 
ible cause, whom I can never 
enough extol, for his running- 
>ver love to my sad soul, since I 
same hither. Oh, that I could 
uet him set on high and praised ! 

1 seek no more, as the top and 
root of my desires, than that 
Christ may make glory to him- 
self, and edification to the weaker, 
out of my sufferings. I desire 
ye would help me both to pray 
and praise. Grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, July 8, 1637. 


LETTER CCXX. 

TO MY LORD CRAIGHALL. 

Mv Lord, — I persuade myself 
that notwithstanding the great- 
ness of this temptation, ye will 
not let Christ want a witness of 
you, to avow him before this evil 
generation. And if ye advise 
with God’s truth, (the perfect 
testament of Christ, that forbid- 
deth all men’s additions to his 
worship,) and with the truly learn- 
ed, and with all the sanctified in 
this Land, and with that warner 
within you, (which will not fail to 
speak against you, in God’s name, 
if ye be not now fast and fixed for 
Christ,) I hope, then, that your 
Lordship will acquit yourself as 
a man of courage for Christ, and 
refuse to bow your knee super- 
stitiously and idolatrously to wood 
or stone, or any creature whatso- 
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ever* I persuade myself that 
when ye shall take good night at 
this world, ye shall think it God’s 
truth I now write. 

Some fear that your Lordship 
hath obliged yourself to His Ma- 
jesty by promise to satisfy his de- 
sire. If it be so, my dear, and 
worthy Lord, hear me for your 
soul's good. Think upon swim- 
ming ashore after this shipwreck, 
and be pleased to write your 
humble apology to His Majesty ; 
it may be that God will give you 
favour in his eyes. However it 
be, far be it from you to think a 
promise made out of weakness, 
and extorted by the terror of a 
king, should bind you to wrong 
your Lord, Jesus. But for my- 
self, I give no faith to that report, 
but I believe that ye will prove 
fast to Christ. To his grace I 
recommend you. Your Lord- 
ship’s, at all obedience in Christ, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, July 8, 1637. 


LETTER CCXXI. 

FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Worthy, and Dearest in the 
Lord, — 1 rejoice that you are 
a partaker of the sufferings of 
Christ. Faint not, keep breath, 
believe ; howbeit men, and hus- 
band, and friends, prove weak, 
yet your strength faileth not. It 
is not pride for a drowning man 
to grip to the rock. It is your 
glory to lay hold on your Rock. 
O woman greatly beloved ! I 
testify and avouch it in my Lord, 
that the prayers ye sent to Hea- 
ven, these many years by-gone, 
are come up before the Lord, and 
shall not be forgotten. What it 
is that will come, I cannot tell ; 
but I know that, as the Lord 


liveth, these cries shall bring 
down mercy. I charge you, and 
those people with you, to go on 
without fainting or fear, and still 
believe, and take no nav-say. If 
ye leave off, the field is lost ; if 
ye continue, our enemies shall be 
a tottering wall, and a bowing 
fence. I write it, (and keep this 
letter,) utter, utter desolation 
shall be to your adversaries, and 
to the haters of the Virgin-daugh- 
ter of Scotland. The bride will 
yet sing, as in the days of her 
youth. Salvation shall be her 
walls and bulwarks. The dry 
olive-tree shall bud again, and 
dry dead bones shall live ; for 
the Lord will prophesy to the 
dry bones, and the Spirit shall 
come upon them, and we shall 
live. 

I rejoice to hear of John Car- 
sen ! I shall not forget him. 
Remember me to Grizzel, and 
Jean Brown. Your husband 
hath made me heavy ; but be 
courageous in the Lord. I send 
blessings to Samuel and William. 
Shew them that I will them to 
seek God in their youth. 

Grace is yours. Yours, in his 
sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, July 8, 1637. 


LETTER CCXXII. 

TO MY LADY CULROS8. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you. — I am much re- 
freshed with your letter, now at 
length come to me. I find ray 
Lord Jesus cometh not in that 
precise way that I lay wait for 
him ; he hath a gate of his own : 
oh, how high are his ways above 
my ways ! I see but little of 
him. It is best not to offer to 
earn him a lesson, but to give 
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him absolutely his own will' in 
coming, going, ebbing, flowing, 
and in the manner of his gracious 
working. I want nothing but a 
back-burden of Christ’s love. I 
would go through Hell, and the 
thick of the* damned devils, to 
have a hearty feast of Christ’s 
love ; Jor he hath fettered me 
with his love, and run away, and 
left me a chained man. 

Wo i£me, that I was so loose, 
rash, vain, and graceless, in my 
unbelieving thoughts of Christ’s 
love. But what can a soul, under 
a non-entry, (when my rights 
were wadset and lost,) do else, 
but make a false libel against 
Christ’s love! I know that your- 
self, Madam, and many more, 
will be witnesses against me, if 
1 repent not of my unbelief ; for 
I have been seeking the Pope’s 
wares, some hire for grace within 
myself. 1 have not learned, as I 
should do, to put my stock and 
all my treasure into Christ’s hand • 
but 1 would have a stock of mine 
own ; and ere I was aware, I 
was taking hire to be the Law’s 
advocate, to seek justification by- 
works. I forgot, that grace is 
the only garland that is worn in 
Heaven, upon the heads of the 
glorified. And now I half re- 
joice, that I have sickness for 
Christ to work upon. Since I 
must have wounds, well is my 
soul ! I have a day’s work for 
my Physician, Christ. I hope 
to give Christ his own calling: it 
setteth him full well to cure dis- 
eases. 

My ebbings are very low, and 
the tide is far out when my Be- 
loved goeth away ; and then I 
cry, “ Oh, cruelty 1 to put out 
the poor man’s one eye and 
that was my joy next to Christ, 
to preach my Well-beloved: then 
I make a noise about Christ’s 
bouse, looking unco-like in at his 


window, and casting my love and 
my desires over the wall, till God 
send better. I am often content 
that my bill lie in Heaven, till 
the day of my departure, pro- 
viding I had assurance, that 
mercy shall be written on the 
hack of it. I would not care for 
on-waiting ; but when I draw in 
a tired arm, and an empty hand 
withal, it is much to me to keep 
my thoughts in order — but I will 
not get a gate for Christ’s love, 
when I have done all I can. I 
would fain yield to his stream, 
and row with Christ, and not 
against him. But while I live, I 
see that Christ’s Kingdom in me 
will not be peaceable — so many 
thoughts in me rise up against 
his honour and kingly power. 
Surely, I have not expressed all 
his sweet kindness to me: I spare 
to do it, lest I be deemed to 
seek myself ; but his breath hath 
smelled of the powders of the 
merchant, and of the king’s spike- 
nard. I think that I conceive 
new thoughts of Heaven, because 
the chart and the map of Heaven, 
which he letteth me now see, is 
so fair, and so sweet. I am sure 
that we are niggards, and sparing 
bodies in seeking. I verily judge 
that we know not how much may 
be had in this life ; there is yet 
something beyond all that we see, 
that seeking would light upon. 
Oh, that my love sickness would 
put me to a business, when all 
the world are sound-sleeping, to 
cry and knock ! But the truth 
is, that since I came hither, I 
have been wondering, that, after 
my importunity to have my fill of 
Christ’s love, I have not gotten 
a real sign, but have come from 
him crying, u Hunger, hunger.” 
I think that Christ letteth me see 
meat in my extremity of hunger, 
and giveth me none of it : when 
I am near the apple, he draweth 
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back his hand, and goeth away 
to cause me follow ; and again, 
when I am within an arm-length 
of the apple^ he maketh a new 
break to the gate, and 1 have him 
to seek of new. He seemeth not 
to pity my d wining and my swoon- 
ing for his love. 1 dare some- 
times put my hunger over to him, 
to be judged, if 1 would not buy 
him with a thousand years in the 
hottest "furnace in HeUTscH 

enjoy him. But my 
hunger is fed with want and ab- 
sence. I hunger, and I have 
not; but my comfort is to lie and 
wait on, and to put my poor soul 
and my sufferings into Christ’s 
hand. Let him make any thing 
out of me, so being he be glori- 
fied in my salvation ; for I know 
that I am made for him. Oh 
that my Lord may win his own 
gracious end in me. I will not 
b£ at ease, while I but stand so 
far aback. Oh, if I were near 
him, and with him, that this poor 
soul might be satisfied with him- 
self! 

Your son-in-law, W. G., is 
now truly honoured for his Lord 
and Master’s cause : when the 
Lord is fanning Zion, it is a 
good token that he is a true 
branch of the vine, that the Lord 
beginneth first to dress him. He 
is strong in his Lord, as he hath 
written to me, and his wife is his 
encourager, which should make 
you rejoice. 

As for your son, who is your 
grief, your Lord waited on you 
and me, till we were ripe, and 
brought us in. It is your part 
to pray and wait upon him : 
when be is ripe he will be spoken 
for. Who can command our 
Lord’s wind to blow ? I know 
that it shall be your good in the 
latter end. That is one of your 
waters to Heaven, ye could not 
go about it — there are the fewer 


behind. I remember you an< 
him, and yours, as I am able 
hut alas ! I am believed to b< 
something, and l am nothing bu 
an empty reed : wants are m; 
best riches, because I have thes< 
supplied by Christ.** 

Remember my dearest love t< 
your Brother. I know that h< 
pleadeth with his Harlot-mothei 
for her apostacy. I know als( 
that ye are kind to my worths 
Lady Kenmure, a woman belovec 
of the Lord, who hath been ven 
mindful of my bonds. The Lore 
give her, and her child to fine 
mercy in the day of Christ ! 
Great men are dry and cole 
in doing for me ; the tinkling 
of chains for Christ affrightetf 
them: hut, let my Lord breal 
all my idols, I will yet bless him. 
I am obliged to my Lord Lorn. 
I wish him mercy. 

Remember my bonds with 
praises ; and pray for me, that 
my Lord may leaven the North, 
by my bonds and sufferings. 

Grace be with you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Julj 9, 1637. 


LETTER CCXXII1. 

TO ALEXANDER GORDON, 
KNOCKGRAY. 

Dear Brother, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you — There is 
no question but our Mother- 
church hath a Father, and that 
she shall not die without an heir, 
that her enemies shall not make 
Mount Zion their heritage. We 
see that whithersoever Zion’s ene- 
mies go, suppose they dig many 
miles under the ground, yet our 
Lord findeth them out : and he 
hath vengeance laid up in store 
? or them, and the poor and 
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needy shall not always be for- 
gotten. Our hope was drooping 
and withering, and man was say- 
ing, “ What can God make out 
of the old dry bones of this buried 
Kirk ?” The prelates and their 
followers were a grave above us. 
It is that like our Lord is to 
open owr graves, and purposeth 
to cause bis Two slain witnesses 
to rise <^n the third day. Oh, 
how long wait I, to hear our 
weeping Lord, Jesus, sing again, 
and triumph and rejoice, and di- 
vide the spoil ! 

I find it hard work to believe, 
when the course of providence 
goeth cross-wise to our faith, and 
when misted souls in a dark night 
cannot know east by west, and 
our sea-compass seemeth to fail 
us. Every man i$ a believer in 
day-light : a fair day seemeth to 
be made all of faith and hope. 
What a trial of gold is it, to 
smoke it a little above the fire r 
but to keep gold perfectly yellow- 
coloured amidst the flames, and 
to be turned from vessel to vessel, 
and yet to cause our furnace to 
sound, and speak, and cry the 
praises of the Lord, is another 
matter. I know that my Lord 
made me not for fire, howbeit he 
hath fitted me in some measure 
for the fire. I bless his high 
name, tnat I wax not paler, nei- 
ther have I lost the colour of 
gold, and that his fire hath made 
me somewhat thin, and that my 
Lord may pour me into any ves- 
sel he pleaseth. For a small 
wager I may justly quit my part 
of this world’s laughter, and give 
up with time, and cast out with 
the pleasures gf this world. 

I know a man, who wmndered 
fo see any in this life laugh or 
sport : surely our Lord seeketh 
this of us, as to any rejoicing in 
present perishing things. I see 
above all things, that we may sit 


down, and fold legs and arms, 
and stretch ourselvesupon Christ, 
and laugh at the feathers that 
children are chasing here. For 
I think the men of this world, 
like children in a dangerous storm 
in the sea, that play and make 
sport with the white foam of the 
waves thereof, coming in to sink 
and drown them ; so are men 
making fool’s sports with the white 
pleasures of a stormy world, that 
will sink them. But, alas ! what 
have we to do with their sports 
which they make? If Solomon 
said of laughter that it w r as mad- 
ness, what may we say of this 
world’s laughing and sporting 
themselves with gold and silver, 
and honours and court, and broad 
large conquests, but that they are 
poor souls, in the height and rage 
of a fever gone mad ? then a 
straw, a fig for all created sports 
and rejoicing out of Christ. Nay, 
1 think, that this world, at its 
prime and perfection, when it is 
come to the top of its excellency, 
and to the bloom, might be bought 
with an halfpenny ; and that it 
would scarce weigh the worth of 
a drink of water. There is no- 
thing better than to esteem it our 
crucified idol, that is dead aud 
slain, as Paul did, (Gal. vi. 14.) 
Then let pleasures be crucified, 
and riches be crucified, and court 
and honour be crucified ; and 
since the Apostle saith that the 
world is crucified to him, we may 
put this world to the hanged 
man’s doom, and to the gallows: 
and w'ho will give much for a 
hanged man ? and as little should 
we give for a hanged and cruci- 
fied world. Yet, what a sweet 
smell hath this dead carrion to 
many fools in the world ! and 
how many wooers and suiters 
findeth this hanged carrion ! 
Fools are pulling it off the gal- 
lows, and contending for it. Oh, 
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when will we learn to be morti- 
fied men, and to have our fill of 
those things that have but their 
short summer quarter of this life ! 
If we saw our Father’s house, 
and that great and fair city, the 
New Jerusalem, which is up 
above sun and moon, we would 
cry to be over the water, and to 
be carried in Christ's arms out 
of this borrowed prison. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCXXIV. 

TO FULWOOD, YOUNGER. 

Much Honoured Sir, — Grace 

mercy, and peace be to you 

Upon the report of this worthy 
bearer concerning you, I thought 
good to speak a word to you — \ A 
is enough for acquaintance, tha 
we are one in Christ. 

My earnest desire to you is 
that ye would, in the fear of God 
compare your inch and hand 
breadth of time with vast eternity 
and your thoughts of this now 
fair, blooming and green world 
with the thoughts which ye wil 
have of it when corruption am 
worms will make their house 
in your eye-holes, and eat you 
flesh, and make that body dr 
bones. If ye so do, I know thei 
that your light of this world’ 
vanity shall be more clear thai 
now it is ; and I am persuaded y< 
will then think, that men’s la 
hours for this clay-idol are to b< 
laughed at. Therefore, com 
near, and take a view of tha 
transparent beauty that is i 
Christ, which would busy the lov 
of ten thousand millions of worl ’ 
find angels, and hold them all a 


f ork. Surely I am grieved, that 
len will not spend their whole 
ove upon that royal and princely 
Well-beloved, that high and lofty 
One — for it is cursed love that 
•unneth another way than upon 
lim. And for myself, if I nad 
en loves and ten souls, oh, how 
*lad would I be, if he woufcd break 
in upon me and take possession 
)f them all! Wo, wp is me, 
hat he and I are so far asunder ! 

hope we shall be in one country 
aid one house together. Truly 
pain of love-sickness for Jesus 
maketh me to think it long, long, 
long to the dawning of that day. 
Oh, that he would cut short years 
and months and hours, and over- 
leap time, that we might meet! 

And for this truth, Sir, that 
ye profess, I avow ; — before the 
world of men and angels, that it 
is the way, and the only way to 
our country , the rest are by-ways ; 
and, that what I suffer for is the 
apple of Christ’s eye, even his 
honour as Lawgiver and King of 
his Church. 1 think death too 
little ere I forsook it. Do not, 
Sir, I beseech you in the Lord, 
make Christ’s court thinner by 
drawing hack from him ; it is too 
thin already ; for I dare pledge 
my heaven upon it, that he will 
win his plea, and that the fools 
who plea against him, shall lose 
the wager, which is their part of 
salvation, except they take better 
heed to their ways. Sir, free 
grace that we give no hire for, is 
a jewel which our Lord giveth to 
few. Stand fast in the hope that 
you are called unto. Our master 
will rend the clouds, and will be 
upon us quickly, and clear our 
cause, and bring us all out in our 
blacks and whites. Clean, clean 
garments, in the Bridegroom’s 
eye, are of great worth. Step 
over this hand-breadth of world’s 
glory, into our Lord’s new world 
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of grace, and ye will laugh at 
the feathers that children are 
chasing in the air. I verily judge, 
that these inns, which men are 
building their nest in, are not 
worth a drink of cold water. It 
is a rainy and smoky house : best 
we come out of it, lest we be 
choked •with the smoke thereof. 
Oh, that my adversaries knew 
how sw^>t my sighs for Christ 
are, and what it is for a sinner to 
lay his head between Christ’s 
breasts and to be over head and 
ears in Christ’s love I Alas, I 
cannot cause paper to speak the 
height, and breadth, and depth 
of it 1 I have not a balance to 
weigh the worth of my Lord Je- 
sus. Heaven, ten heavens would 
not be the beam of a balance to 
weigh him in. I must give over 
praising of him. Angels see but 
little of him. Oh, if that fair 
one would take the mask off his 
fair face, that I might see him — 
a kiss of him through his mask 
is half a heaven. “ O day, dawn! 
0 time, run fast! O Bridegroom, 
post, post fast, that we may meet! 
O Heavens, cleave in two, that 
that bright face and head may 
set itself through the clouds !” 
Oh, that the corn were ripe, and 
this world prepared for his hookl 

Sir, be pleased to remember a 
prisoner’s bonds. Grace be with 
you. Yours, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, July 10, 1637. 

LETTER CCXXV. 

TO HI8 PARISHIONERS. 

Dearly beloved and longed for 
in the Lord, my crown and my 
joy in the day of Christ, grace 
be to you, and peace from God 
our Father, and from our Lord 
Jesus Christ. 


I long exceedingly to know, if 
the oft-spoken-of match betwixt 
you and Christ holdeth ; and if 
ye follow on to know the Lord. 
My day-thoughts and my night- 
thoughts are of you : while ye 
sleep I am afraid of your souls, 
that they be off the rock ; next 
to my Lord Jesus and this fallen 
Kirk, ye have the greatest share 
of my sorrow, and also of my joy; 
ye are the matter of the tears, 
care, fear, and daily prayers of an 
oppressed prisoner of Christ. As 
I am in bonds for my high and 
lofty One, my royal and princely 
Master, my Lord Jesus;' so I am 
in bonds for you. For l should 
have slept in my warm nest, and 
kept the fat world in my arms, 
and the cords of my tabernacle 
should have been fastened more 
strongly, I might have sung an 
evangel of ease to my soul and 
you for a time, with my brethren, 
the sons of my mother, that were 
angry at me, and have thurst me 
out of the vineyard, if I would 
have been broken, and drawn on 
to mire you the Lord’s flock, and 
to cause you to eat pastures trod- 
den upon with men’s feet, and to 
drink foul and muddy waters : — 
but truly the Almighty was a ter- 
ror to me, and his fear made me 
afraid. O my Lord ! judge if 
my ministry be not dear to me, 
but not so dear by many degrees 
as Christ my Lord. Godknoweth 
the sad and heavy sabbaths I have 
had, since I laid down at mv 
Master’s feet my two shepherds’ 
staves. I have been often saying, 
as it is written, (Lam. iii. 52, 
53,) “ My enemies chased me 
sore like a bird, without cause : 
they have cut off my life in the 
dungeon, and cast a stone upon 
me for next to Christ, I had 
but one joy, the apple of the eye 
of my delights, to preach Christ 
pay Lord, and they nave violently 



322 


LETTER CCXXV. 


plucked that away from me. And 
it was to me like the poor man’s 
one eye, and they have put out 
that eye, and quenched my light 
in the inheritance of the Lord ; — 
but my eye is toward the Lord. 

I know that I shall see the salva- 
tion of God, and that my hope 
shall not always be forgotten. 
And my sorrow shall want no- 
thing to complete it, and to make 
me say, u What availeth it me to 
live ?” if ye follow the voice of a 
stranger, of one that cometh into 
the sheepfold not by Christ the 
door, hut climbeth up another 
way. If the man build his hay 
and stubble upon the golden foun- 
dation, Christ Jesus already laid 
among you, and ye follow him, I 
assure you, the man’s work shall 
burn, and never bide God’s fire, 
and ye and he both shall be in 
danger of everlasting burning ex- 
cept ye repent. Oh, if any pain, 
any sorrow, any loss that I can 
suffer for Christ, and for you, 
were laid in pledge to buy Christ’s 
love to you, and that I could lav 
my dearest joys next to Christ 
my Lord in the gap betwixt you 
and eternal destruction ? Oh, if 
I had paper as broad as Heaven 
and earth, and ink as the sea and 
all the rivers and fountains of the 
earth, and were able to write the 
love, the worth, the excellency, 
the sweetness, and due praises of 
our dearest and fairest Well-be- 
loved ; and then if ye could read 
and understand it ! What could 
I want, if niv ministry among you 
should make a marriage between 
the little bride in those bounds 
and the Bridegroom ? Oh, how 
rich a prisoner were I, if I could 
obtain of my Lord, (before whom 
I stand for you,) the salvation of 
you all ! Oh, what a prey had I 
gotten, to have you catch ed in 
Christ’s net! Oh then, I had 
cast out my Lord’s lines and his 


net with a rich gain ! Oh then, 
well-wared pained breast and sore 
back, and crazed body, in speak- 
ing early and late to you ! My 
Witness is above, your heaven 
would be two heavens to me, and 
the salvation of you all as two 
salvations to me. I would sub- 
scribe a suspension, and^a frist- 
ing of my heaven, for many hun- 
dred years, (according* to God’s 
good pleasure,) if you were sure 
in the upper lodging, in our Fa- 
ther’s house, before me. I take 
to witness Heaven and earth 
against you, I take instruments 
in the hands of that sun and day- 
ight that beheld us, and in the 
hands of the timber and walls of 
that Kirk, if I drew not up a fair 
contract of marriage betwixt you 
and Christ, if I went not with 
offers betwixt the Bridegroom 
and you ; and your conscience 
did bear you witness, your mouths 
confessed, that there were many 
fair trystes and meetings drawn 
on betwixt Christ and you at com- 
munion feasts, and other occa- 
sions. There were bracelets, 
jewels, rings, and love-letters, 
sent to you by the Bridegroom. 
It was told you what a fair dowry 
ye should have, and what a house 
your Husband and ye should 
dwell in, and what was the Bride- 
groom’s excellency, sweetness, 
might, power, the eternity and 
glory of his Kingdom, the exceed- 
ing deepness of his love, who 
sought his black wife through 
pain, fires, shame, death, and the 
grave, and swimmed the salt sea 
for her, undergoing the curse of 
the law and then was made a 
curse for you, and ye then con- 
sented, and said, “ Even so I 
take him.” I counsel you to be- 
ware of the new and strange lea- 
ven of men’s inventions, beside 
and against the word of God, con- 
trary to the oath of this Kirk, 
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now coming among you. I in- 
structed you of the superstition 
and idolatry in kneeling in the 
instant of receiving the Lord’s 
supper, and of crossing in bap- 
tism, and of the observing of 
men’s days without any warrant 
of Christ our perfect Lawgiver. 
Countenance not the surplice, the 
attire of the mass-priest, the gar- 
ment ofi Baal’s priests. The 
abominable bowing to altars of 
tree is coming upon you. Hate, 
and keep yourselves from idols. 
Forbear in any case to hear the 
reading of the new fatherless Ser- 
vice-book, full of gross heresies, 
popish and superstitious errors, 
without any warrant of Christ, 
tending to the overthrow of 
preaching. You owe no obedi- 
ence to the bastard canons : they 
are unlawful, blasphemous, and 
superstitious. All the ceremo- 
nies that lie in Antichrist's foul 
womb, the wares of that great 
Mother of fornications, the Kirk 
of Rome, are to be refused. Ye 
see whither they lead you. Con- 
tinue still in the doctrine which 
ye have received. Ye heard of 
me the whole counsel of God. 
Sew no clouts upon Christ’s robe. 
Take Christ in his rags and loss- 
es, and as persecuted by men, 
and be content to sigh and pant 
up the mountain, with Christ’s 
cross on your back. Let me be 
reputed a false prophet, (and your 
conscience once said the contrary,) 
if your Lord Jesus w ill not stand 
by you and maintain you, and 
maintain your cause against your 
enemies. 

I have heard, (and my soul is 
grieved for it,) that since my de- 
parture from you, many among 
you are turned back from the 
good old way, to the dog’s vomit 
again. Let me speak to these 
men. It was not without God’s 
special direction, that the first 


sentence tha$ ever my mouth ut- 
tered to you Was that of John ix. 
39, “ And Jesus said, For judg- 
ment came I into the world, that 
they which see not might see, and 
they which see might be made 
blind.” It is possible that my 
first meeting and yours may be 
when we shall both stand before 
the dreadful Judge of the world; 
and in the name and authority of 
the Son of God, my great King 
and Master, I write, by these pre- 
sents, summonses to those men. 
I arrest their souls and bodies to 
the day of our compearance. 
Their eternal damnation standeth 
subscribed, and sealed in Heaven, 
by the hand- writing of the great 
Judge of quick and dead ; and I 
am ready to stand up, as a preach- 
ing witness against such to their 
face, on that day, and to say amen 
to their condemnation, except 
they repent. The vengeance of 
the Gospel is heavier than the 
vengeance of the Law: the Media- 
tor’s malediction and vengeance 
is twice vengeance, and that ven- 
geance is the due portion of such 
men ; and there 1 leave them as 
bond men, .aye and whill they re- 
pent and amend. Ye were wit- 
nesses bow the Lord’s day was 
spent while I was among you. O 
sacrilegious robber of God’s day, 
what wilt thou answer the Al- 
mighty when he seeketh so many 
sabbaths back again from thee ? 
What will the curser, swearer, 
and blasphemer do, when his 
tongue shall be roasted in that 
broad and burning Lake of fire 
and brimstone ; and w T hat will the 
drunkard do, when tongue, lungs, 
and liver, bones, and all, shall 
boil and shall fry in a torturing 
fire? He shall be far from his 
barrels of strong drink then, and 
there is not a cold well of water 
for him in Hell. What shall be 
the case of the wretch, the cove- 
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tous man, the oppressor, the de- 
ceiver, the earth-worm, who can 
never get his wombful of clay, 
when, in the day of Christ, gold 
and silver must lie burnt in ashes, 
and he must compear and answer 
his Judge, and quit his clayey and 
noughty heaven? Wo, wo, for 
evermore, be to the time-turning 
atheist, who hath one god and 
one religion for summer, and an- 
other god and another religion 
for winter, and the day of fan- 
ning, when Christ fanneth all that 
is in his barn-floor — who hath a 
conscience for every fair and 
market, and the soul of him run- 
neth upon these oiled wheels, 
time, custom, the world, and com- 
mand of men. Oh, if the care- 
less atheist, and sleeping man, 
who edgeth by all with, “ God 
forgive our pastors if they lead us 
wrong, we must do as they com- 
mand,” and layeth down his head 
upon times bosom, and giveth 
his conscience to a deputy, and 
sleepeth so whill the smoke of 
Hell-fire flee up in his throat, and 
cause him to start out of his dole- 
ful bed! oh, if such a man would 
awake. Many woes are for the 
over-gilded and gold -plastered 
hypocrite. A heavy doom is for 
the liar and white-tongued flat- 
terer : and the fleeing book of 
God’s fearful vengeance, twenty 
cubits long, and ten cubits broad, 
that goeth out from the face of 
God, shall enter into the house, 
and in upon the soul of him that 
stealeth and sweareth falsely by 
God’s name, (Zech. v. 2, 3.) 1 

denounce eternal burning, hotter 
than Sodom’s flames, upon the 
men that boil in filthy lusts of 
fornication, adultery, incest, and 
the like wickedness ; no room, 
no, not a foot-broad, for such vile 
dogs within the clean Jerusalem. 
Many of you put off all with this, 
“ God forgive ns, we know nfc 


better I renew my old answer, 
(2 Thes. i. 8,) the Judge is com- 
ing in flaming fire, with all his 
mighty angels, to render ven- 
geance to all those that know not 
God, and believe not. I have 
often told you, that security will 
slay you. All men say they have 
faith — as many men and 'women 
now, as many saints in Heaven — 
and all believe, (say ye,) Vhat every 
foul dog is clean enough, and good 
enough for the clean and new Je- 
rusalem above. Every man hath 
conversion and the new birth ; 
but it is not leal come ; they had 
never a sick night for sin ; con- 
version came to them in a night- 
dream. In a word, Hell will be 
empty at the day of Judgment, 
and Heaven pang full. Alas! it 
is neither easy nor ordinary to 
believe and to be saved. Many 
must stand, in the end, at Hea- 
ven’s gates ; when they go to take 
out their faith, they take out a 
fair nothing, or, (as ye use to 
speak,) a blaflum. Oh, lament- 
able disappointment ! I pray you, 
I charge you in the name of Christ 
make fast work of Christ and his 
salvation. 

I know there are some believers 
among you, and I write to you, 
O poor broken-hearted believers, 
all the comforts of Christ in the 
Old and New Testaments are 
yours. Oh, what a Father and 
Husband ye have! Oh, if I had 
pen and ink, and ingine to write 
of him ! Let Heaven and earth 
be consolidated into massy and 
pure gold, it will not weigh the 
thousandth part of Christ’s love to 
a soul, even to me a poor prison- 
er. Oh, that is a massy and mar- 
vellous love ! Men and angels ! 
unite your force and strength 
in one, ye shall not heave, nor 
poise it off the ground. Ten 
thousand worlds — as many worlds 
as angels can number , and then 
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as a new world of angels can mul- 
tiply — would not all be the bulk 
of a balance to weigh Christ’s ex- 
cellency, sweetness, and love. 
Put ten earths into one, and let a 
rose grow greater than ten whole 
earths, or whole worlds, oh, what 
beauty would be in it, and what a 
smell ^ould it cast ! — but a blast 
of the breath of that fairest Rose 
in all (jod’s Paradise, even of 
Christ Jesus our Lord, one look 
of that fairest face would be in- 
finitely, in beauty and smell, above 
all imaginable and created glory. 
I wonder that men dow bide off 
Christ. I would esteem myself 
blessed, if I could make an open 
proclamation, and gather all the 
world, that are living upon the 
earth, Jew and Gentile, and all 
that shall be born till the blowing 
of the Last Trumpet, to flock 
round about Christ, and to stand 
looking, wondering, admiring, 
and adoring his beauty and sweet- 
ness ; for his fire is hotter than 
any other fire, his love sweeter 
than common love, his beauty sur- 
passed all other beauty. When 
I am heavy and sad, one of his 
love-looks would do me meikle 
world’s good. Oh, if ye would 
fall in love with him, how T blessed 
were I ! how glad would my soul 
be to help you to love him ! But 
amongst us all, w$ could not love 
him enough. He is the Son of 
the Father’s love, and God’s de- 
light — the Father’s love lieth all 
upon him. Oh, if all mankind 
would fetch all their love, and lay 
it upon him! Invite him, and 
take him home to your houses, in 
the exercise of prayer, morning 
and evening, as 1 often desired 
you; especially now, let him not 
want lodging in your houses, nor 
lie in the fields, when he is shut 
out of pulpits and kirks. If ye 
will be content to take Heaven by 
violence, and the wind on your 


face for Christ and his cross, I 
am here one who hath some trial 
of Christ’s cross, and I can say, 
that Christ was ever kind to me, 
but he overcometh himself, (if I 
may speak so,) in kindness while 
I suffer for him. I give you my 
word for it, Christ’s cross is not 
so evil as they call it ; it is sweet, 
light, and comfortable. I would 
not be without the visitations of 
love, and the very breathings of 
Christ’s mouth when he kisseth, 
and my Lord’s delightsome smiles 
and love-embracements, under my 
sufferings for him, for a mountain 
of gold, or for all the honours, 
court, and grandeur of velvet 
kirkmen. Christ hath the yolk 
and heart of my love. 44 I am my 
Beloved’s, and my Well-beloved 
is mine.” Oh that ye were all 
hand-fasted to Christ ! 0 my 

Dearly-beloved in the Lord, I 
would I could change my voice 
and had a tongue tuned by the 
hand of my Lord, and had the 
art of speaking of Christ, that I 
might paint out unto you the 
worth, and highness, and great- 
ness, and excellency of that fair- 
est and renowned Bridegroom ! 
I beseech you by the mercies of 
the Lord, by the sighs, tears, and 
heart’s-blood of our Lord Jesus, 
by the salvation of your poor and 
precious souls, set up the moun- 
tain, that ye and I may meet be- 
fore the Lamb’s throne, amongst 
the congregation of the first-born. 
Lord grant that that may be the 
try sting-place, that ye and I may 
put up our hands together, and 
pluck, and eat the apples off the 
Tree of life, and that we may 
feast together, and drink together 
of that pure River of the water 
of life, that cometh out from un- 
der the Throne of God, and of 
the Lamb. Oh, how little is your 
hapd-breadth and span-length of 
days here ! Your inch of time is 



320 


LETTER CCXXVI. 


less than when ye and I parted. 
Eternity, eternity is coming, post 
ing on with wings — then shall 
every man’s blacks and whites be 
brought to light. Oh, how low 
will your thoughts be of this fair- 
skinned but heart-rotten apple, 
the vain, vain, feckless world, 
when the worms shall make their 
houses in your eye-holes, and shall 
eat off the flesh from the ball of 
your cheeks, and shall make that 
body a number of dry bones ! 
Think not that the common gate 
of serving God, as neighbours 
and others do, will bring you to 
Heaven. Few, few are saved. 
The Devil’s court is thick and 
many : he hath the greatest num- 
ber of mankind for his vassals. 
I know this world is a forest of 
thorns in your way to Heaven ; 
but you must go through it. Ac- 
quaint yourselves with the Lord : 
hold fast Christ ; hear his voice 
only; bless his name; sanctify 
and keep his day : keep the New 
Commandment, “ Love one ano- 
ther:” let the Holy Spirit dwell 
in your bodies ; and be clean and 
holy : love not the world : lie 
not, love and follow truth : learn 
to know God : keep in mind what 
I taught you ; for God will seek 
an account of it, w'hen I am far 
from you: abstain from all evil, 
and all appearance of evil : follow 
good carefully : seek peace and 
follow after it : honour your king, 
and pray for him : remember me 
to God in your prayers, I do not 
forget you. I told you often, 
while I was with you, and now I 
write it again, heavy, sad, and 
sore, is that stroke of the Lord’s 
wrath that is coming upon Scot- 
land. Wo, wo, wo to this Har- 
lot-land ! for they shall take the 
cup of God’s wrath from his 
hands, and drink, and spue, and 
fall, and not rise again. In, in, 
in with speed, to your stronghold, 


ye prisoners of hope, and hide you 
there, whill the anger of the Lord 
pass ! Follow not the pastors of 
this Land, for the sun is gone 
down upon them. As the Lord 
liveth, they lead you from Christ, 
and from the good old way ; yet 
the Lord will keep the Holy City, 
and make this withered Kirk to 
bud again like a rose, and a field 
blessed of the Lord. 

The grace of the Lord Jesus 
Christ be with you all. The 
prayers and blessings of a pri- 
soner of Christ, in bonds for 
him, and for you, be with you all, 
Amen. Your lawful, and loving 
Pastor, S. R. 

Aberdeen, July 14, 1637. 


LETTER CCXXVI. 

TO THE LADY KILCONQtJHAIR. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I am glad to 
hear that ye have your face home- 
wards towards your Father’s 
house, now w r hen so many are 
for a home nearer-hand. But 
your Lord calleth you to another 
life and glory than is to be found 
hereaway; and, therefore, I would 
counsel you to make sure the 
charters and rights which ye have 
to salvation. You came to this 
life about a necessary and weighty 
business, to tryste with Christ 
anent your precious soul, and the 
eternal salvation of it. This is 
the most necessary business ye 
have in this life ; and your other 
adoe3 beside this, are but toys, 
and feathers, and dreams, and 
fancies. This is in the greatest 
haste, and should be done first. 
Means are used in the Gospel to 
draw on a meeting betwixt Christ 
and you. If ye neglect your part 
of it, it is as if ye would tear the 
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contract before Christ’s eyes, and 
give up the match, that there 
would be no more communing 
about that business. 1 know that 
other lovers, beside Christ, arc 
in suit of you, and your soul hath 
many wooers ; but I pray you to 
make a chaste virgin of your soul, 
and le^it love but one : most wor- 
thy is Christ alone of all your 
soul’s love, howbeit your love 
were higher than the Heaven, 
and deeper than the lowest of this 
earth, and broader than this 
world. Many, alas ! too many, 
make a common strumpet of their 
soul for every lover that cometh 
to the house. Marriage with 
Christ would put your love and 
your heart by the gate, out of the 
way, and out of the eye of all 
other unlawful suitors ; and then 
you have a ready answer for all 
others, “ I am already promised 
away to Christ ; the match is 
concluded, my soul hath a hus- 
band already, and it cannot have 
tw o husbands.” Oh, if the world 
did but know what a smell the 
ointments of Christ cast, and how 
ravishing his beauty is, even the 
beauty of the fairest of the sons 
of men, and how sweet an^ power- 
ful his voice is, the voice of that 
one Well -beloved ! Certainly 
where Christ cometh, he runneth 
away with the soul’s love, so that 
it cannot be commanded. I would 
far rather look but through the 
hole of Christ’s door, to see but 
the one half of his fairest and 
most comely face, (for he looketh 
like Heaven,) suppose I should 
never win in to see his excellency 
and glory to the full, than enjoy 
the flower, the bloom, and the 
chiefest excellency of the glory 
and riches of ten worlds. Lord 
send me, for my part, but the 
meanest share of Christ that can 
he given to any of the indwellers 
of the New Jerusalem. But I 


know my Lord is no niggard : he 
can, and it becometh him well to 
give more than my narrow soul 
can receive. If there were ten 
thousand thousand millions of 
worlds, and as many heavens, full 
of men and angels, Christ would 
not be pinched to supply all our 
wants, and to fill us all. Christ 
is a well of life ; but who know- 
eth how deep it is to the bottom ? 
This soul of ours hath love, and 
cannot but love some fair one : 
and, oh, what a fair one, what 
an only one, what an excellent, 
lovely, ravishing one, is Jesus ! 
Put the beauty of ten thousand 
thousand worlds of paradises, like 
the Garden of Eden, in one ; put 
all trees, all flowers, all smells, 
all colours, all tastes, all joys, all 
sweetness, all loveliness in one : 
oh, what a fair and excellent 
thing would that be ? and yet it 
would be less to that fair and dear- 
est Well- beloved, Christ, than 
one drop of rain to the whole seas, 
rivers, lakes, and fountains of ten 
thousand earths. Oh, hut Christ 
is Heaven’s wonder, and earth’s 
wonder ! What marvel that his 
Bride saith, (Cant. v. 16,) “ He 
is altogether lovely?” Oh, that 
black souls will not come and 
fetch all their love to this fair 
One? Oh, if I could invite and 
persuade thousands, and ten thou- 
sand times ten thousand of Adam’s 
sons to flock about my Lord Je- 
sus, and to come and take their 
fill of love! Oh, pity for ever- 
more, that there should be such 
a one as Christ Jesus, so bound- 
less, so bottomless, and so incom- 
parable in infinite excellency and 
sweetness, and so few to take 
him! Oh, oh, ye poor, dry, and 
dead souls, why will ye not come 
hither with your toom vessels, 
and your empty souls, to this 
huge, and fair, and deep, atid 
sweet Well of life; and fill all 
p 5 



328 


LETTER CCXXVI. 


your toom vessels ? Oh, that 
Christ should be so large in sweet 
ness and worth, and we so nar 
row, so pinched, so ebb, and so 
void of all happiness, — and yet 
men will not take him ! they lose 
then love miserably, who will no 
bestow it upon this lovely One 
Alas 1 these five thousand years 
Adam’s fools, his waster heirs 
have been wasting and lavishing 
out their love and their affections 
upon black lovers, and black har 
lots, upon bits of dead creatures 
and broken idols, upon this and 
that feckless creature : and have 
not brought their love and their 
heart to Jesus. Oh, pity, tha 
Fairness hath so few lovers! Oh 
wo, wo to the fools of this world 
who run by Christ to other lovers 
Oh, misery, misery, misery, that 
Comeliness can scarce get three 
or four hearts in a town or coun- 
try ! Oh, that there is so much 
spoken, and so much written, and 
so % much thought of creature-va- 
nity ; and so little spoken, so 
little written, and so little thought, 
of my great, and incomprehensi- 
ble, and never-enough wondered 
at Lord Jesus! Why should 1 
not curse this forlorn, and wretch- 
ed world, that suffereth my Lord 
Jesus to lie his lone ? O damned 
souls ! O miskenning world ! O 
blind, O beggarly, and poor souls! 
O bewitched fools! what aileth 
you at Christ that you run so 
from him ? I dare not challenge 
providence, that there are so few 
buyers, and so little sale for such 
an excellent one as Christ. Oh. 
the depth, and, oh, the height of 
my Lord’s ways, that pass find- 
ing out 1* but oh, if men would 
once be wise, and not fall so in 
love with their own hell, as to 
pass by Christ, and misken him ! 
But let us come near, and fill our- 
selves with Christ, and let his 
friends drink, and be drunken, 


and satisfy our hollojv and deep 
desires with Jesus. Oh, come 
all and drink at this living well ; 
come, drink and live for ever- 
more ; come, drink and wel- 
come : u Welcome,” saith our 
fairest Bridegroom : no man get- 
teth Christ with ill will ; no man 
cometh and is not welcoipe ; no 
man cometh and rueth his voyage: 
all men speak well of Christ who 
have been at him : men arid angels 
who know him will say more than 
1 dow do, and think more of him 
than they can say. Oh, if I were 
misted and bewildered in my 
Lord's love ! Oh, if I were fet- 
tered and chained to it ! Oh, 
sweet pain to be pained for a 
sight of him ! Oh, living death, 
oh, good death, oh, lovely death, 
to die for love of Jesus ! Oh, 
that I should have a sore heart, 
and a pained soul, for the want 
of the love of this and that idol I 
Wo, wo to the mistaking of my 
miscarrying heart, that gapeth 
and crieth for creatures, and is 
not pained, and cut, and tortured, 
and in sorrow for the want of a 
soul-fill of Christ ! Oh, that thou 
wouldst come near, my Beloved ! 
O my fairest One, why standest 
thou afar ! Come hither, that I 
may be satiated with thy excellent 
love. Oh, for a union ! oh, for 
a fellowship with Jesus ! Oh, 
that I could buy with a price that 
lovely One, even suppose that 
” dlV torments for a while were 
the price ! I cannot believe but 
Christ will rue upon his pained 
’overs, and come and ease sick 
hearts, who sigh and swoon for 
want of Christ ; who dow bide 
Christ’s love to be nice ? What 
heaven can be there liker to Hell, 
han to lust, and green, and 
lwine,andfall aswoon for Christ’s 
ove, and to want it ? Is not this 
Hell and Heaven woven through 
ther ? Is not this pain and joy, 
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sweetness and sadness, to be in 
one web, the one the weft, the 
otherthewarp? therefore, I would 
that Christ would let us meet and 
join together, the soul and Christ 
in each other’s arms. Oh, what 
meeting is like this, to see black- 
ness and beauty, contemptibleness 
and gl$ry, highness and baseness, 
even a soul and Christ kiss each 
other 1 Nay, but when all is 
done, I tnay be wearied in speak- 
ing and writing, but, oh, how far 
am I from the right expression of 
Christ or his love ? I can neither 
speak nor write feeling, nor tast- 
ing, nor smelling : come feel, and 
smell, and taste, Christ and his 
love, and ye shall call it more 
than can be spoken. To write 
how sweet the honeycomb is, is 
not so lovely as to eat and suck 
the honeycomb : one night’s rest 
in a bed of love with Christ will 
say more than heart can think, 
or tongue can utter. Neither 
need we fear crosses, nor sigh, 
nor be sad for any thing that is 
on this side of Heaven, if we have 
Christ. Our crosses will never 
draw blood of the joy of the Holy 
Ghost, and peace of conscience. 
Our joy is laid up in such a high 
place, as temptations cannot climh 
up to take it down. This world 
may boast Christ, but they dare 
not strike ; or if they strike they 
break their arm in fetching a 
stroke upon a rock. Oh, that we 
could put our treasures in Christ’s 
hand, and give him our gold to 
keep, and our crown. Strive, 
Mistress, to thring through the 
thorns of this life, to be at Christ ; 
tine not sight of him in this cloudy 
and dark day. Sleep with him 
in your heart in the night. Learn 
not at the world to serve Christ, 
hut speer at himself the way : the 
world is a false copy, and a lying 
guide to follow. 

Remember my love to your hus- 


band : I wish all to him that I 
have written here. The sweet 
presence, the long-lasting good- 
will of our God, the warmly, and 
lovely comforts of our Lord Jesus 
be with you. Help me his pri- 
soner in your prayers ; for I re- 
rnernberyou. Yours, in hissweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, August 8, 1637. 


LETTER CCXXVII. 

TO MY LORD CRAIGHALL. 

My Lord, — I received one let- 
ter of your Lordship’s from C., 
and another of late from A. B., 
wherein I find your Lordship in 
perplexity what to do. But let 
me entreat your Lordship not to 
cause yourself to mistake truth 
and Christ, because they seem to 
encounter with your peace and 
ase. My Lord, remember that 
a prisoner hath written it to you. 
As the Lord liveth, if ye put to 
your hand with other apostates 
in this Land, to pull down the 
sometime beautiful Tabernacle of 
Christ in this Land, and join 
fiands with them in one hair- 
breadth to welcome Antichrist to 
Scotland, there is wrath gone 
out from the Lord against you 
and your house. If the terror 
of a king hath overtaken you, 
and your Lordship looketh to 
sle^p in your nest in peace, and 
to take the nearest shore, there 
are many ways, too, too many 
ways, how to shift Christ with 
some ill-washen and foul distinc- 
tions ; but assure yourself, sup- 
pose a king should assure you that 
he would be your god, (as he shall 
never be for that piece of service,) 
that your clay-god shall die, and 
your carnal counsellors, when 
your conscience shall storm against 
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you, and ye complain to them, 
will say, 44 What is that to us ?” 
Believe not that Christ is weak, 
or that he is not able to save. 
Of two fires that ye cannot pass, 
take the least. Some few years 
will bring 1 us all out in our blacks 
and whites before our Judge. 
Eternity is nearer to you than 
ye are aware of. To go in a 
course of defection, when an 
enlightened conscience is stirring, 
and looking you in the face, and 
crying within you, 44 That ye 
are going in an evil way,” is a 
step to the sin against the Holy 
Ghosts Either many of this 
Land are near that sin, or else 1 
know not what it is. And if 
this, for which I now suffer, he 
not the way of peace and the 
King’s highway to salvation, I 
believe there is not a way at all. 
There is not such breadth and 
elbow-room in the way to Hea- 
ven as men believe. Howbeit, 
this day be not Christ’s, the 
morrow shall be his. 

I believe assuredly that our 
Lord will repair the old waste 
places, and his ruined house in 
Scotland ; and that this wilder- 
ness shall yet blossom as the rose. 
My very worthy, and dear Lord, 
wait upon him who hideth his 
face from the House of Jacob, 
and lookfor him. Wait patiently 
a little upon the Bridegroom’s 
return again, that your soul may 
live, and that ye may rejoice with 
the Lord’s inheritance, I dare 
pawn my soul and life for it, that 
if ye take this storm with borne- 
down Christ, your sky shall 
quickly clear, and your fair morn- 
ing dawn. Think, (as the truth 
is,) that Christ is just now say- 
ing, 44 And will ye also leave me?” 
Ye have a fair occasion to gratify 
Christ now, if ye will stay with 
him, and want the night’s sleep, 
with your suffering Saviour, one 


hour, now when Scotland hath 
fallen asleep, and leaveth Christ 
to fend for himself. I profess 
myself but a weak, feeble man. 
When I came first to Christ’s 
camp, I had nothing to main- 
tain this war, or to bear me out 
in this encounter, and 1 am little 
better yet. But, since I find 
furniture, armour, and strength 
from the consecrated Captain, 
the Prince of our Salvation, who 
was perfected ‘through suffering, 
I esteem suffering for Christ a 
king’s life. 1 find that our wants 
qualify us for Christ ; and, how- 
beit your Lordship write that ye 
despair to attain to such a com- 
munion and fellowship, (which I 
would not have you to think,) 
yet, would ye nobly and courage- 
ously venture to make over to 
Christ, for his honour now lying 
at the stake, your estate, place, 
and honour, he would lovingly 
and largely requite you, and give 
you a king’s word for a recom- 
pense. Venture upon Christ’s 
k4 Come,” and I dare sw ear ye 
will say, (as in Psalm xvi. 7,) 
4 ‘ I bless the Lord who gave me 
counsel.” My very worthy Lord, 
many eyes in both the Kingdoms 
are upon you now, and the eye of 
our Lord is upon you. Acquit 
yourself manfully for Christ : 
spill not this good play : sub- 
scribe a blank submission, and 
put it into Christ’s hands : win, 
win Y 8» blessings and prayers of 
your sighing and sorrowful Mo- 
ther-church seeking your help : 
win Christ’s bond, (who is a king 
of his word,) for a hundredfold 
more even in this life. 

If a weak man hath passed a 
promise to a king, to make a slip 
to Christ (if we look to flesh and 
blood, I wonder not of it ; pos- 
sibly I might have done worse 
myself,) add not further guilti- 
ness to go on in such a scanda- 
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lous and foul way. Remember 
that there is a wo, wo to him by 
whom offences come. This wo 
came out of Christ’s mouth, and 
it is heavier than the wo of the 
Law. It is the Mediator’s ven- 
geance, and thatis two vengeances 
to those who are enlightened. 
Free yourself from unlawful an- 
guish, about advising and resolv- 
ing. When the truth is come to 
your hfcnd, hold it fast, go not 
again to make a new search and 
inquiry for truth. It is easy to 
cause conscience to believe as ye 
will, not as ye know ; it is easy 
for you to cast your light into 
prison, and detain God’s truth in 
unrighteousness — but that pri- 
soner will break ward, to your 
incomparabletorture. Fearyour 
light, and stand in awe of it : for 
it is from God. Think what ho- 
nour it is in this life also to be 
enrolled to the succeeding ages 
amongst Christ’s witnesses, stand- 
ing against the re-entry of Anti- 
christ. I know certainly that 
your light looking to two ways, 
and to the two sides, crieth 
shame upon the course that they 
would counsel you to follow. 
The way, that is halver and co- 
partner with the smoke of this fat 
world, and with ease, smelleth 
strong of a foul and false way. 

The Prince of peace, He who 
brought again from the dead the 
great Shepherd of his sheep, by 
the blood of the Etern# Cove- 
nant, establish you, and give you 
sound light, and counsel you to 
follow Christ. Remember my 
obliged service to my Lord, your 
father, and mother, and your 
lady. 

Grace be with you. Your 
Lordship’s, at all obliged obedi- 
ence in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, August 10, 1637. 


LETTER CCXXVIII. 

TO MR. JAMES FLE3IING. 

Reverend, and Well-beloved in 
our Lord, — Grace, mercy, and 

peace be to you I received your 

letter, which hath refreshed me 
in my bonds. I cannot but 
testify unto you, my dear Bro- 
ther, what sweetness I find in 
our Master’s cross ; but, alas, 
what can I either do or suffer for 
him ! If I my lone had as many 
lives as there have been drops of 
rain since the creation, 1 would 
think them too little for that 
lovely One, our Well-beloved ; 
but my pain and my sorrow is 
above my sufferings, that I find 
not ways to set out the praises of 
his love to others. I am not 
able, by tongue, pen, or suffer- 
ings, to provoke many to fall in 
love with him : but He knoweth, 
whom I love to serve in the 
Spirit, what I would do, and 
suffer by his own strength, so 
being that I might make my 
Lord Jesus lovely and sweet to 
many thousands in this Land. I 
think it amongst God’s wonders, 
that he will take any praise or 
glory, or any testimony to his 
honourable cause, from such a 
forlorn sinner as I am : but when 
Christ worketh, he needeth not 
ask the question, by whom he 
will be glorious. I know, seeing 
his glory at the beginning did 
shine out of poor nothing, to set 
up such a fair house for men and 
angels, and so many glorious 
creatures, to proclaim his good- 
ness, power and wisdom, that, if 
I were burnt to ashes, out of the 
smoke and powder of my dissolved 
body, he could raise glory to him- 
self. His glory is his end : oh, 
that I could join with him, to 
make it my end ! I would think 
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that fellowship with him sweet 
and glorious. But, alas ! few 
know the guiltiness that is on my 
part : it is a wonder, that this 
good cause hath not been marred 
and spilled in my foul hands. 
But I rejoice in this, that my 
sweet Lord Jesus hath found 
something ado, even a ready 
market for his free grace, aDd in- 
comparable and matchless mercy, 
in my wants ; only my loathsome 
wretchedness and my wants have 
qualified me for Christ, and the 
riches of his glorious grace : — he 
behoved to take me for nothing, 
or else to want me. Few know 
the unseen and private reckonings 
betwixt Christ and me ; yet his 
love, his boundless love would 
not bide away, nor stay at home 
with himself ; and yet I dow not 
make it welcome as I ought, when 
it is come unsent-for and without 
hire. 

How joyful is my heart that ye 
write that ye are desirous to join 
with me in praising, for it is a 
charity to help a dyvour to pay 
his debts ; but when all have 
helped me, my name shall stand 
in his account-book under ten 
thousand thousands of sums un- 
paid. But it easeth my heart 
that his dear servants will but 
speak of my debts to such a sweet 
Creditor. 1 desire that he may 
lay me in his own oalance and 
weigh me, if I would not fain 
have a feast of his boundless love 
made to my own soul, and to 
many others. One thing I know, 
that we shall not all be able to 
come near his excellency with 
eye, heart, or tongue ; for he is 
above all created thoughts. All 
nations before him are as no- 
thing, and less than nothing r he 
sitteth in the circuit of Heaven, 
and the inhabitants of the earth 
are as grasshoppers before him. 
Oh, that men would praise him 1 


Ye complain of your private 
case : alas ! I am not the man 
who can speak to such an one as 
ye are. Any sweet presence 
which I have had in this town, 
is, I know, for this cause, that I 
might express and make it known 
to others ; but I never find my- 
self nearer Christ, that royal and 
princely One, than after a great 
weight and sense of deadness and 
gracelessness. I think, that the 
sense of our wants, when withal 
we have a restlessness, and a 
sort of spiritual impatience under 
them, and can make a din, be- 
cause we w r ant Him whom our 
soul loveth, is that which maketh 
an open door to Christ ; and, 
when we think we are going 
backward, because we feel dead- 
ness, we are going forward : for 
the more sense, the more life, 
and no sense argueth no life. 
There is no sweeter fellowship 
with Christ, than to bring our 
wounds and our sores to him. 
But for myself, I am ashamed of 
Christ’s goodness and love, since 
the time of my bonds; for he 
hath been pleased to open up 
new treasures of love and felt 
sweetness, and give visitations of 
’ove and access to himself, in 
his strange Land. I would 
hink a fill of his love young add 
green heaven ; and when he is 
pleased to come, and the tide is 
n, and the sea full, and the King 
and a poor prisoner together in 
he house-of-wine, the black tree 
of the cross is not so heavy as a 
feather. I cannot, I dow not, 
but give Christ an honourable 
md glorious testimony. 

I see that the Lord can ride 
hrough his enemies’ bands, and 
riumph in the sufferings of his 
own ; and that this blind world 
seeth not, that sufferings are 
~hrist’s armour, wherein he is 
victorious : and they who con- 
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tend with Zion see not what he is 
doing, when they are set to 
work, as under-smiths and ser- 
vants, to the work of refining of 
the saints, (Satan’s hand also, by 
them, is at the melting of the 
Lord’s vessels of mercy ;) and 
their office in God’s house is to 
scour and cleanse vessels for the 
King’? table. I marvel not to 
see them triumph, and sit at ease 
in Zio» ; for our Father must 
lay up his rolls, and keep them 
carefully for his own use : our 
Lord cannot want fire in his 
house; his furnace is in Zion, 
and his fire in Jerusalem : but 
little know the adversaries the 
counsel and the thoughts of the 
Lord. 

And for your complaints of 
your ministry: — 1 now think all 
I do too little : plainness, free- 
dom, watchfulness, fidelity, shall 
swell upon you, in exceeding 
large comforts, in your suffer- 
ings. The feeding of Christ’s 
lambs in private visitations, and 
catechising, in painful preaching, 
and fair, honest, and free warn- 
ing of the flock, is a sufferer’s 
garland. Oh, ten thousand times 
blessed are they, who are ho- 
noured of Christ to be faithful 
and painful, in wooing a bride to 
Christ 1 My dear Brother, 1 
know that ye think more on this, 
than I can : and I rejoice that 
your purpose is, in the Lord’s 
strength, to back your wronged 
Master ; and to come out, and 
call yourself Christ’s man, when 
so many are now denying him, as 
fearing that Christ cannot do 
for himself and them. 1 am a 
lost man for ever, or this, this is 
the way to salvation, even this 
way, which they call heresy, that 
men now' do mock and scoff at. 
I am confirmed now, that Christ 
will accept of his servant’s suf- 
ferings as good service to him, 


at the day of his appearance ; 
and, that ere it be long he will 
be upon us all, and men in their 
blacks and whites shall be brought 
out before God, angels and men. 
Our Master is not far off: oh, 
if we could wait on and be faith- 
ful! The good will of Him who 
dwelt in the bush, the tender fa- 
vour and love, the grace of our 
Lord, Jesus Christ, be with you. 

Help me with your prayers ; 
and desire, from me, other breth- 
ren, to take courage for their 
Master. Yours, in his sweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, August 15, 1637. 


LETTER CCXXIX. 

TO MR. HUGH MACKAIL. 

My very Dear Brother, — Ye 
know that men may take their 
sweet fill of the sour Law, in 
grace’s ground ; and betwixt the 
Mediator’s breasts, and this is 
the sinner’s safest way; for there 
is a bed for wearied sinners to 
rest them in, in the New Cove- 
nant, though no bed of Christ’s 
making to sleep in. The Law 
shall never be my doomster, by 
Christ’s grace ; if I get no more 
good of it — I shall find a sore 
enough doom in the Gospel, to 
humble, and to cast me down — 
it is (1 grant) a good rough 
friend, to follow a traitor to the 
bar, and to back him, till he 
come to Christ. We may blame 
ourselves, who cause the Law to 
crave well-paid debt, to scare us 
away from Jesus, and dispute 
about a righteousness of our own, 
a world in the moon, a chimera, 
and a night-dream, that pride is 
father and mother to. There 
cannot be a more humble soul 
than a believer ; it is no pride 
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for a drowning man to catch hold poor, afflicted, withered Mount 
of a rock. Sion. And who knoweth. but 


I rejoice that the wheels of this 
confused world are rolled, and 
cogged, and driven according as 
our Lord willeth. Out of what- 
ever airth the wind blow, it will 
blow us on our Lord. No wind 
can blow our sails overboard ; 
because Christ’s skill, and honour 
of his wisdom, are empawned and 
laid down at the stake for the 
sea-passengers, that he shall put 
them safe off his hand on the 
shore, in his Father’s know r n 
bounds, our native home ground. 

My dear Brother, scaur not 
at the cross of Christ ; it is not 
seen yet what Christ will do for 
you, when it cometh to the worst: 
he will keep his grace, till ye be 
at a strait, and then bring forth 
the decreed birth for your salva- 
tion. Ye are an arrow of his 
own making, let him shoot you 
against a wall of brass, your 
point shall keep whole. I can- 
not, for multitude of letters, and 
distraction of friends, prepare 
what I would for the times : I 
have not one hour of spare time, 
suppose the day were forty hours 
long. 

Remember me in prayer. Grace 
be with you. Yours, in his sweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept, b, 1037. 


LETTER CCXXX. 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE AND 
CHRISTIAN LADY, MY LADY 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to your Ladyship — God 
be thanked ye are yet in posses- 
sion of Christ, and that sweet 
child. I pray God that the 
former may be a sure heritage, 
and the latter a loan for your 
comfort, while ye do good to his 


our Lord hath comforts laid up 
in store for her and you ? I 
am persuaded, that Christ hath 
bought you past the Devil, and 
Hell, and sin, that they have no 
claim to you ; — and that is a 
rich and invaluable mercy. f Long 
since ye were half challenging 
death’s cold kindness, in being so 
slow and svveer to come t'o loose 
a tired prisoner : but ye stand in 
need of all the crosses, losses, 
changes, and sad hearts that be- 
fell you since that time. Christ 
knoweth that the body of sin un- 
subdued will take them all, and 
more : we know’ that Paul had 
need of the Devil’s service, to 
buffet him ; and far more we. 

( But, mv dear, and honourable 
I Lady, spend your sand-glass well. 
I am sure that you have law to 
raise a suspension against all 
that devils, men, friends, worlds, 
losses, hell, or sin can decree 
against you. It is good that your 
crosses will hut convoy you to 
Heaven’s gates : in can they not 
go ; the gates shall be closed 
upon them, when ye shall be ad- 
mitted to the throne. Time 
Istandeth not still, eternity is hard 
Jat our door. Oh, what is laid 
up for you! therefore, harden 
your fape against the wind : and 
the Lamb, your Husband, is 
making ready for you. The 
| Bridegroom would fain have that 
day, as gladly as your Honour 
would wish to have it ; — he hath 
not forgotten you. 

I have heard a rumour of the 
Prelates’ purpose to banish me : 
but let it come, if God so will ; 
the other side of the sea is my 
Father’s ground, as well as this 
side. I owe bowing to God, but 
no servile bowing to crosses : I 
have been but too soft in that. 
I am comforted that I am per- 
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s^pded fully, that Christ is halfer I 
with me in this well-born and 
honest cross ; • and if he claim 
right to the best half of my 
troubles, (as I know he doth to 
the whole,) I shall remit over to 
Christ what I shall do in this 
case. I know certainly, that m3 
Lord •JesuS will not mar nor 
spill my sufferings ; he hath use 
for then} in his house. 

Oh, what it worketh on me, to 
remember that a stranger, who 
cometh not in by the door, shall 
build hay and stubble upon the 
golden foundation which I laid 
amongst that people at Amvoth ! 
But I know that Providence 
looketh not asquint, but looked h 
straight out, and through all 
men’s darkness : oh, that 1 could 
wait upon the Lord ! I bad hut 
one eye, one joy, one delight, 
even to preach Christ ; and my 
Mother’s sons were angry at me, 
and have put out the poor man’s 
one eye, and what have I behind? 
I am sure that this sour world 
hath lost my heart deservedly, 
but oh, that there were a days- 
man to lay his hands upon us 
both, and determine upon my 
part of it. Alas, that innocent 
and lovely truth should be sold ! 
My tears are little worth, but yet 
for this thing I weep: I weep, 
alas, that my fair and lovely 
Lord Jesus should be miskent in 
his own house ! It reckoneth 
little of five hundred the like of 
me yet. the water gocth not 
over faith’s breath; yet our King 
liveth. 

I write the prisoner’s blessings : 
the *good- will, and long-lasting 
kindness, with the comforts of 
the very God of peace be to your 
Ladyship, and to your sweet 
child. Grace, grace be with you. 
Your Honour’s, at all obedience, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 7, 1637. 


LETTER CCXXXI. 

TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE MY 
LORD LINDSAY. 

Right Honorable, and my very 
Good Lord, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace he to your Lordship. — 
Pardon my boldness to express 
myself to your Lordship at this 
so needful a time, when your 
wearied and friendless Mother- 
kirk is looking round about her, 
to see if* any of her sons doth 
really bemoan her desolation : 
therefore, my dear, and worthy 
Lord, I beseech you in the bowels 
of Christ, pity that w r idow-like 
sister and spouse of Christ. I 
know that her husband is not 
dead, but he seemetli to be in an- 
other country, and seeth well, 
and beholdeth who are his true 
and tender-hearted friends, who 
hire venture under the water 
to bring out to dry land sink- 
ing truth, and who of the nobles 
will cast up their arm, to ward a 
blow off the crowned head of our 
loyal Lawgiver who reigneth in 
Zion, who will plead and contend 
for Jacob in the day of his con- 
troversy. 

It is now time, my worthy, and 
noble Lord, for you who are the 
little nurse fathers (under our 
sovereign Prince) to put on cou- 
rage for the Lord Jesus, and to 
take up a fallen orphan, speaking 
out of the dust, and to embrace 
in your arms Christ’s bride. He 
hath no more in Scotland that is 
the delight of his eyes, than that 
one little sister, whose breasts 
were once well-fashioned. She 
once ravished her Well-beloved 
with her eyes, and overcame him 
with her beauty: u She looked 
forth as the morning, fair as the 
moon, clear as the sun, terrible 
as an army with banners : her 
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stature was like the palm-tree, eternity, and judgment, and tj> e 
and her breasts like clusters of last reckoning, will be upon us 


grapes, and she held the King in 
his galleries.” (Cant. iv. 9, and 
vi. 10, and vii. 5, 7.) But now 
the crown is fallen from her head, 
and her gold waxed dim, and our 
white Nazarites are become black 
as the coal. Blessed are they 
who will come out and help Christ 
against the mighty ! The shields 
of the earth and the nobles are 
debtors to Christ for their hon- 
our, and should bring their glory 
and honour to the new Jerusa- 
lem; (Rev. xxi. 24.) Alas, that 
great men should be so far from 
subjecting themselves to the sweet 
yoke of Christ, that they burst 
his bonds asunder, and think they 
dow not go on foot when Christ 
is on horseback, and that every 
nod of Christ, commanding as 
king, is a load like a mountain of 
iron ; and, therefore, they say. 
“ This man shall not reign over 
us, we must have another king 
than Christ in his own house.” 
Therefore, kneel to Christ, and 
kiss the Son, and let him have 
your Lordship’s vote, as your 
alone Lawgiver. I am sure that 
when you leave the old waste inn 
of this perishing life, and shall 
reckon with your host, and de- 
part hence, and take shipping, 
and make over for eternity, which 
is the yonder side of time, — and 
a sand-glass of threescore short 
years is running out, — to look 
over your shoulder, then, to that 
which ye have done, spoken, and 
suffered for Christ, his dear bride, 
(that he ransomed with that blood 
which is more precious than gold,) 
and for truth, and the freedom 
of Christ’s Kingdom, your ac- 
counts will more sweetly smile 
and laugh upon you than if you 
had two worlds of gold to leave 
to your posterity. 0 my dear 
Lord, consider that our Master, 


in the twinkling of an eye. The 
blast of the Last Trumpet, now 
hard at hand, will cry down all 
acts of Parliament, all the deter- 
minations of pretended Assem- 
blies, against Christ our Law- 
giver. There will he shortly a 
proclamation by One standing in 
the clouds, that time sh^l be no 
more, and that courts with kings 
of clay shall be no more ; and pri- 
sons, confinements, forfeitures of 
nobles, wrath of kings, hazard 
of lands, houses, and name, for 
Christ, shall be no more. This 
world’s span-length of time is 
drawn now to less than half an 
inch, and to the point of the even- 
ing of the day of this old gray- 
haired world ; and, therefore, 
be fixed and fast for Christ and 
his truth for a time ; and fear 
not him whose life goeth out at 
his nostrils, who shall die as a 
man. I am persuaded Christ is 
responsal and law-biding, to make 
recompense for any thing that is 
hazarded or given out for him — 
losses for Christ are but our 
goods given out in bank in Christ’s 
hand. Kings earthly are well- 
j favoured little clay gods, time’s 
idols; but a sight of our invisible 
King shall decry and darken all 
the glory of this world. At the 
day of Christ, truth shall be 
truth, and not treason. Alas ! 
it is pitiful that silence, when 
the thatch of our Lord’s house 
hath taken fire, is now the flower 
and bloom of court and state wis- 
dom ; and to cast a covering over 
a good profession, (as if it bhish- 
ed at the light,) is thought a canny 
and sure way through this life : 
but the safest way, I am persuad- 
ed, is to tine and win with Christ, 
and to hazard fairly for him; for 
Heaven is but a company of noble 
venturers for Christ. I dare ha- 
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zard my soul that Christ will 
grow green, and blossom like the 
Rose of Sharon yet in Scotland ; 
howbeit now his leaf seemeth to 
wither, and his root to dry up. 

Your noble Ancestors have 
been enrolled amongst the wor- 
thies of this Nation, as the sure 
friends* of the Bridegroom, and 
valiant for Christ : I hope that 
you will^follow on to come to the 
streets for the same Lord. The 
world is still at yea and nay with 
Christ. It shall be your glory, 
and the sure foundation of your 
house, (now when houses are 
tumbling down, and birds build- 
ing their nests, and thorns and 
briers are growing up, where 
nobles did spread a table,) if you 
engage your estate and nobility 
for this noble King Jesus, with 
whom the created powers of the 
world are still in tops. All the 
world shall fall before him, and, 
as God liveth ! every arm lifted 
up to take the crown off his royal 
head, or that refuseth to hold it 
on his head, shall be broken from 
the shoulder blade. The eyes 
that behold Christ weep in sack- 
cloth, and wallow in his blood, 
and will not help, even these eyes 
shall rot away in their eye-holes. 
Oh, if ye and the nobles of this 
Land saw the beauty of that 
world’s wonder, Jesus our King, 
and the glory of Him who is an- 
gels’ wonder, and Heaven’s won- 
der for excellency ! Oh, what 
would men count of clay estates, 
of time-eaten life, of worm-eaten 
and moth-eaten worldly glory, in 
comparison of that fairest, fairest 
of God’s creation, the Son of the 
Father’s delights. I have but 
* small experience of suffering for 
him ; but let my Judge and Wit- 
ness in Heaven lay my soul in the 
balance of justice, if I find not a 
young heaven, and a little para- 
dise of glorious comforts and soul- 


delighting love-kisses of Christ 
here beneath the moon, in suffer- 
ing for him and his truth : and 
that the glory, joy , and peace, and 
fire of love, which I thought had 
been kept whill supper-time, when 
we shall get leisure to feast our 
fill upon Christ, I have felt in 
glorious beginnings in ray bonds 
for this princely Lord Jesus. 
Oh ! it is my sorrow, my daily 
pain, that men will not come and 
see. I would now be ashamed 
to believe that it should be pos- 
sible for any soul to think that he 
could be a loser for Christ, sup- 
pose he should lend Christ the 
lordship of Lindsay, or some such 
great worldly estate. Therefore, 
my worthy, and dear Lord , set now 
your face against the opposites of 
Jesus, and let your soul take 
courage to come under his ban- 
ner, to appear as his soldier for 
him ; and the blessings of a fall- 
ing kirk, the prayers of the pri- 
soners of hope who wait for Zion’s 
joy, and the good will of Him who 
dwelt in the bush, and it burned 
not, shall be with you. 

To his saving grace I recom- 
mend your Lordship and your 
House, and am still Christ’s pri- 
soner, and your Lordship’s obli- 
ged servant, in bis sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 7, 1637. 


LETTER CCXXXII. 

TO MY LORD BOYD. 

My very Honorable, and good 
Lord, — Grace, mercy, and peace 
be to you. — I am glad to hear 
that you, in the morning of your 
short day, mind Christ, and that 
you love the honour of his crown 
and kingdom. I beseech your 
Lordship to begin now to framo 
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your love, and to cast it in no 
mould but one, that it may be for 
Christ only ; — for when your 
love is now in the framing and 
making, it will take best with 
Christ. If any other than Jesus 
get a grip of it, when it is green 
and young, Christ will be an unco 
and strange world to you. Pro- 
mise the lodging of your soul first 
away to Christ, and stand by your 
first covenant, and keep to Jesus, 
that he may find you honest. It 
is easy to master an arrow’, and 
to set it right, ere the string be 
drawn; but when once it is shot, 
and in the air, and the flight be- 
gun, then ye have no more pow er 
at all to command it. It were a 
blessed thing, if your love eouh 
now level only at Christ, that his j 
fair face were the black of the 
mark ye shot at ; for when your 
love is loosed, and out of your 
grips, and in its motion to fetch 
home an idol, and hath taken a 
whorish gadding journey, to seek 
an unknown and strange lover, 
ye shall not then have pow’er to 
call homo the arrow, or to be I 
master of your love — and ye will 
hardly give Christ what ye scarce- 
ly have yourself. 

I speak not this, as if youth 
itself could fetch Heaven and 
Christ. Believe it, my Lord, it 
is hardly credible w hat a nest of 
dangerous temptations youth is ; 
how inconsiderate, foolish, proud, 
vain, heady, rash, profane, and 
careless of God, this piece of 
your life is ; so that the Devil 
findeth in that age a garnished 
and well-swept house, and seven 
devils worse than himself, for 
then affections are on horseback, 
lofty, and stirring ; then the old 
man hath blood, lust, much will, 
and little wit, and hands, feet, 
wanton eyes, profane ears, as his 
servants, and as kings\officers at 
command, to come and go at his 


will. Then a green conscience 
is as souple as the twig of a young 
tree. It is for every way, every 
religion ; every lewd course pre- 
vailed with it : and, therefore, oh, 
what a sweet couple, wdiat a glo- 
rious yoke are youth and grace, 
Christ and a young man ! This 
is a meeting not to be found in 
every town. None who have 
been at Christ can bring, back to 
vour Lordship a report answer- 
able to his worth ; for Christ can- 
not be spoken of, or commended 
according to his worth. 44 Come 
and see,” is the most faithful 
messenger to speak of him : little 
persuasion would prevail where 
this was. It is impossible in the 
setting out of Christ’s love, to lie 
and pass over truth’s line. The 
discourses of angels, or love-books 
written by the congregation of 
seraphim, (all their wits being 
conjoined and melted into one,) 
would for ever be in the nether 
side of truth, and of plentifully 
declaring the thing as it is. The 
infiniteness, the boundlessness of 
that incomparable excellency that 
i» in Jesus, is a great word. God 
send me, if it were but the relics 
and leavings, or an ounce weight 
or tw o, of his matchless love ; and 
suppose I never got another hea- 
ven, (provided this blessed fire 
were evermore burning,) I could 
not but be happy for ever. Come 
hither, then, and give out your 
money wisely for bread ; come 
hither, and bestow your love. 

I have cause to speak this, be- 
cause except ye possess and enjoy 
Christ, ye will be a cold friend to 
his Spouse — for it is love to the 
husband that causeth kindness to 
the wife. I dare swear it were a # 
blessing to your House, the ho- 
nour of your honour, the flower 
of your credit, now in your place, 
and as far as ye are able, to lend 
your hand to your weeping Mo- 



LETTER CCXXXn. 


339 


ther, even your oppressed and! 
spoiled Mother-kirk. If ye love 
her, and bestir yourself for her, 
and hazard the lordship of Boyd 
for the recovery of her vail, 
(which the smiting watchmen 
have taken from her,) then surely 
her husband will scorn to sleep 
in yoifr common or reverence. 
Bits of lordships are little to Him 
who ha^h many crowns on his 
head, and the kingdoms of the 
world in the hollow of his hand. 
Court, honour, glory, riches, sta- 
bility of houses, favour of princes, 
are all on his finger ends. Oh, 
what glory were it to lend your 
honour to Christ, and to his Je- 
rusalem. Ye are one of Zion’s 
horn sons ; your honorable and 
Christian parents would venture 
you upon Christ’s errands: there- 
fore, I beseech you, by the mer- 
cies of God, by the death and 
wrnunds of Jesus, by the hope of 
your glorious inheritance, and In 
the comfort and hope of the joy 
f'ul presence ye would have at tin 
water-side, when ye are putting 
vour foot in the dark grave, tnk< 
courage for Christ’s truth, and 
the honour of his free Kingdom ; 
for, hovvbeit ye be a young dower, 
and green before the sun, 
know not how soon death will 
cause you cast your bloom, and 
wither root, and branch, and 
leaves ; and, therefore, write uj 
what ye have to do for Christ 
and make a treasure of goof 
works, and begin in time. B; 
appearance ye have the advantage 
of the brae ; see what ye can do 
for Christ, against these who are 
waiting whill Christ’s Tabernacle 
fall, that they may run away with 
the boards thereof, and build 
their nests on Zion’s ruins. The 
are blind who see not louns now 
pulling up the stakes, and break 
ing the cords, and rending the 
curtains of Christ’s, (sometimes, 


eautiful tent in this land. Anti- 
christ is lifting that tent up upon 
is shoulders, and going away 
with it ; and when Christ and 
he Gospel are out of Scotland, 
Iream not that your houses shall 
hrive, and that it wdll go well 
vith the nobles of the land. As 
he Lord liveth ! the streams of 
/our waiters shaH become pitch, 
nd the dust of your land brim- 
stone, and your land shall become 
mrning pitch, and the owl and 
he raven shall dwell in your 
louses : and where your table 
stood, there shall grow briers and 
nettles, Isa. xxxiv. 9, 11. The 
Lord gave Christ and his Gospel 
s a pawn to Scotland. The 
watchmen have fallen foul, and 
ost their part of the pawn ; and 
who seeth not, that God hath 
Iried up their right eye, and 
heir right arm, and hath broken 
he shepherds’ staves, and that 
nen are trading in their hearts 
lpon such unsavoury salt, that is 
good for nothing else. If ye, the 
nobles, put away the pawn also, 
uid refuse to plead the contro- 
versy of Zion with the professed 
enemies of Jesus, ye have done 
with it. Oh !• where is the cou- 
rage and zeal now of the ancient 
nobles of this Land, who with 
their swords, and hazard of life, 
honour, and houses, brought 
Christ to our hands ? And now 
the nobles cannot but he guilty of 
shouldering out Christ, and of 
murdering the souls of their pos- 
terity, if they shall hide them- 
selves, and lurk in the lee-side of 
the hill, till the wind blow down 
the Temple of God. It goeth 
now under the name of wisdom, 
for men to cast their cloak over 
Christ and their profession, as if 
Christ were stolen goods, and 
durst not be avouched. But 
though this be reputed a piece ol 
policy, yet God esteemeth sue! 
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men to be but state fools and j loved Church in Ireland, my 
court gowks, whatever they, or heart bleedeth for her desolation ; 
other heads-of-wit like to them, but I believe that our Lord is 
think of themselves, since their only lopping the vine-trees, but 
damnable silence is the ruin of not intending to cut them down, 
Christ’s Kingdom. Oh, but it or root them out. It is true, 


be true honour and glory to be 
the fast friends of the Bride- 
groom, and to own Christs bleed- 
ing head, and his forsaken cause, 
and to contend legally, and in the 
wisdom of God, for our sweet 
Lord Jesus, and his kingly crown ! 
But I will believe that your Lord- 
ship will take Christ’s honour to 
heart, and be a man in the streets 
(as the prophet speaketh) for the 
Lord and his truth. To his rich 
grace and sweet presence, and 
the everlasting consolation of the 
promised Comforter, I recom- 
mend your Lordship, and am , 
your Lordship’s, in his sweet j 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 7, 1637. 


LETTER CCXXXI1I. 

TO HI8 WORTHY, AND MUCH HO- 
NOURED FRIEND, FULK ELIES. 

Worthy, and much Honoured 
in our Lord, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you. — I am glad 
of our more than paper acquaint- 
ance. Seeing we have one Fa- 
ther, it reckoneth the less, though 
we never see one another’s face. 
I profess myself most unworthy 
to follow the camp of such a wor- 
thy and renowned captain as 
Christ. Oh, alas! I have cause 
to be grieved, that men expect 
any thing of such a wretched man 
as I am. It is a wonder to me, 
if Christ can make anything of 
my noughty, short, and narrow 
love to him ; surely it is not 
worth the up-taking. 

2. As for our lovely and be- 


seeing we are heart-atheists by 
nature, and cannot take provi- 
dence aright, (because tie halt 
and crook ever since we fell,) we 
dream of a halting providence ; 
as if God’s ellwand, whereby he 
measureth joy and sorrow to the 
sons of men, were crooked and 
unjust, because servants ride on 
horseback, and princes go 
foot: but onr Lord dealeth good 
and evil, and to some one portion, 
or to others of both, by ounce- 
weights ; and measureth them in 
a just and even balance. It is 
but folly to measure the Gospel 
by summer or winter weather — 
the summer-sun of the saints 
diineth not on them in this life. 
How should we have complained, 
if the Lord had turned the same 
providence that we now stomach 
at, upside down, and had ordered 
matters thus, that first the saints 
should have enjoyed Heaven, glo- 
! ry, and ease, and then Methu- 
| selah’s days of sorrow and daily 
miseries? We would think a 
short heaven no heaven ; certain- 
ly his ways pass finding out. 

3, Ye complain of the evil of 
heart-atheism : but it is to a 
greater atheist than any man can 
be, that ye write of that. Oh, 
light findeth not that reverence 
and fear w r hich a plant of God’s 
setting should find in our soul ! 
How do we, by nature, as others, 
detain and hold captive the truth 
of God in unrighteousness, and 
so make God’s light a bound pri- 
soner ? And even when the pri- 
soner breaketh the jail, and cora- 
eth out in belief of a Godhead, 
and in some practice of holy obe- 
dience, how often do we, of new, 
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lay hands on the prisoner, and 
put our light 4 again in fetters ? 
Certainly there cometh great mist 
and clouds from the lower part 
of our soul, our earthly affections, 
to the higher part, which is our 
conscience, either natural or re- 
newed : a smoke in a lower house 
breaketh up, and defileth the 
house above. If we had more 
practice of obedience, we should 
have more sound light. I think, 
lay aside all other guiltiness, that 
this one, the violence done to 
God’s candle in our soul, were a 
sufficient dittay against us. There 
is no helping of this but by striv- 
ing to stand in awe of God’s light. 
Lest light tedl tales of us, we de- 
sire little to hear ; but since it is 
not without God, that light sit- 
teth neighbour to will, (a lawless 
lord,) no marvel that such a 
neighbour should leaven our judg- 
ment, and darken our light. 1 
see there is a necessity that we 
protest against the doings of the 
Old Man, and raise up a party 
against our worst half, to accuse, 
condemn, sentence, and with sor- 
row bemoan the dominion of sin’s 
kingdom and withal make law, in 
the New Covenant, against our 
guiltiness ; for Christ once con- 
demned sin in the flesh, and we 
are to condemn it over again. 
And if there had not been such a 
thing as the grace of Jesus, I 
should have long since given up 
with Heaven, and with the ex- 
pectation to see God. But grace, 
grace, free grace, the merits of 
Christ for nothing, white and 
fair, and large Saviour-mercy, 
(which is another* sort of thing 
than creature- mercy, or Law- 
mercy, yea, a thousand degrees 
above angel-mercy,) have been, 
and must be, the rock that we 
drowned souls must swim to. 
New washing, renewed applica- 
tion of purchased redemption, by 


that sacred blood that sealeth the 
free Covenant, is a thing of daily 
and hourly use to a poor sinner. 
Till we be in Heaven our issue of 
blood shall not be quite dried up ; 
and, therefore, we must resolve 
to apply peace to our souls from 
the new and living way ; and Je- 
sus, who cleanseth and cureth the 
leprous soul, lovely Jesus, must 
be our song on this side of Hea- 
ven’s gates : and even when we 
have won the castle, then must 
we eternally sing, “ Worthy, 

! worthy is the Lamb, who hath 
saved us, and washed us in his 
ow f n blood.” 

I would counsel all the ransom- 
ed ones to learn this song, and to 
drink and he drunk with the love 
of Jesus. O fairest, O highest, 
() loveliest One, open the well ! 
Oh, water the burnt and wither- 
ed travellers with this love of 
thine ! 1 think it is possible on 

earth to build a young New Jeru- 
salem, a little new heaven of this 
surpassing love. God either send 
me more of this love, or take me 
quickly over the water, where I 
may be filled with his love. My 
softness cannot take with want. 
1 profess I bear not hunger of 
Christ’s love fair. I know not if 
I play foul play with Christ, but 
I would have a link of that chain 
of his providence mended, in pin- 
ing and delaying the hungry on- 
waiters. For myself, I could wish 
that Christ would let out upon 
me more of that love. Yet to 
say Christ is a niggard to me, I 
dare not ; and if I say I have 
abundance of his love, I should 
lie. I am half straitened to com- 
plain, and cry, “ Lord Jesus, 
hold thy hand no longer.” 

Worthy Sir, let me have your 
prayers, in my bonds. Grace be 
with you. Yours, in his sweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 7, 1637. 
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LETTER CCXXXIV. 

TO JAMES LINDSAY. 

Dear Brother, — The constant 
and daily observing of God’s 
going alongst with you, in his 
coming, going, ebbing, flowing, 
embracing and kissing, glooming 
and striking, giveth me, (a, wit- 
less and lazy observer of the 
Lord’s way and working) a heavy 
stroke. Could I keep sight of 
him, and know when I want, and 
carry as became me in that con- 
dition, I would bless my case. 

But, 1. For desertions; I think 
them like lying lea of lean and 
weak land for some years, whill 
it gather sap for a better crop. 
It is possible to gather gold, 
where it may he had, with moon- 
light. Oh, if I could but creep 
one foot, or half a foot, nearer 
in to Jesus, in such a dismal 
night as that, when he is away, 
I should think it an happy ah 
sence 

2. If I knew that the Beloved 
were only gone away for trial, 
and further humiliation, and not 
smoked out of the house with 
new provocations, I would for- 
give desertions and hold my peace 
at his absence : but Christ’s 
bought absence, (that I bought 
with my sin,) is two running hoiks 
at once, one upon each side ; 
and what side then can I lie on ? 

3. I know that as night and 
shadows are good for flowers, 
And moon-light and dews are 
better than a continual sun, so is 
Christ’s absence of special use, 
and that it hath some nourishing 
virtue in it, and giveth sap to 
humility, and putteth an edge on 
hunger, and furni&heth a fair field 
to faith to put forth itself, and to 
exercise its fingers in gripping it 
seeth not what. 


4. It is mercy’s wonder, and 
grace’s wonder, that Christ will 
lend a piece of the lodging, and 
a back chamber beside himself, 
to our lusts ; and that he and 
such swine should keep house to- 
gether in our soul. For suppose 
they couch and contract them- 
selves into little room, when 
Christ eometh in, and seem to 
lie as dead under his feet, yet 
they often break out again ; and 
that a foot of the Old Man, or a 
leg or arm nailed to Christ’s 
cross, looseth the nail, or break- 
eth out again ; and \et Christ, 
beside this unruly and misnurtur- 
ed neighbour, can still be making 
heaven in the saints, one way or 
other. May I not say, 41 Lord 
Jesus, what duest thou here?” 
Yet here he must he. But I 
will not lose mv feet to go on 
into this depth and wonder ; for 

, free mercy, and infinite merits, 
took a lodging to Christ and us, 
beside such a loathsome guest as 
sin. 

5. Sanctification and mortifi- 
cation of our lusts, are the hard- 
est part of Christianity. It is a 
manner, as natural to us to leap 
when wo see the New Jerusalem, 
as to laugh when we are tickled: 
joy is not under command, or at 
our nod, when Christ kisseth : 
hut oh, how many of us would 
have Christ divided into two 
halves, that we might take the 
half of him only, and take his 
office, Jesus and Salvation ! but 
44 Lord” is a cumbersome word, 
and to obey and work out our 
own salvation, and to perfect ho- 
liness, is the. cumbersome and 
stormy north side of Christ, and 
that which we eschew and shift. 

6. For your question, the ac- 
cess that reprobates have to 
Christ, (which is none at all, for 
to the Father in Christ neither 
can they, nor will they come, 
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because Christ died not for them ; 
and yet, hy law, God and justice 
overtaketh them,) I say, first, 
there are with you more worthy 
and learned than I am, Messrs. 
Dickson, Blair, and Hamilton, 
who can more fully satisfy you ; 
hut 1 shall speak in brief what 1 
think o*f it in these assertions. 
First, All God’s justice toward 
man and^angels floweth from an 
act of absolute sovereign free-will 
of God, who is our Former and 
Potter, and we are hut clay ; for 
if he had forbidden to eat of the 
rest of the trees of the Garden of 
Eden, and commanded Adam to 
eat of the Tree of Knowledge of 
Good and Evil, tha< command no 
doubt had been as just as this, — , 
u Eat of all the trees, but not at 
all of the Tree of Knowledge of 
Good and Evil.” The reason is, 
because his will is before his 
justice, hy order of nature, and 
what is his will is his justice, 
and he willeth not things without 
himself because they are ji 
God cannot, God needeth not j 
hunt sanctity, holiness, or righto- 1 
ousness from things without him- 
self, and so not from the actions 
of men or angels ; because his 
will is essentially holy and jiM, 
and the prime rule of holiness 
and justice ; as the fire is natu- 
rally light, and inclineth upward, 
and the earth heavy and inclineth 
downward. The second asser- 
tion then, that God saith to re- 
probates, “ Believe in Christ, 
(who hath not died for your sal- 
vation,) and ye shall be saved,” 
is just and right ; because his 
eternal and essentially just will 
hath so enacted and decreed. 
Suppose natural reason speak 
against this, this is the deep and 
special mystery of the Gospel. 
God hath obliged, hard and fast, 
all the reprobates of the Visible 
Church to believe this promise, 


“ He that believeth shall be sav- 
ed and yet, in God’s decree 
and secret intention, there is no 
salvation at all decreed and in- 
tended to reprobates ; and yet 
the obligation of God being from 
his sovereign free-will, is most 
just, as is said in the first asser- 
tion. Thirdassertion, Therighte- 
ous Lord hath right over the 
reprobates and all reasonable 
| creatures, that violate his com- 
;rnandments. This is easy. Fourth 
assertion. The faith that God 
seeketh of reprobates, is, that they 
rely upon Christ, as despairing 
of their own righteousness, lean- 
ing wholly, and withal humbly, 
as w’eary and loaded, upon Christ, 
as on the Resting-stone laid in 
Zion. But he seeketh not that, 
without being weary of their sin, 
they relv upon Christ, as man- 
kind's Saviour ; for to rely on 
Christ, and not to be weary of 
! sin , is presumption, not faith. 
Faith is ever neighbour to a con- 
trite spirit ; and it is impossible 
that faith can be, where there is 
not a cast dow n and contrite heart, 
in some measure, for sin. Now 
it is certain, that God command- 
eth no man to presume. Fifth 
assertion, Then reprobates are 
not absolutely obliged to believe 
; that Christ died for them in par- 
ticular; for, in truth, neither re- 
probates nor others are obliged 
to believe a lie ; only they are 
obliged to believe that Christ 
died for them, if they be first 
w-eary, burdened, sin-sick* and 
condemned in their own con- 
sciences, and striken dead and 
killed with the Law’s sentence, 
and have indeed embraced him 
as offered, which is a second and 
subsequent act of faith, following 
after a coming to him, and a clos- 
ing with him. Sixth assertion, 
Reprobates are not formally 
guilty of contempt of God, and 
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misbelief, because they apply not 1 
Christ and the promises of the 
Gospel to themselves in particu- 
lar; for so they should be guilty, 
because they believe not a lie, 
which God never obliged them to 
believe. Seventh assertion, Jus- 
tice hath a right to punish repro- 
bates, because, out of pride of 
heart, confiding in their own 
righteousness, they rely not upon 
Christ as a Saviour of all them 
that come to him. This God 
may justly oblige them unto ; be- 
cause in Adam they had perfect 
ability to do; and men are guilty 
because they love their own ina- 
bility, and rest upon themselves, 
and refuse to deny their own 
righteousness, and to take them 
to Christ, in whom there is righte- 
ousness for wearied sinners. 
Eighth assertion, It is one thing 
to rely, lean, and rest upon Christ, 
in humility and weariness of spirit, 
and denying our own righteous- 
ness, believing him to be the only 
righteousness of wearied sinners; 
and it is another thing to believe 
that Christ died for me, John. 
Thomas, Anna, upon an inten- 
tion and decree to save us by 
name. For, 1st, The first goeth 
first, the latter is always after in 
due order. 2ndly, The first is 
faith, the second is a fruit of 
faith; and, 3rdly, The first ohlig- 
eth reprobates and all men in the 
Visible Kirk, the latter obligeth 
only the weary and laden, and so 
only the elect and effectually call- 
ed of God. Ninth assertion, It 
is a vain order ; I know not if 
Christ died for me, John, Thomas, 
Anna, by name ; and, therefore, 
I dare not rely on him.” The 
reason is, because it is not faith, 
to believe God’s intention and 
decree of election at the first, ere 
ye be wearied. Look first to your 
intention and soul. If ye find 
sin a burden, and can, and do 


rest, under that burden, upon 
Christ ; if this be once, now come 
and believe in particular, or ra- 
ther apply by sense, (for, in my 
judgment, it is a fruit of belief, 
not belief,) and feeling the good- 
will, intention, and gracious pur- 
pose of God anent your salvation. 
Hence, because there is malice 
in reprobates, and contempt of 
Christ, guilty they are, and jus- 
tice hath law against them : and, 
which is the mystery, they cannot 
come up to Christ, because he 
died not for them ; but their sin 
is, that they love their inability 
to come to Christ, and he who 
loveth his chains, deserveth 
chains. And thus in short. Re- 
member my bonds. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 
Aberdeen, Sept. 7, 1637. 


LETTER CCXXXV. 

TO MY LORD CR A1GHALL. 

My Lord, — I cannot expound 
your Lordship’s contrary tides, 
and these temptations wherewith 
ye are assaulted, to be any other 
thing than Christ trying you, and 
saying unto you, “ And will ye 
also leave me ?” I am sure that 
Christ hath a great advantage 
against you, if ye play foul play 
to him, in that the Holy Spirit 
hath done his part, in evidencing 
to your conscience, that this is 
the way of Christ, wherein ye 
shall have peace ; and the other, 
as sure as God liveth, is the An- 
tichrist’s way ; therefore, as ye 
fear God, fear your light, and 
stand in awe of a convincing con- 
science. It is far better for your 
Lordship to keep your conscience, 
and to hazard in such an honor- 
able capse your place, than wil- 
fully, and against your light, to 
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come under guiltiness. Kings 
cannot heal broken consciences ; 
and when death and judgment 
shall comprise your soul, your 
counsellors, and others, cannot 
become caution to justice for you. 
Ere it be long, our Lord will put 
a final determination to acts of 
Parliament, and mens’ laws, and 
will clear you, before men and 
angels, of mens’ unjust sentences. 
Ye received honour, and place, 
and authority, and riches, and 
reputation from your Lord, to 
set forward and advance the li- 
berties and freedom of Christ’s 
Kingdom. Men, whose con- j 
sciences are marie of stout ties'* , 
think little of such matters, which, j 
notwithstanding, encroach direct- 
ly upon Christ’s prerogative royal. 
So would men think it a light 
matter for Uzzah to put out his 
hand to hold the Lord’s failing 
ark ; but it cost him his life. 
And who douhteth, but a carnal 
friend will advise you to shut 
your window, and pray beneath 
your breath. “ Ye make too 
great a din with your prayers 
so wrnuld a head-of-wit speak, if 
he were in Daniel’s place. But 
men’s over-gilded reasons will not 
help you, when your conscience 
is like to rive with a doublecharge. 
Alas, alas ! when will this w orld 
learn to submit their wisdom to 
the wisdom of God ? 1 am sure 

that your Lordship hath found 
the truth ; go not then to search 
for it over again ; for it is com- 
mon for men to make doubts, 
when they have a mind to desert 
the truth. Kings are not their 
own men ; their ways are in 
God’s hand. I rejoice, and am 
glad, that ye resolve to walk with 
Christ, howbeit his court be thin. 
Grace be with your Lordship. 
Your Lordship’s, in his sVeet 
Master and Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 7, 1637. 


LETTER CCXXXVI. 

TO MR. JAMES HAMILTON. 

Reverend and Dear Brother, 
— Peace be to you from God our 
Father, and from our Lord Jesus. 
— I am laid low 7 , when 1 remem- 
ber what I am, and that my out- 
side casteth such a lustre when 
I find so little within. It is a 
wonder that Christ’s glory is not 
defiled, running through such an 
unclean and impure channel. But 
I see that Christ will be Christ, 
in the dreg and refuse of men. 
His art, his shining wisdom, his 
beauty, speak loudest in black- 
ness, weakness, deadness, yea, in 
nothing. I see nothing, no money, 
no worth, no good, no life, no 
deserving, is the ground that 
Onmipotency delighteth to draw 
glory out of. Oh, how sweet is 
he inner side of the walls of 
Christ’s house, and a room beside 
himself! My distance from him 
maketh me sad. Oh, that we 
were in other’s arms ! Oh, that 
the middle things betwixt us were 
removed ! I find it a difficult 
matter to keep all stots with 
Christ. When he laugheth, 1 
scarce believe it, I would so fain 
have it true. But I am like a 
low man looking up to a high 
mountain, whom weariness and 
fainting overcometh. I would 
climb up, but I find that I do not 
advance in my journey as I would 
wish ; yet l trust that he will 
take me home against night. I 
marvel not that Antichrist in his 
slaves is so busy : but our crown- 
ed King seeth and beholdeth, and 
will arise for Zion's safety. 

I am exceedingly distracted 
with letters, and company that 
visit me ; what I can do, or time 
will permit, I shall not omit. 
Excuse my brevity, for 1 am 

Q2 
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straitened. Remember the Lord’s 
prisoner : I desire to be mindful 
of you. Grace, grace, be with 
you. Yours, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Abeideen, Sept. 7, 1637. 


LETTER CCXXXVII. 

TO THE LAIRD OF GAITGTRTH. 

Much Honoured Sir, — Grace. 

mercy, and peace he to you I 

can do no more than thank you 
on paper, and remember you to 
Him whom I serve, for kindness 
and care of a prisoner. 

I bless the Lord, that the cause 
I suffer for, needeth not to blush 
before kings : Christ’s white, ho- 
nest, and fair truth needeth nei- 
ther to wax pale for fear, nor to 
blush for shame. I bless tlx 
Lord, who hath graced you to 
own Christ now, when so many 
are afraid to profess him, and 
hide him, for fear they suffer los- 
by avouching him. Alas, that 
so many in these da\s are carried 
with the times! as if their con- 
science rolled upon oiled wheels, 
so do they go any way the wind 
bloweth them : and, because Christ 
is not market-sweet, men put him 
away from them. 

Worthy, and much honoured 
Sir, go on to own Christ, and his 
oppressed truth : — the end of suf- 
ferings for the Gospel, is rest and 
gladness. Light and joy are 
sown for the mourners in Zion, 
and the harvest, (which is of 
God’s making, for time and man 
ner,) is near : crosses have right 
and claim to Christ in his mem- 
bers, till legs and arms, arid whole 
mystical Christ be in Heaven. 
There will be rain, and hail, and 
storms, in the saint’s clouds, ever- 
till God cleanse with fire the 
works of the creation, and till he 


burn the botch-house of heaven 
and earth, that men’s sins hath 
subjected unto vanity. 

They are blessed who suffer 
and sin not, for suffering is the 
badge that Christ hath put upon 
his followers. Take what way 
we can to Heaven, the way is 
hedged up with crosses ; there is 
no way but to break through 

I them. Wit and wiles, shifts and 

I I - s, will not find out a way 
round the cross of Christ, hut we 
must through. One thing, by 
experience, my Lord hath taught 
me, that the waters betwixt this 
and Heaven may all he ridden, if 
we be well horsed ; I mean, if 
w e be in Christ; and not one 
'hall drown by t he way, hut such 
as love their own destruction. 
Oh, if we could wait on for a 
time, and believe in the dark the 
salvation of God ! At least we 
.ire to believe good of Christ, till 
he gives us tlx* slip, (which is im- 
possible,) and to take his word 
for caution, that he shall fill up 
all the blanks in his promises, and 
itive us what we want ; but to the 
unbeliever, Christ’s testament is 
white, blank, unwritten paper. 

Worthy, and dear Sir, set 
vour face to Heaven, and make 
you to stoop at all the low entries 
m the way, that ye may receive 
the Kingdom as a child. “ With- 
out this,” He that knew the way, 
said, “ there is no entry in.” Oh, 
hut Christ is willing to lead a 
poor sinner ! Oh, what love my 
poor soul hath found in him, in 
the house of rny pilgrimage ! 
Suppose that love in Heaven, and 
*arth, were lost, I dare swear, it 
may be found in Christ. 

Now the very God of peace es- 
tablish you, till the day of the 
g'orious appearance of Christ. 
YouV own, in his sweet Lord Je- 
sus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 7, 1637. 
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LETTER CCXXXVIII. 

TO THE LADY CAITGIRTH. 

Much Honoured , and Chris- 
tian Lady. — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I long to hear 
how it goeth with you and your 
children. 

I exhqyt you not to lose breath, 
nor to faint in your journey. 
The way is nor so long to your 
home as it was, it will wear to 
one step or an inch at length, and 
ye shall come erelong to he with- 
in your arm-length of the glori- 
ous crown. Your Lord Jesus 
did sweat and pant, ere he got up 
that mount ; he was at, 44 Father 
save me,” with it. It was he w ho, 
(Psalm xxii. 14,) said, 41 I am 
poured out like water ; all mv 
hones are out of joint” — Chrht 
was as if they had broken him 
upon the wheel — 44 My heart is 
like wax, it is united in the midst 
of my bowels.” (Ver. 15.) 44 Mv 
strength is dried up like a pot- 
sherd ” I am sure, ye love the 
way the better, that his holy feet 
trod it before you. Crosses have 
a smell of crossed and pained 
Christ. 1 believe that jour Lord 
w ill not leave you to die your lone 
in the way. I know that ye have 
sad houis, when the Comforter is 
hid under a vail, and when ye 
inquire for him, and find hut a 
toom nest. This, I grant, is hut 
a cold good day, when the seeker 
inisseth Him whom the soul lov- 
eth ; hut even his unkind ness is 
kind, his absence lovely, his mask 
a sweet sight, till God send Christ 
himself, in his own sweet presence 
Make his sweet comforts your 
own, and he not strange, and 
shame-faced with Christ. Home 
ly dealing is best for him, it is 
his liking. When your winter 
storms are over, the summer of 


your Lord shall come ; your sad- 
ness is with child of joy, he will 
do you good in the latter-end. 

Take no heavier lift of your 
children than your Lord alloweth. 
Give them room beside your 
heart, but not in the yolk of your 
heart, where Christ should be ; 
for then they are your idols, not 
your bairns. If your Lord take 
any of them home to his house, 
before the storm come on, take it 
well. The owner of the orchard 
may take down two or three apples 
off his own trees, before midsum- 
mer, and ere they get the harvest 
^un : and it would not be seemly 
that his servant, the gardener, 
"hould chide him for it. Let our 
Lord pluck his own fruit at any 
reason he plcaseth ; they are not 
lost to you, they are laid up so 
well, as that they are coffered in 
Heaven, where our Lord’s best 
jewels lie. They are all free 
goods that are there ; death can 
have no law to arrest anything 
that is within the walls of the 
New Jerusalem. 

All the saints, because of sin, 
are like old rusty horologes, that 
must be taken down, and the 
wheels scoured and mended, and 
>et up again in better case than 
before. Sin hath rusted both 
soul and body ; our dear Lord, 
hv death, taketh us down to scour 
the wheels of both, and to purge 
us perfectly from the root and 
remainder of sin ; and we shall 
be set up in better case than be- 
fore. Then pluck up your heart ; 
Heaven is yours, and that is a 
word which few can say. 

Now r , the great Shepherd of 
the sheep, and the very God of 
peace, confirm and establish you, 
to the day of the appearance of 
Christ our Lord. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 7, 1637. 
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LETTER CCXXXIX. 

TO MR. MATTHEW MOWAT. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
I am refreshed with your let- 
ters. I would tatye all well at my 
Lord’s hands that he hath done, 
if I knew that I could do my Lord 
any service in my suffering ; sup- 
pose my Lord would make a stop- 
hole of me, to till a hole in the 
wall of his house, or a pinning in 
Zion’s new work. For any place 
of trust in my Lord’s house, as 
steward, or chamberlain, or the 
like, surely I think myself, (my 
very dear Brother, I speak not 
by any proud figure or trope,) 
unworthy of it ; nay, I am not 
worthy to stand behind the door ; 
if my head, and feet, and body 
were half out, half in, in Christ’s 
house, so that I saw the fair face 
of the Lord of the house, it would 
still my greening and love-sick 
desires. When I hear that the 
men of God are at work, and 
speaking in the name of our Lord 
Jesus, 1 think myself but an out- 
cast, or outlaw, chased from the 
city, to lie on the hills, and live 
amongst the rocks and out-fields. 
Oh, that I might but stand in 
Christ’s out-house, or hold a can- 
dle in any low vault of his house ! 
But I know this is but the vapours 
that arise out of a quarrelous and 
unbelieving heart to darken the 
wisdom of God. And your fault 
is just mine, that I cannot believe 
my Lord’s bare and naked word. 
I must either have an apple to 
play me with, and shake hands 
with Christ, and have seal, cau 
tion, and witness to his word, or 
else I count myself loose ; how- 
beit, I have the word and faith of 
a King. Oh, I am made of un- 
belief, and cannot swim but where 
my feet may touch the ground ! 
Alas, Christ under my tempta- 


tions is presented to me as lying 
waters, as a dyvour and a cozener ! 

V.“v! can 

temptations, casting us in a night- 
dream, do feign and devise; and 
temptations represent Christ ever 
unlike himself, and we in our folly 
listen to the Tempter. 

If I could minister onfc saving 
word to any, how glad would my 
soul be ! But I myself*, which is 
the greatest evil, often mistake 
the cross of Christ ; for I know' 
if we had wisdom, and knew well 
that ease slayeth us fools, we 
would desire a market where we 
might barter or niffer our lazy 
ease wdth a profitable cross ; how- 
| beit there be an outcast natural 
betwixt our desires and tribula- 
tion. But some give a dear price 
and gold for physic, which they 
love not ; and buy sickness, how- 
beitthey wish rather to have been 
whole than to he sick. 

But surely, Brother, ye shall 
have my advice, (howbeit, alas ! 
I cannot follow’ it myself,) not to 
contend w ith the honest and faith- 
ful Lord of the house ; for, go 
he, or come he, he is aye gra- 
cious in his departure. There 
are grace, and mercy, and lov- 
| ing kindness upon Christ’s back 
j parts ; and when he goeth away, 
| the proportion of his face, the 
| image of that fair Sun that stayeth 
jin eyes, senses, and heart, after 
he is gone, leaveth a mass of love 
behind it in the heart. The sound 
of his knock at the door of his 
Beloved, after he is gone and 
passed, leaveth a share of joy and 
sorrow both : so we have some- 
thing to feed upon till he return : 
and he is more loved in his de- 
parture, and after he is gone, than 
before ; as the day in the declin- 
ing of the sun, and towards the 
evening, is often most desired. 

And as for Christ’s cross, I 
never received evil of it, but what 
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was of mine own making ; when 
I miscooked Christ’s physic, no 
marvel that it hurt me. For 
since it was on Christ’s hack, it 
hath always a sweet smell, and 
these 1600 years it keepeth the 
smell of Christ ; nay, it is older 
than that too, for it is a long time 
since Abel first handseled the 
cross, and had it laid upon his j 
shoulder^; and down from him,j 
all alongst to this very day, all 
the saints have known what it is. 

I am glad that Christ Jesus hath 
such a relation to this cross, and 
that it is called the cross of our 
Lord Jesus, (Gal. vi. 14,) his 
reproach, (Heb. xiii. 13,) as if 
Christ would claim it as his pro- 
per goods, and so it cometh into 
the reckoning among Christ’s own 
property ; if it were simple evil, 
as sin is, Christ, who is not the 
author nor owner of sin, would 
not own it. 

I wonder at the enemies of 
Christ, (in whom malice hath run 
away with wisdom, and will is up, 
and wisdom down,) that they 
would essay to lift up the Stone 
laid in Zion. Surely it is not 
laid in such sinking ground as 
that they can raise it, or remove 
it : for when we are in their belly, 
and they have swallowed us down, 
they will be sicfk, and spue us out 
again. I know that Zion and her 
Husband cannot both sleep at 
once ; I believe that our Lord 
once again will water with his 
dew the withered hill of Mount 
Zion in Scotland, and come down, 
and make a new marriage again, 
as he did long since. Remember 
our Covenant. 

Your excuse for your advice to 
me is needless. Alas! many sit 
beside light, as sick folks beside 
meat, and cannot make use of it. 
Grace be with you. Your Bro- 
ther in Christ, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 7, 1637. 


LETTER CCXL. 

TO MR. JOHN MEINE. 

Dear Brother, — I received your 
letter I canyot but testify un- 

der mine own hand, that Christ 
is still the longer the better, and 
that this time is the time of loves. 
When I have said all I can, others 
may begin and say that I have 
said nothing of him. I never 
knew Christ to ebb or flow, wax 
or wane ; his winds turn not ; 
when he seemeth to change, it is 
but we who turn our wrong side 
to him. I never had a plea with 
him, in my hardest conflicts, but 
of mine owm making. Oh, that 
I could live in peace and good 
neighbourhood with such a se- 
cond, and let him alone! My 
unbelief made many black lies, 
but my recantation to Christ is 
not worth the hearing. Surely 
he hath borne with strange gawds 
in me : he knoweth my heart hath 
not natural wit to keep quarters 
with such a Saviour. 

Ye do well to fear your back- 
sliding. 1 had stood sure, if I had, 
in my youth, borrowed Christ to 
be my bottom ; but he that bear- 
< i th his own weight to Heaven, 
shall not fail to slip and sink. 
Ye had no need to be barefooted 
among the thorns of this apostate 
generation, lest a stob strike up 
into your foot, and cause you to 
halt all your days. And think 
not that Christ will do with you 
in the matter of suffering, as the 
Pope doth in the matter of sin. 
Ye shall not find that Christ will 
sell a dispensation, or give a dy- 
vour's protection against crosses. 
Crosses are proclaimed as com- 
mon accidents to all the saints, 
and in them standeth a part of 
our communion w ith Christ; but 
there lieth a sweet casualty to the 
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cross, even Christ’s presence and 
his comforts, when they are sanc- 
tified. 

Remember my love to your fa- 
ther and mother. Grace be with 
you. Yours, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 7, 1637. 


LETTER CCXLI. 

TO JOHN FLEMING, BAILLIE OF 
LEITH. 

Much Honoured in the Lord, 
— Grace, mercy, and peace be to 

you I am still in good terms 

with Christ ; however my Lord’s 
wind blow, I have the advantage 
of the calm and sunny side of 
Christ. Devils, and Hell, and 
Devil’s servants, are all blown 
blind, in pursuing the Lord’s 
little bride ; they shall be as a 
night-dream, who fight against 
Mount Zion. 

Worthy Sir, I hope that ye 
take to heart the worth of your 
calling. This great fair and 
meeting of the people shall skail, 
and the port is open for us. As 
fast as time weareth out, we flee 
away ; eternity is at our elbow. 
Oh, how blesstd are they, who, 
in time, make Christ sure for 
themselves ! Salvation is a great 
errand. I find it hard to fetch 
Heaven. Oh, that we would 
take pains on our lamps, for the 
Bridegroom’s coming. Theother 
side of this world shall be turned 
up incontinently, and up shall 
down : and those that are weep- 
ing in sackcloth will triumph on 
white horses, with Him whose 
name is The Word of God. 
Those dying idols, the fair crea- 
tures that we whorishly love 
better than our Creator, shall 
pass away like snow-water. The I 


Godhead, the Godhead, a com- 
munion with God in Christ to be 
halvers with Christ of the pur- 
chased house and inheritance in 
Heaven, should be our scope and 
aim. 

For myself, when I lay my ac- 
counts, oh, what telling, oh, 
what weighing is in Christ ! Oh, 
how soft are his kisses! Oh, 
love, love surpassing in Jesus! 

have no fault to that love, but 
that it seemeth to deal niggardly 
with me; I have little of it. Oh, 
that I had Christ’s seen and read 
| bond, subscribed by himself, for 
] my fill of it! What gailand 
j have I, or what crown, if I 
| looked right on things, but Jesus? 
Oh, there is no room in us on 
this side of the water for that 
love ! This narrow bit of earth, 
and these ebb and narrow souls 
can bold little of it, because we 
are full of rifts. I would that 
glory, glory would enlarge us, 
(as it will,) and make us tight, 
and close up our seams and rifts, 
that we might be able to compre- 
hend it, which is yet incompre- 
hensible. 

Remember my love to your wife, 
Grace be with you. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 7, 1637. 


LETTER CCXLII. 

TO THE LADY ROWALLAN. 

Madam, — Though not ac- 
quainted, I am bold in Christ to 
speak to your Ladyship on paper. 
1 rejoice in our Lord Jesus, on 
vour behalf, that it hath pleased 
Him whose love to you is as old 
as himself to manifest the savour 
of his love, in Christ Jesus, to 
your soul, in the revelation of 
his will and mind to you, now 
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when so many are shut up in un- 
belief. Oh, the sweet change 
which ye have made, in leaving 
the black kingdom of this world 
and sin, and coming over to our 
Bridegroom’s new Kingdom, to 
know, and be taken with the 
love of the beautiful Son of God. 

I beseech you, Madam, in the 
Lord, to make now sure work, 
and see that the old house he 
eastern down, and razed from the 
foundation, and that the new 
building of y our soul be of ( 'hrist’s 
own laying ; for then wind nor 
storm shall either loose it, or' 
shake it asunder. Many now ! 
take Christ by guess; he .sure, 
that it be he, and only he, who:n| 
ye have met with: his sweet j 
smell, his lovely voice, his fair! 
face, his sweet working in 
soul, will not lie ; they will soon 
tell if it he Christ indeed — and 1 
think that vour love to the saints 
speakidli that it is be — and, there- 
fore, I say. hi 1 sure that ye talc 
Christ himself, and take him with| 
his Father’s blessing. His Fathei 
allowed h him wi 11 upon you! your | 
lines are well fallen ; it could not i 
have been better, nor so well 
with you, if they bad not fallen 
in these places: in Ileawn, or 
out of Heaven, there is nothing 
better, nothing so sweet and ex- 
cellent as the thing ye bnv- 
lighted on, and therefore hold 
you with Christ. Joy, much joy 
may ye have of him; but take 
bis cross with him cheerfully. 
Christ and his cross are not 
separable in this life, howludt 
Christ and his cross part at Hea- 
ven’s door, for there is no house- 
room for crosses in Heaven. 
One tear, one sigh, one sad 
heart, one fear, one loss, one 
thought of trouble cannot find 
lodging there : they are but tin- 
marks of our Lord Jesus, down 
in this wide inn, and stormy 


| country, on this side of death: 
sorrow and the saints are not 
married together ; or, suppose it 
were so, Heaven would make a 
divorce. 

I find that his sweet presence 
eateth out the bitterness of sor- 
row and suffering. I think it a 
"vveet thing, that Christ saith of 
my cross, “ Half mine and 
that he divideth these sufferings 
Cith me, and taketh the larger 
"bare to himself ; nay, that I and 
ni v whole cross are wholly 
Christ’*. Oh, what a portion is 
Christ ! Oh, that the saints 
would dig deeper in the treasures 
>- >f Ids wisdom and excellency! 

Thus recommending’ your La- 
dy "hip to the good-will and ten- 
der mercies of our Lord, I rest 
Vour Ladyship’s, in his sweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 7, 1637. 


LETTER CCXLIII. 

FOR MARION M A CKN AUGHT. 

Much Honoured, and Dearest 
:n our sweet Lord Jesus, — Grace 
l au-rev, and peace, from God our 
Father, and from our Lord Jesus. 

! 1 know that the Lord will do 

| :br your town. 1 hear that the 
i Bishop i> afraid to come amongst 
you : for so it is spoken in this 
town. And many now rejoice 
here to pen a supplication to the 
Council, for bringing me home 
to my place, and- for repairing 
other wrongs done in the country: 
and see if you can procure that 
three or four hundred in the 
country, noblemen, gentlemen, 
countrymen, and citizens sub- 
scribe it — tlie more the better. 
It may be that it will affright the 
Bishop, and, by law, no advan- 
tage can be taken against you for 
Q 5 
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it. I have not time to write to 
Carlton and to Knockbrex ; but 
I would you did speak to them it 
it, and let them advise wit! 
Carlton. Mr. A. thinketh well 
of it, and I think others will ap- 
prove it. 

I am still in good case with 
Christ, my court is no less than 
it was, the door of the Bride- 
groom’s house-of-w ine is open, 
when such a poor stranger as 
I come athort. 1 change, but . 
Christ abideth still the same ' 

They have put out my one 
poor eye, my only joy, to preach 
Christ, and to go errands be- 
twixt him and his bride. What | 
my Lord will do with me, 1 
know* not ; it is like that I shall 
not winter in Aberdeen, bui 
where it shall be else, I know 
not. There are some blossom- 
ings of Christ’s Kingdom in fhb 
Town, and the smoke is rising, 
and the ministers are raging ; 
but I love a rumbling and roar- 
ing devil best. 

I beseech you in the Lord, m\ 
dear Sister, to wait for the sal- 
vation of God. Slack not your 
hands in meeting to pray. Feai j 
not flesh and blood : we have 
been all over-feared, and that 
gave louns the confidence to shut 
me out of Galloway. 

Remember my love to John 
Carseri, and Mr. John Brown 
1 never could get mv love off 
that man ; I think Christ hath 
something to do with him. De- 
sire vo ir husband from me, not 
to think ill of Christ for his 
cross. Many misken Christ, be 
cause he hath the cross on his i 
back ; but he will cause us all to ■ 
laugh yet. I beseech you, as ve 
would do anything for me, to re- 
member my Lady Marisehal to 
God, and her son the Earl Ma- 
rischal, especially her Christian 
daughter, rny Lady Pitsligo. 


I shall go to death with it, 
that Christ will return again to 
Scotland, with salvation ii 
wings, and to Galloway. 

Grace be with you. Yours in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 7, 1637. 


LETTER CCXUV. 

TO MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

And in that day will I make Jeru- 
salem a burdensome stone for all 
people : all that burden themselves 
with it shall be cut in pieces, though 
all the people of the earth be ga- 
thered together against it.” Zech. 
xu. 3. 

Well-beloved Sister, — I have 
been sparing to write to you, 
because 1 was heavy at the pro- 
ceedings of our late Parliament. 
Where law r should have been, 
(hey would not give our Lord, 
Jesus, fair law and justice, nor 
he benefit of the hou^e, to hear 
ither the just grievances, or 
the lmmhle supplications of the 
servants of God. Nothing rest- 
eth. hut that we lay our griev- 
ances before our crowned King 
Jesus, who reigneth in Zion. 
And Imwheit it he true, that the 
ids of the Perth Assembly for 
conformity are established, and 
the King’s power to impose the 
•mrplice, and other mass-apparel, 
upon ministers, he confirmed ; 
\et what men conclude, is not 
script tire. Kings have short arms 
lo overturn Christ’s throne ; and 
>ur Lord hath been walking and 
landing upon his feet at this 
Parliament, when fifteen earls 
md lords, and forty-four com- 
missioners for burrows, with some 
barons, have voted for our kirk, 
in face of a King, who, with 
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much awe and terror, with his 
own hand wrote up the voters 
for or against himself. Long be- 
fore this Kirk, in the second 
Psalm, the ends of the earth, 
Scotland and England, were gift- 
ed of the Father to his Son 
Christ ; and that is an old Act 
of Parliament decreed bv our 
Lord, and printed four thousand 
years ago — their Acts are but 
yet pricing. The first act shall 
stand, let all the potentates of 
the world, who love Christ’s 
room better than himself, rag< 
as they please. Though tin 
mountains be carried into the 
midst of the sea, yet there is a 
river that cometh out of the sane 
tuary, and the streams of it re- 
fresh the City of God. That 
Well is not yet cried down in 
Scotland, nor can it dry up : 
therefore, still believe and trust 
in God’^ salvation. If you knew 
the whole proceedings, it is the 
Lord’s mercy that matters have 
gone at our Parliament as they 
have gone. The Lord Jesus, in 
our King’s ears, to his great pro- 
vocation and grief, hath gotten 
many witnesses ; and we saw in 
all, the Son of God overturning 
their policy, and making tin 
world know how well he loveth 
his poor sun-burnt bride in Scot- 
land — the Lord liveth, and bless- 
ed be t he God of our salvation. 

For the matter betwixt your 
husband and Carlton, I trust in 
God it shall be removed. It hath 
grieved me exceedingly. I have 
dealt w ith Carlton, and shall deal ; 
put it off yourself upon the Lord, 
that it burden you not. 

I have heard of your daughter’s 
marriage: I pray the Lord Jesus 
to subscribe the contract, and to 
be at the banquet, as he was at 
the marriage of Cana of Galilee. 
Shew her from me, that though it 
be true that God’s children have 


prayed for her, yet the promise 
of God is made to her prayers 
and faith especially: and, there- 
fore, I would entreat her to seek 
the Lord, to he at the wedding; 
let her give Christ the love of her 
virginity and espousals, and choose 
him first as her Husband, and that 
match shall bless the other. It 
is a new world she entereth into, 
and, therefore, she hijth need of 
new acquaintance with the Son 
of God, and of a renewing of her 
love to him, whose love is better 
than wine: 1 Cor. vii. 29, “ The 
time is short, let the married be 
as though they were not married 
(ver. 30,) “ They that weep, as 
though they weeped not ; they 
th.it rejoice, as though they re- 
joiced not ; they that buy, as 
though they possessed not (ver. 
31,) 11 They that use this world, 
as though they used it not : for 
the fashion of this world passeth 
away.” Grace, grace be her 
portion from the Lord. I know' 
that you have a care on you of it, 
that all be right : but let, Christ 
hear all. You need not pity him, 
(if I may sav so ;) put him to it, 
lie is strength enough. 

The Spirit of the Lord Jesus 
he with you. Your Friend, in 
his dearest Friend, Christ Jesus, 
S. 11. 

Aberdeen. 


LETTER CCXLV. 

TO MY LADY BOYD. 

My very Honorable and Chris- 
tian Lady, — Grace, mercy, and 

peace be to you I received your 

letter, and am well pleased that 
vour thoughts of Christ stay with 
you, and that your purpose still 
is, by all means, to take the King- 
dom of Heaven by violence, which 
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is no small conquest : — and it is there is joy in wooing, suiting, 
a degree of watchfulness and lying about his house, looking in 
thankfulness also, to observe at the windows, and sending a 
sleepiness and unthankfulness poor soul’s groans and wishes 
We have all good cause to com- through a hole of the door to Je- 
plain of false light, that playeth sus, till God send a glad meet- 
the thief, and stealeth away the ing : and blessed he God, that 
lantern. When it cotneth to the after a low ebb, and so sad a word, 
practice of constant walking with Lord Jesus, it is long 
God, our journey is ten times a saw thee,” th.it even then, our 
day broken into ten pieces — wings are growing, and the ab- 
Christ getteth but only broken, sence of sweet Jesus br^edeth a 
and halfed, and tired work of us. new fleece of desires and long- 
and alas ! too often against the ings for him. 1 know that no 

hair man hath a velvet cross, hut the 

1 have been somewhat nearer cross is made of that which God 
the Bridegroom ; but when 1 will have it. But verily, howbe- 
draw nigh, and see my vileness, it it be no warrantable market to 
for shame 1 would be out of bis buy a cross, yet 1 dare not sav, 

presence again ; but yet, desire oh. that I bad liberty to sell 

of bis soul-refreshing love putteth Christ's cross, lest therewith, al- 
blushing me under an arrest m>, 1 should sell joy, comfort, 
Oh, wb.it am 1, so loathsome a Nen.se of love, patience, and the 
burden of sin, to stand hesidi kind visits of a Bridegroom : 
such a beautiful and holv Lord, md, therefore, blessed be God, 
such a high and lofty Onewhojwe get crosses unbmight and 
inbabiteth eternity! But sinci good-cheap. Sure I am, it were 
it pleaseth Christ to condescend better to buy crosses for Christ, 
to such an one as I. let shame than to sell them : how belt neither 
facedness be laid aside, and lose !>e allowed to us. 
itself in condescending love. 1 And for Christ’s joyful com- 
vvould heartily be cont< nt to keep ing and going, which your Lady- 
a corner of the King’s hall. Oh, ship speakcth of, 1 hear with it, 
if 1 were at the yonder end of m\ as love can permit. It should be 
weak desires! then should I hr enough to me, if I were wise, 
where Christ, my Lord and that Christ will ha ve joy and sor- 
Lover, li vet h and reigneth ; there row halvers of the life of the 
I should be everlastingly solaced saints, and that each of them 
with the sight of his face, and sa- should have a share of our days : 
tisficd with the surpassing sweet as the night and the day are kindly 
ness of his matchless love. But partners and halvers of time, and 
truly now I stand in the nether take it up betwixt them. But if 
side of my desires, arid with a sorrow be the greedier halver of 
drooping head, and panting heart, our days here, 1 know that joy’s 
J look up to fair Jesus, standing lay shall dawn, and do more than 
afar off from us, whill corruption recompense all our sad hours/ 
and death shall scour and refine Let my Lord Jesus, (since he 
the body of clay, and rot out the willeth to do so,) weave my bit 
hones of the Old Man of sin. In md span-length of time" with 
the mean time we are blessed in white and black, well and wo, 
sending word to the beloved, that with the Bridegroom’s coming 
we love to love him ; and till then, md his sad departure, as warp 
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and woof in one web ; and let 
the rose be neighboured with the 
thorn ; yet hope that maketh not 
ashamed hath written a letter and 
lines of hope to the mourners in 
Zion, that it shall not be long so. 
When we are over the water, 
Christ shall cry down crosses, 
and up Heaven for evermore ; 
and down Hell, and down death, 
and down sin, and down sorrow : 
and up* glory, up life, up joy for 
evermore. In this hope, I sleep 
quietly in Christ’s bo^om whill 
He come who is not slack ; am 1 
would sleep so, were it not that 
the noise of the Devil, and of sin's 
feet, and the cries of an unlx liev- 
ing heart, awaken me: — hut, for 
the present, 1 have nothing w here- 
of I can accuse Christs cross. 
Oh, if 1 could please nnself in 
Christ only. 

1 hope, Madam, that your sons 
will improve their power for Je- 
sus ; for there is no danger, nei- 
ther is there an\ question or just- 
ling betwixt Christ and authority, 
(though our enemies falsely state 
the question,) as if Christ and 
authority could not abide under 
one roof, — t! e question only is, 
betwixt Christ and men in au- 
thority. Authority is for and 
from Christ, and sib to him ; 
how then can lie make a plea with 
it? Nay, the truth is, worms 
and gods of clay are rCen up 
against Christ. If the fruit of 
your Lady.-diip’s w omh he helpers 
of Christ, ye have good ground 
to rejoice in God. 

Ail that your Ladyship can ex- 
pect for your good-will to me, 
and my brother, (a wronged 
stranger for Christ,) is the pray- 
ers of a prisoner of Jesus, to 
whom I recommend your Lady- 
ship* and your House and chil- 
dren : Ofpd in whom I am, Ma- 
dam, your Ladyship’s in Christ, 


LETTER CCXLVI. 

TO MR. THOMAS GARVEN. 

Dear Brother, — Grace, mercy, 

and peace be to you I rejoice 

that ye cannot be quit of Christ, 
(if I may speak so,) hut that he 
must, he will have you. Betake- 
vourself to Christ, iny dear Bro- 
ther. It is a great business to 
make quit of superfluities, and of 
those things which Christ cannot 
dwell with. I am content with my 
own cross, that Christ hath made 
mine by an eternal lot, because 
it is Christ’s and mine together. 

I marvel not, that winter is with- 
out Heaven ; for there is no win- 
ter w i thin it : all the saints, there- 
fore, have their own measure of 
winter, before their eternal sum- 
mer. Oh, for the long day, and 
the high sun, and the fair garden, 
and the Kmg’s great city up above 
these \Lible Heavens! What 
find layeth on let me suffer ; for 
"O mo have one cross, some seven, 
'tune ten, some half a cross : yet 
dl the saints have whole and full 
|ov, and seven crosses have seven 
joys. Christ is cumbered wdth 
me, (to speak so,) and my cross, 
but he fa 1 loth not off me, we are 
not at variance. I find the very 
u looms of Christ’s wooing a soul 
sweet and lovely. I had rather 
have Christ’s buffet and love- 
stroke, than another king’s kiss ; 
— speak evil of Christ who will, 

1 hope to die with love-thoughts 
of him. Oh, that there are so 
few tongues in Heave n and earth 
to extol him! 1 wish his praises 
go not down amongst us. Let 
not Christ be low and lightly es- 
teemed in the midst of us : but 
let all hearts and all tongues cast 
in their portion, and contribute 
something to make him great in 
Mount Zion. 


Aberdeen, Sept. 8, 1637. 
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Thus recommending you to his 
grace, and remembering my love 
to your wife and mother, and your 
kind brother R. B., and entreat- 
ing you to remember mv bonds. 
I rest, Yours, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 8, 1637. 
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TO JONET KENNEDY. 

Loving, and Dear Sister, 
— Grace, mercy, and peace be to 

you I received your letter. I 

know that the savour of Christ 
in you, (whom the virgins love to 
follow',) cannot be blown away 
with winds, either from Hell, or 
the evil-smelled air of this pollut- 
ed world. Sit far aback from 
the walls of this pest-house, even 
the pollutions of this defiling 
world. Keep your taste, your 
love, and hope in Heaven ; it K 
not good that your love and vom 
Lord should he in two sundry 
countries. Up, up after your 
Lover, that ye and lie may he to- 
gether. A King from Heaven 
hath sent for yon : by faith he 
shew'eth you the New Jerusalem, 
and taketh you alongst in the 
Spirit, through all the ease- rooms 
and dwelling-houses in Heaven 
and saith, 14 All these are thine ; 
this palace is for thee and Christ 
and if ye only had been the cho- 
sen of God, Christ would have 
built that one house f<-r you and 
himself : now it is for you and 
many others also. Take with 
you in your journey what ye may 
carry with you — your conscience, 
faith, hope, patience, meekness, 
goodness, brotherly kindness, foi 
such wares as these are of great 
price in the high and new Coun- 
try whither ye go. As for other 


things, which are hut the world’s 
vanity and trash, since they are 
hut the house-sweepings, ye will 
do best not to carry them with 
you. Ye found them here, leave 
them here, and let them keep the 
house. 

Your sun is well turned and 
low ; be nigh your lodging ^gainst 
night. We go one and one out 
of this great market, till the town 
he empty, and the t wo-loflgings, 
H aven and Hell, be filled. At 
length there will he nothing in 
the earth but toom w r alls and 
burnt ashes, and, therefore, it is 
| best to make away. Antichrist 
1 and his Master are busy to plenish 
; Hell, and to seduce many: and 
I Stars, great Church-lights, are 
; falling from heaven, and many 
i are misled and seduced, and make 
j up uiih their faith, and sell their 
I birth-rights, by their hungry hunt- 
ng for I know not what. Fasten 
our grips fast upon Christ. I 
\erily esteem him the best aught 
that I have. He is my Second 
jin prison. Having him, though 
liny cross were as heavy as ten 
j mountains of iron, when be put- 
jreth bis sweet shoulder under me 
J tnd it, mv cross is but a feather. 

! I please mvself in the choice of 
i Christ ; he is my wale in Heaven 
and earth. T rejoice that he is 
in Heaven before me. God send 
a joyful meeting ; and, in the 
meantime, the traveller’s charges 
for the wav, I mean a burden of 
Christ’s love, to sweeten the jour- 
ney, and to encourage a breath- 
less runner ; for when I lose 
breath, climbing up the mountain, 
lie maketh new breath. 

Now the very God of peace es- 
tablish you to the day of his ap- 
pearance. Yours, in his only 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Abeideen, Sept. 9, 1637. 
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make Christ sure, and the bles- 
LETTER CCXLVIII. sings of the earth shall be at 


TO MARGARET REID. 

My very Dear, and Worthy 
Sister, — Grace, mercy, and peac*' 

be to you Ye are truly blessed 

of tl)£ Lord, however a sour 
world gloom upon you, if ye con- 
tinue in the faith grounded and 
settled* and be not moved away 
from the hope of the Gospel. It 
is good that there is a heaven, 
and it is not a night-dream or a 
fancy. It is a wonder that men 
deny not that there is heaven, as ; 
they deny there is a way to it, hut 1 
of men’s making. You have j 
learned of Christ that there is a I 
heaven : contend for it, and con- 
tend for Christ : bear well and 
submissively the hard cross of this 
step-mother world, that God will 
not have to he yours. I confess 
it is hard, and I would I were 
able to ease you of your burden : 
but believe me that this world, 
(which the Lord will not have to 
be yours,) is hut the dross, the 
refuse, and scum of God's crea- 
tion, the portion of the Lord’s 
poor hired servants; the move- 1 
ables, not the heritage ; a hard | 
bone casten to the dogs, holden ! 
out of the New Jerusalem, where- j 
upon they rather break their teeth j 
than satisfy their appetite. It 
is your Father’s blessing, and 
Christ’shirth-right,that our Lord 
is keeping for )uu ; and I per- 
suade you that your seed, also,' 
shall inherit the earth, (if that he 
good for them,) for that is pro- 
mised to them ; and God’s bond 
is as good, and better, than if 
men would give every one of them 
a bond for a thousand thousands. 
Ere ye were born, crosses, in 
number, measure, and weight, 
were written for you, and your 
Lord will lead you through them : 


Christ’s back. I see many pro- 
fessors for the fashion follow on ; 
hut they are professors of glass : 
l would cause a little knock of 
persecution ding them in twenty 
pieces, and so the world would 
laugh at the sherds. Therefore, - 
make fast work. See that Christ 
lay the ground stone of ^our 
profession ; for wind, and rain 
and spaits will not wash away 
his building ; his works have 
no shorter date than to stand 
for evermore. I should twenty 
times have perished in my afflic- 
tion, if 1 had not leaned my weak 
hack, and laid my pressing bur- 
den both upon the stone, the 
Foundation-stone, the Corner- 
stone laid in Zion : and I desire 
never to rise off this stone. 

Now, the very God of peace 
confirm and establish you unto 
the day of the blessed appearance 
of Christ Jesus. God be with 
vou. Yours, in his Dearest Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen. 
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TO JAMES BAUTIE. 

Loving Brother, — Grace, mer- 
cy, and peace be unto you — I 
received your letter, and render 
you thanks for the same ; but I 
have not time to answer all the 
heads of it, as the bearer can in- 
form you. 1. Ye do well to take 
yourself at the right stot when ye 
wrong Christ by doubting and 
misbelief ; for this is to nick-name 
Christ, and term him a liar, 
which being spoken to our Prince, 
would be hanging or beheading; 
but Christ hangeth not always 
for treason. It is well that he 
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may registrate a believer’s bond 
a hundred times, and more than 
seven times a day have law against 
us, and yet he spareth us as a 
man doth his son that serveth 
him — no tender-hearted mother, 
who mav have law to kill her 
sucking child, would put in exe- 
cution that law 2tidlv, Foi 

your failings, even when ve have 
a set tryste with Christ, and when 
ye have a fair, seen advantage, h\ 
keeping your appointment with 
him, and salvation cometh to tin 
very passing of the seals, I would 
say two tilings: — 1. Concluded 
and sealed salvation may go 
through and he ended, suppom 
you write your name to the tail 
of the Covenant with ink that 
can hardly he read — neither think 
I ever any man’s salvation passed i 
the seals, hut there was an odd I 
trick or slip, in less or more, up- 1 
on the fool’s part, who is inflated 
in Heaven. In the most grave 
and serious work of our salva- 
tion, I think Christ had < ver good 
cause to laugh at our silliness 
and to put on us his irnrits, that 
we might hear weight. 2. It i- 
a sweet law of the New Covenant, 
and a privilege of the new burgh 
that citizens pay according to 
their means : for the New Cove- 
nant saith not, so much obedience 
by ounce-weights, and no less, 
under the pain of damnation : 
Christ taketh as poor men may 
give; where there is a mean por- 
tion, he is content with the less, 
if there be sincerity : broken 
sums and little, feekle-s obedience 
will be pardoned, and hold the 
foot with him. Know ve not 
that our kindly Lord rctaineth 
his good, old heart yet ? He 
breaketh not a bruised reed, nor 
quencheth the smoking flax ; it 
the wind hut blow, he holdeth 
his hand about it till it rise to a 
flame. The law cometh on with 


three oyesses, with all the heart, 
i with all the soul, and with all the 
whole strength — and when would 
poor folks, like you and me, fur- 
nish all these sums ? It feareth 
me, (nav, it is most certain,) that 
if the payment were to come out 
of our purse, when we should put 
our hand into our bag, we ^iould 
bring out the wind, or worse: 
but the covenant seeketh not 
neap-mete, nor stented obedience 
the condition of it, because 
forgiveness hath always place. 
Hence I draw this conclusion; 
that to think matters betwixt 
Christ and us go hack for want 
of heaped measure, is a piece of 
old Adam’s pride, who would 
either be at legal payment or no- 
thing. \W would still have (rod 
hi our common, and buy bis kind- 
ness wi'h our merits. For b< g- 
■jai lv pride is devil’.-, honesty, and 
blusLelh to be in Chnst’s com- 
mon, and scarce givoth God a 
, r t anici ey , and a lifted cap, (ex- 
cept it be the Pharisee’s unlucky, 
” God, l thank thee,”) or a bow- 
!<‘d knee to Christ. It will only 
give a “ Good-day” for a t,k Good- 
!day” again; and b‘ lie dissemble 
iis kindness, as it were, in jest, 
md seem to mi-kin it, it, in ear- 
:ie-t , spumetb with the heeK, and 
nufl’eth in the wind, and careth 
■mt much for Christ’s kindness. 

‘ If he will not he friends, let 
him go,” saith piide. Hew are 
of this thief, when Christ oflereth 
himself. — 3nlly, No marvel then 
>f whisperings, Whether you he 
hi the Covenant or not? for pride 
makoth loose work of the Cove- 
nant of grace, and will not let 
Christ be full bargain-maker. 
To speak to you particularly and 
diorlly : — l. All the truly regen- 
erated cannot determinately tell 
n ou the measure of their dejec- 
tions ; because Christ begin neth 
young with many, and stealeth 
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into their heart, ere they wit of times, and all in like measure for 
themselves, and becometh homely his absence, I deny. There are 
with them, with little din or noise, different degrees of mourning, 
I grant that many are blinded, in less or more, as they have less or 


rejoicing in a good-cheap conver- 
sion, that never cost them a sick 
night ; Christ’s physic wrought 
in a dream upon them ; but for 
that, fcwould say, if other marks 
be found that Christ is indeed 
come iij, never make plea with 
him because he will not answer, 
tL Lord Jesus, bow earnest thou 
in ? — whether in at door or win- 
dow ?'" Make him welcome, since 
he is come. “ The wind blow- 
eth where it listeth” — all the 
world’s wit cannot perfectly ren- 
der a reason why the wind should 
be a month in the cast, six weeks, 
possibly, in the west, and the 
space of only an afternoon in the 
south or north. Ye will not find 
out all the nick** and steps of 
Christ’s way with a soul, do what 
ye can ; for sometimes he w ill 
come in stepping softly, like one 
walking beside a sleeping person, 
and slip-to the door, and let none 
know he is there. 2. Ye object, 
The truly regenerate should love 
God for himself ; and ye fear 
that ye love him more for his be- 
nefits, (as incitements and mo- 
tives to love him,) than for him- 
self. 1 answer, To love God for 
himself, as the last end, and also 
for his benefits, as incitements 
and motives to love him, may 
stand well together ; as a son lov- 
eth his mother, because she is 
his mother, howbeit she be poor : 
and he loveth her for an apple 
also. I hope ye will not say, 
that benefits are the only reason 
and bottom of your love ; it seem ■ 
eth there is a hotter foundation 
for it ; always, if a hole he in it, 
sew it up shortly. 3. Ye feel 
not such mourning in Christ’s 
absence as ye would. I answer, 
That the regenerate mourn at all 


more love to him, and less or 
inure sense of his absence. But, 
I. Some they must have. 2. 
Sometimes they miss not the 
Lord, and then they cannot 
mourn ; howbeit, it is not long 
so ; at least, it is not always so. 
3. Ye challenge yourself that 
some truths find more credit with 
you than others. Ye do well, 
for God is true in the least, 
as well as in the greatest, and 
he must be so to you. Ye 
must not call him true in the 
one page of the leaf, and false in 
the other ; for our Lord, in all 
his writings, never contradicted 
himself yet. Although the best 
of the regenerate have slipped 
here, always labour ye to hold 

your feet 4thly, Comparing the 

4ute of one truly regenerate, 
whose heart is a temple of the 
Holy Ghost, and yours, which is 
full of uncleanness and corrup- 
tion, ye stand dumb and dis- 
couraged, and dare not some- 
times call Christ heartsomely 
\our own. I answer, The best 
regenerate have their defilements, 
tnd, if 1 may speak so, their 
draff-poke, that will clog behind 
shorn all their days ; and, wash 
is they will, there will be filth in 
their bosom — but let not this put 
vou from the well. 2. 1 answer, 
Albeit there be some ounce- 
weights of carnality, and some 
squint look, or eye in our neck to 
an idol, yet love in its own mea- 
sure may be found ; for glory 
must purify and perfect our love ; 
t never will till then be absolutely 
pure. Yet, if the idol reign, 
md have the whole of the heart, 
ind the keys of the house, and 
Christ only be made an underling 
to run errands, all is not right ; 
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therefore, examine well. 3. 
There is a two-fold discourage- 
ment : one of unbelief, to con- 
clude, and make doubt of the 
conclusion, for a mote in your 
eye, and a by-look to an idol ; 
this is ill : there is another dis- 
couragement of sorrow for sin, 
when ye find a by-look to an idol : 
this is good, and matter of thanks- 
giving ; therefore, examine here 
also — othly , The assurance of 
Jesus’s love, ye say, would be the 
most comfortable news that ever 
ye heard. Answer, That may 
stop twenty holes, and loose many 
objections. That love hath tell- 
ing in it, I trow. Oh, that ye 
knew and felt it, as I have done ! 

I wish you a share of my feast ; j 
sweet, sweet hath it been to me 
If my Lord had not given me this 
love, I should have fallen through 
the causeway of Aberdeen ere 
now! But for you, hing on, 
your feast is not far off ; ye shall 
be filled ere ye go ; there is as 
much in our Lord’s pantry as 
will satisfy all his bairn®, and a\ 
much wine in his cellar as will j 
quench all their thirst. Hunger 
on, for their is meat in hunger 
for Christ. Never go from him, 
but fash him, (who yet is pleaded 
with the importunity of hungn 
souls,) w ith a dish-full of hungry 
desires till he fill you ; and if he 
delay, yet come not ye 
albeit ye should fall aswoon at 
his feet. — Othly, Ye crave mv 
mind, whether sound comfort 
may be found in prayer, when 
conviction of a know n idol is pre- 
sent. I answer, An idol, as an 
idol, cannot stand with sound 
comforts ; for that comfort that 
is gotten at Dagon’s feet is a 
cheat or blaflum ; yet sound com- 
fort, and conviction of an eye to 
an idol, may as well dwell to 
gether as tears and joy. But 
let this do you no ill ; 1 speak it 


for your encouragement, that ye 
may make the best of our joys ye 
can, albeit you find them mixed 
with motes. 2dly, Conviction, 
if alone, without remorse and 
grief, is not enough ; therefore, 
lend it a tear if ye dow win at it. 
— 7 thl y. Ye question, when ye 
win to more fervency sometimes 
with your neighbour in prayer, 
than w hen you are alone, whether 
hypocrisy be in it or not ? I an- 
jswer, If this be always, no ques- 
| tion a spice of hypocrisy is in it, 
which should be taken heed to ; 
hut possibly desertion may be in 
private, and presence in public, 
and then the case is clear. — 
jBthly, A fit of applause may oc- 
casion, by accident a rubbing of 
a cold heart, and so heat and life 
may come ; but it is not the pro- 
per cause of that heat ; hence 
God, of his free grace, will ride 
his errands upon our stinking 
corruption ; but corruption is 
hut a mere occasion and accident, 
as the playing on a pipe removed 
anger from the prophet, and 
made him fitter to prophesy, 
(2 Kings iii. 15.) — 9thly, Ye 
complain of Christ’s short visits, 
that he w ill not bear you company 
one night ; but when ye lie down 
warm at night, ye rise cold at 
morning ; Answer, I cannot 
j blame you, (nor any other, that 
knovveth that sweet Guest,) to 
bemoan his withdrawing*, and to 
be most desirous of his abode and 
company ; for he would captivate 
and engage the affection of any 
creature that saw his face. 
Since he looked on me, and gave 
me a sight of his fair love, he 
trained my heart wholly, and got 
away with it ; well, well may he 
brook it ; he shall keep it long, 
ere I fetch it from him. But I 
shall tell you what ye should do. 
Treat him well, give him the 
chair and the board-head, and 
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make him welcome to the mean 
portion ye have ; a good supper 
and kind entertainment maketh 
the guests love the inn the better. 
Yet sometimes Christ hath an 
errand elsewhere, for mere trial ; 
and then, though ye give him 
king’s cheer, he will away ; as is 
clear ih desertions for mere trial, 

and not for sin ldthly, Ye 

seek tb^ difference betwixt the 
motions of the Spirit, in their 
least measure, and the natural 
joys of your own heart. Answer, 
As a man can tell, if he joy and 
delight in his wife, as his wife ; 
or if he delight and joy in her 
for satisfaction of his lust, but 
hating her person, and so loving 
her for her flesh, and not griev- 
ing when ill befall eth her ; so 
will a man’s joy in God, and his 
whorish natural joy, be discover- 
ed ; if he sorry for anything that 
may offend the Lord, it will 
speak the singleness of his love 
to him — llthly, Ye ask the rea- 
son why sense overcometh faith 
Answer, Because sense is more 
natural, and near of kin to our 
selfish and soft nature. Ye ask. 
If faith, in that case, be sound ? 
Answer, If it be chased away, it 
is neither sound nor unsound, 
because it is not faith ; but it 
might be, and was faith, before 
sense did blow out the act of be- 
lieving — Lastly, Ye ask what to 
do, when promises are borne-in 
upon you, and sense of impeni- 
tency, for sins of youth, hinder 
eth application. I answer, If it 
be living sense, it may stand with 
application ; and in this case, put i 
to your hand, and eat your meat 
in God’s name : if false, so that 
the sins of youth are not repent- 
ed of, then, as faith and impeni- 
tency cannot stand together, so 
neither that sense and application 
can consist. 

Brother, excuse my brevity, 


for time straiteneth me, that I 
get not my mind said in these 
things, but must refer that to a 
new occasion, if God offer it. 
Brother, pray for me. Grace be 
with you. Yours in his dearest 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCL. 

TO JOHN STUART, PROVOST OF 
AYR, NOW IN IRELAND. 

Much Honoured Sir, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace be unto you. 
— 1 long to hear from you, being 
now removed from my flock, and 
the prisoner of Christ at Aber- 
deen. 1 would not have you to 
think it strange, that your jour- 
ney to New England hath gotten 
such a dash: it indeed hath made 
my heart heavy ; yet I know it is 
no dumb providence, but a speak- 
ing one, whereby our Lord speak- 
eth his mind to you, though for 
the present ye do not well under- 
stand what he saith : however it 
be, he who sitteth upon the 
floods, hath shewn you his mar- 
vellous kindness in the great 
lepths. I know that your loss is 
great, and your hope gone against 
you ; but I entreat you, Sir, ex- 
pound aright our Lord’s laying 
all hindrances in the way. I 
persuade mvself that your heart 
nimeth at the footsteps of the 
flock, to feed beside the shep- 
herds’ tents, and to dwell beside 
Him whom your soul loveth ; 
ind that it is your desire to re- 
main in the wilderness, where the 
Woman is kept from the Dragon: 
and this being your desire, re- 
member that a poor prisoner of 
Christ said it to you, that that 
miscarried journey is with child 
to you of mercy and consolation; 
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and shall bring forth a fair birth, 
on which the Lord will attend in 
his own way. Wait on ; 44 He 
that believeth maketh not haste,” 
(Isaiah xxviii. 16.) 

I hope that ye have been ask- 
ing what the Lord meaneth, and 
what further may be his will, in 
reference to your return. My 
dear Brother, let God make of 
you what he will, he will end all 
with consolation, and will make 
giory out of your sufferings : 
— and would you wish bettor 
w ork ? This water was 
w'ay to Heaven, and written in 
your Lord’s book; ye behoved to 
cross it, and, therefore, kiss his 
wise and unerring providence. 
Let not the censures of men, who 
see but the outside of thing*, and 
scarce well that, abate your cou- 
rage and rejoicing in the Lord ; 
howbeit your faith seeth but tin 
black side of jjro\ idence, yet it 
hath a better side, and God will 
Jet you see it. Learn to believe 
Christ better than his strokes, 
himself and his promises better 
than his glooms : dashes and dis- 
appointments are not canonical 
scripture ; fighting for the Pro- 
mised Land, seemed to cry to 
God’s promise. 4k Thou best.” 
If our Lord ride upon a straw, 
bis horse shall neither stumble 
nor fall, (Rom. viii. 28,) 44 For 
we know that all things work to- 
gether for good to them that love 
God ergo , shipwreck, losses. 
&c. work together for the good 
of them that love God. Hence 
I infer, that losses, disappoint- 
ments, ill tongues, loss of friends, 
houses, or country, are God’s 
workmen, set on work to work 
out good to you, out of every 
thing that befalleth you. Let 
not the Lord’s dealing seem harsh . 
rough, or unfatherly, because it 
is unpleasant. When the Lord’s 
blessed will bloweth across your 


desires, it is best, in humility, to 
strike sail to him, and to be will- 
ing to be led any way our Lord 
pleaseth. It is a point of denial 
of yourself, to be as if ye had not 
a will , but bad made a free dispo- 
sal of it to God, and had sold it 
over to him ; and to make use of 
his will for your ovn, is both 
true holiness, and your ease and 
peace : ye know not w^hat the 
Lord is working out of this, but 
ye shall know it hereafter. 

And what 1 write to you, I 
write to your wife. I compas- 
sionate her case, hut intreat her 
not to fear nor faint. This jour- 
ney is a part of her wilderness to 
Heaven and the Promised Land, 
and there are fewer mile,'* behind ; 
it is nearer t He dawning of the 
day to her, than when she w'ent 
out of Scotland. 1 should he 
glad to hear that ve and she have 
comfort and courage in the Lord. 

Now, as concerning our Kirk, 
our Service-hook is ordained, by 
open proclamation and sound of 
rumpet to be read in all the 
I kirks of this Kingdom. Our 
prelates are to meet this month 
for it and our Canons, and for a 
reconciliation betwixt us and the 
Lutherans. The Professors of 
Aberdeen University are charged 
to draw' up the articles of an Uni- 
| form Confession ; but reconcilia- 
tion with Popery is intended. 
This is the day of Jacob’s visita- 
tion ; the ways of Zion mourn, 
our gold is become dim, the sun 
:s gone down upon our prophets. 
A dry wind, but neither to fan 
nor to cleanse, is coming upon 
this Land : and all our ill is 
coming from the multiplied trans- 
gressions of this Land, and from 
the friends and lovers of Babel 
among us, — (Jer. li. 35,) 44 The 
violence done to me, and to my 
flesh be upon thee, Babylon, shall 
the inhabitants of Zion say; and, 
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my blood upon the inhabitants of 
Chaldea, shall Jerusalem say. 4 ’ 

Now for myself ; I was three 
days before the High Commis- 
sion, and accused of treason 
preached against our King. A 
minister being witness, went well 
nigh to swear it. God hath sav- 
ed me •from their malice. 1st, 
They have deprived me of mv 
ministry; 2dly, Silenced me, that 
I exercise no part of the minis- 
terial function within this King- 
dom, under the p.iin of rebellion 
3dly, Confined my person within 
the town of Aberdeen, where 1 
find the ministers working for 
my confinement in Caithness or 
Orkney, far from them, because 
some people here, (willing to he 
edified,) re-ant to me. At my 
first entry, I had heavy challenges 
within me, and a court fenced, 
(but I hope not in Christ's name,) 
wherein it was asserted, that m\ 
Lord would have no more of my 
service, and was tired of me: 
and, like a fool, I summoned 
Christ also for unkindnevs ; my 
soul fainted, and 1 refused com- 
fort, and said," 4 What ailed Christ 
at me ? for 1 desired to he faith- 
ful in his house.” Thus in my 
rovings and mistakings, my Lord 
Jesus bestowed mercy on me, 
who am less than the least of all 
saints. I lay upon the dust, and 
bought a plea from Satan against 
Christ, and he was content to sell 
it. But at length Christ did 
shew himself friends with me, 
and in mercy pardoned and pas- 
sed my part of it, and only com- 
plained that a court should be 
holden in his bounds, without his 
allowance. Now I pass from my 
compearance ; and, as if Christ 
had done the fault, he hath made 
the mends and returned to my 
soul ; so that now his poor pri- 
soner feedeth on the feasts of 
love. My adversaries know not 


what a courtier I am now'with 
my Royal King, for whose crown 
I now suffer. It is but our soft 
and lazy flesh that hath raised an 
ill report of the cross of Christ. 
Oh, sweet, sweet is his yoke! 
Christ’s chains are of pure gold ; 
sufferings for him are perfumed ; 

I would not give my weeping for 
the laughing of all the Fourteen 
Prelates; 1 would not exchange 
my sadness with the w or Id’s joy. 
0 lovely, lovely Jesus, how sweet 
must thy kisses be, when thy 
cross smelleth so sweetly! Oh, 
if all the Three Kingdoms had 
part of my love-feast, and of the 
comfort of a davvtcd prisoner ! 

Dear Brother, I charge you to 
praise for me, and to seek help 
of our acquaintance there, to help 
me to praise. * Why should I 
smother Christ’s honesty to me ! 
My heart is taken up with this, 
that my silence and sufferings 
may preach. I beseech you in 
the bowels of Christ, to help me 
to praise. Remember my love 
to your wife, to Mr. Blair, and 
Mr. Livingston, and Mr. Cun- 
ningham. Let me hear from 
you, for I am anxious what to 
do: if I saw a call for New Eng- 
land, I would follow it. Grace 
he with you. Yours in our Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1C37. 

LETTER CCLI. 

TO JOHN STUART, PR0VO8T OF 
AYR. 

Much Honoured, and Dearest 
in Christ, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace from God our Father, and 
from our Lord Jesus Christ, be 
upon you. 

I expected the comfort of a let- 
ter to a prisoner from you, ere 
now. I am here, Sir, putting off 
a part of my inch of time j and 
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when I awake first in the morn- 
ing, (which is always with great 
heaviness and sadness,) this ques- 
tion is brought to my mind — 
“ Am I serving God or not?’ 
Not that I doubt of the truth of 
this honorable cause wherein I 
am engaged — I dare venture into 
eternity, and before my Judge, 
that I now suffer for the truth : 
because that I cannot endure that 
my Master, who is a freeborn 
King should pay tribute to any 
of the shields or potsherds of the 
earth : oh, that 1 could hold tin 
crown upon my princely King’* 
head with my sinful arm, howbeit 
it should be struck from me, in 
that service, from the shoulder- 
blade, — but my closed mouth, my 
dumb sabbaths, the memory of 
my communion with Christ, in 
many fair, fair days in Anwoth, 
(whereas now my Master gettetb 
no service of my tongue as then.) 
hath almost broken my faith in 
two halves : yet in my deepest 
apprehensions of his anger, 1 see 
through a cloud that 1 am wrong; 
and he, in love to my soul, hath 
taken up the controversy betwixt 
faith and apprehensions, and a 
decreet is passed on Christ’s side 
of it, and I subscribe the de- 
creet. The Lord is equal in his 
ways, but my guiltiness often 
overmastereth my believing. 1 
have not been well known ; for 
except as to open outbreak- 
ings, I want nothing of what 
Judas and Cain had ; only he 
hath been pleased to prevent me 
in mercy, and to cast me into a 
fever of love for himself, and his 
absence maketh my fever most 
painful; and beside he hath visit- 
ed my soul and watered it with 
his comforts : — but yet I have 
not what I would ; the want of 
real and felt possession is my 
only death. I know that Christ 
pitieth me in this. 


The great men, my friends, 
that did for me, are dried up, 
like winter-brooks of water. All 
say, “ No dealing for that man ; 
his best will be, to be gone out 
of the Kingdom.” So I see they 
tire of me : but, believe me, I 
am most gladly content that 
Christ breaketh all my idols in 
pieces : it hath put a new edge 
upon my blunted love to t Christ ; 
I see that he is jealous of my 
love, and will have all to himself. 
In a word, these six things are 
my burden : 1. I am not in the 
vineyard as others are, it may 
be, because Christ thinketh me a 
withered tree, not worth its 
room — but God forbid! 2. Wo, 
wo, wo is coming upon my Har- 
lot-mother, this apostate Kirk ! 
The time is coming, when we 
shall wish for doves’ wings, to 
flee and hide us. Oh, for the 
lesolation of this Land ! 3. I 

*ee my dear Master, Christ, 
joing his lone, (as it were,) 
mourning in sackcloth. His faint- 
ng friends fear that King Jesus 
^hall lose the field : but he must 
carry the day. 4. My guiltiness 
and the sins of youth are come 
ip against me, and they would 
come into the plea in my suffer- 
ings, as deserving causes in God’s 
justice ; but I pray God, for 
Christ’s sake, that he may never 
jive them that room. Wo is 
ne, that I cannot get my royal, 

1 readful, mighty, and glorious 
Prince of the kings of the earth 
set on high. Sir, ye may help 
ne and pity me in this, and bow 
your knee, and bless his name, 
and desire others to do it, that 
he hath been pleased in my suf- 
ferings to make Atheists, Papists, 
and enemies about me, say, “ It 
is like that God is with this 
prisoner.” Let Hell and the 
powers of Hell, (I care not,) be 
let loose against me to do their 
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worst, so being that Christ, and 
my Father and his Father be 
magnified in my sufferings. 5. 
Christ’s love hath pained me : 
for howbeit his presence bath 
shamed me, and drowned me in 
debt, yet he often goeth away 
when my love to him is burning. 
He secwneth to look like a proud 
wooer, who will not look upon a 
poor match, that is dying of love 
I will not say he is lordly ; but 1 
know he is wise in hiding himself 
from a child and a fool, who 
maketh an idol and a god of one 
of Christ’s kisses, which is ido- 
latry. 1 fear that 1 adore his 
comforts more than himself, and 
that 1 love the apples of life bet- 
ter than the Tree of life. 

Sir, write to me. Commend 
me to your wife. Mercy be her 
portion. Grace be with you 
Yours, in his dearest Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 
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STUART, PROVOST OF 
AYR. 

Worthy, and dearly Beloved 
in our Lord, — Grace, mercy, and 

peace be to you I was refreshed 

and comforted with your letter. 
What 1 wrote to you, for your 
comfort, I do not remember ; 
but I believe, that love will pro- 
phesy homeward, as it would have 
it. I wish that I could help you 
to praise His great and holy 
name who keepeth the feet of his 
saints, and hath numbered all 
your goings. I know that our 
dearest Lord will pardon and 
pass by our honest errors and 
mistakes, when we mind his ho- 
nour : yet I know that none of 
you have seen the other half and 


*he hidden side of your won- 
derful return home to us again. 

I am confident ye shall yet say, 
that God’s mercy blew your sails 
back to Ireland again. 

Worthy, and dear Sir, I can- 
not but give you an account of my 
present estate, that ye may go an 
errand for me to my high and 
royal Master, of whom I boast all 
the day. I am as proud of his 
love, (nay, I bless myself, and 
boast more of my present lot,) as 
any poor man can be of an earthly 
king’s court, or of a kingdom. 
First, I am very often turning 
| both the sides of my cross, espe- 
ially my dumb and silent sab- 
>aths ; not because I desire to 
find a cross or defect in my Lord’s 
>ve, but because my love is sick 
with fancies and fear. Whether 
>r not the Lord hath a process 
eading against my guiltiness, that 
I have not yet well seen, I know 
not. My desire is to ride fair, 
ind not to spark dirt, (if, with 
reverence to him, I may be per- 
mitted to make use of such a 
word,) in the face of my only 
W ell-beloved ; but fear of guilti- 
ness is a talebearer betwixt me 
and Christ, and is still whispering 
ill tales of my Lord, to weaken 
my faith. 1 had rather that a 
doud went over my comforts by 
these messages, than that my faith 
should be hurt : for, if my Lord 
get no wrong by me, verily I de- 
sire grace, not to care what be- 
come of me. I desire to give no 
faith nor credit to my sorrow, 
that can make a lie of my best 
friend Christ. Wo, wo be to 
them all! who speak ill of Christ. 
Hence these thoughts awake with 
me in the morning, and go to bed 
with me. Oh, what service can 
a dumb body do in Christ's house! 
Oh, I think the word of God is 
imprisoned also ! Oh, I am a 
dry tree ! Alas, I can neither 
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plant nor water ! Oh , if my Lord 
would make but dung of me, to 
fatten and make fertile his own 
corn-ridges in mount Zion ! Oh , 
if I might but speak to three or 
four herd-boys of my worthy Mas- 
ter, I would be satisfied to be the 
meanest and most obscure of all 
the pastors in this Land, and to 
live in any place, in any of Christ’s 
basest outhouses ! but he saith, 
“ Sirrah, I will not send you, 1 
have no errands for you there- 
away.” My desire to serve him 
is sick of jealousy, lest he be un- 
willing to employ me. Secondly, 
this is seconded by another ; Oh ! j 
all that 1 have done in Anwotli, | 
the fair work that my Master he- j 
gan there, is like a bird dying in ! 
the shell: and v\hnt will 1 then! 
have to shew of all my labour, in : 
the day of mv compearance before j 
him, u'hen the Master of the vine- ' 
yard calleth the labourers, and 
giveth them their hire ? Thirdly. 
But truly, when Christ’s sweet 
wind is in the right airth, I re- 
pent, and 1 pray Christ to take 
law-burrows of my quarrelous 
unbelieving sadness and sorrow : 
— Lord rebuke them that put ill 
betwixt a poor servant like im 
and his good Master : — then I 
say, whether the black cross will 
or not, l must climb on hands 
and feet up to my Lord. I am 
now ruing from my heart, that 1 
pleasured the Law, (my old dead 
husband,) so far as to apprehend 
wrath in my sweet Lord Jesus. 

I had far rather take a hire to 
plead for the grace of God, for I 
think myself Christ’s sworn debt- 
or : and the truth is, to speak of 
my Lord, what 1 cannot deny, I 
am over head and ears, drowned 
in many obligations to his love 
and mercy — he handleth me some 
times so, that I am ashamed al- 
most to seek more for a four 
hours, but to live content, till the 


Marriage -supper of the Lamb, 
with that w'hich he giveth. But 
1 know not how greedy and how- 
ill to please love is ; for either 
my Lord Jesus hath taught me 
ill manners, not to be content 
with a seat, except my head lie 
in his bosom, and except 1 be fed 
with the fatness of his hoir^e ; or 
tdse I am grow n impatiently dain- 
ty, and ill to please, as if Christ 
were obliged, under this cross, to 
Ido no other thing but bear me in 
! his arms, and as if 1 had claim by 
Ibis merit for my suffering for 
| him. But I wish he would give 
me grace to le.irn to go on my 
own feet, and to learn to do with- 
out his comforts, and to give 
thanks and believe, when the sun 
is not in my firmament, and when 
my Well-beloved is from home, 
and gone another errand. Oh, 
what sweet peace have I, when I 
find that Christ holdeth and I 
draw, — when 1 climb up and he 
, shufeth me down, — when I era- 
j brace him, and he seemeth to lose 
j the grips and flee away from me! 

! 1 think there is even a sweet joy 
I of faith, and contentedness, and 
! peace, in his very tempting un- 
kindness, because my faith saith, 
“ Christ is not in sad earnest with 
me, but trying if 1 can be kind to 
his mask and cloud that covereth 
him, as well as to his fair face.” 

1 bless his great name that 1 love 
his vail which goeth over his face, 
whill Godsend better: for faith 
can kiss God’s tempting reproach- 
es when he nick-nameth a sinner, 
A dog, not worthy to eat bread 
with the bairns.” 1 think it an 
honour that Christ miscalleth me, 
and reproacheth me: I will take 
that well of him, howbeit 1 would 
not bear it well if another should 
be that homely ; but because I am 
his own, (God be thanked,) he 
may use me as he pleaseth. I 
must say, the saints have a sweet 
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life between them and Christ. 
There is much sweet solace of 
love between him and them, w hen 
he feedeth among the lilies, and 
cometh into his garden, and mak- 
eth a feast of honeycombs, and 
drinketh his wine and his milk, 
and crieth, “ Eat, O Friends : 
drink, *yea, drink abundantly, O 
Well-beloved.” One hour of this 
labour gs worth a shipful of the 
world’s drunken and muddy joy : 
nay, even the gate of Heaven i> 
the sunny side of the brae, and 
the very garden of the w'orld ; for 
the men of this world have their 
own unchristened and profane 
crosses ; and w r o be to them and 
their cursed crosses both ; for 
their ills are salted with God's 
vengeance, and our ills seasoned 
with our Father’s blessing: so 
that they are no fools w ho choose 
Christ, and sell all things for 
him ; it is no bairns’ market, nor 
a blind block ; we know w'ell what 
we get, and what we give. 

Now, for any resolution to go 
to any other kingdom, I dare not 
speak one word : my hopes of en- 
largement are cold, my hopes of 
re-entry to my Master’s ill-dress- 
ed vineyard again are far colder? 
I have no seat for my faith to sit 
on, hut bare omnipotencv, and 
God’s holy arm and good-will ; 
here I desire to stay, and ride at 
anchor, and winter, whill God 
send fair weather again, and be 
pleased to take home to his house 
my Harlot-mother. Oh, if her 
Husband would he that kind, as 
to go and fetch her out of the 
brothel-house, and ohase her lov- 
ers to the hills! — but there will 
be sad days ere it come to that. 
Remember my bonds. Grace be 
with you. Yours, in our Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 
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TO THE LADY BUSBIE. 

Mistress, — Although not ac- 
quaint, yet because we are Fa- 
ther’s children, I thought good 
to write unto you. Howbeit my 
first discourse and communing 
with you of Christ be on paper ; 
yet I have cause, since I came 
hither, to have no paper-thoughts 
of him ; for in my sad days he 
has become the flower of my joys, 
and I hut lie here living upon his 
love ; but cannot get so much of 
it as I fain would have ; not be- 
cause Christ’s love is lordly, and 
looketh too high, hut because I 
have a narrow vessel to receive 
his love, and I look too low. 
Hut I give under my own hand- 
write to you a testimonial of 
Christ and his cross, that they 
are a sweet couple, and that 
Christ hath never yet been set in 
his due chair of honour amongst 
us all. Oh, I know not where 
to set him 1 Oh, for a high seat 
to that royal, princely One! Oh, 
that my poor withered soul had 
once a running-over flood of that 
love, to put sap into my dry root, 
and, that that flood would spring 
out to the tongue, and the pen, 
to utter great things to the high 
and due commendation of such a 
fair one! Oh, holy, holy, holy 
One! Alas! there are too many 
dumb tongues in the world, and 
dry hearts, seeing there is em- 
ployment in Christ for them all, 
«md thousand worlds of men and 
angels more, to set on high and 
exalt the greatest Prince of the 
kings of the earth. 

Wo is me, that bits of living 
elay dare come out, to rush hard- 
heads with him ; and that my un- 
kind Mother, this Harlot-kirk, 
hath given her sweet half-marrow 

R 



368 


LETTER CCLV. 


such a meeting ; for this Land 
hath given up with Christ, and 
the Lord is cutting Scotland in 
two halves, and sending the wmrst 
half, the harlot-sister, over to 
Rome’s brothel -house, to get her 
fill of Egypt’s love. I would my 
sufferings (nay, suppose I w'ere 
burnt quick to ashes,) might buy 
an agreement betwixt his fairest 
and sweetest love, and his gawdy, 
lewd wife ; fain would I give 
Christ his welcome-home to Scot- 
land again, if be would return. 
This is a black day, a day of 
clouds and darkness ; for the 
roof-tree of the fair temple of my 
Lord Jesus hasfallen, and Christ’s 
hack is towards Scotland. Oh, 
thrice blessed are they who could 
hold Christ with their tears and 
prayers! I know that ye will 
help to deal with him, for he will 
return again to this Land. The 
next day shall be Christ’s, and 
there will he a fair, green, young 
garden for Christ in this Land, 
and God’s summer-dew shall lie 
on it all the night, and we will 
sing again our new marriage-song 
to our Bridegroom, concerning 
his vineyard ; — but w'ho ktioweth 
whether we shall live and see it ? 

I hear that the Lord is taking 
pains to afflict and dress you, as 
a fruitful vine, for himself. Grow 
and be green, and cast out your 
branches, and bring forth fruit ; 
fat, and green, and fruitful may 
ye be, in the true and sappy root ! 
Grace, grace, free grace be your 
portion ! Remember my bonds, 
with prayers and praises. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637 
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TO NINIAN MURE. 

Loving Friend, — I received 
your letter. I entreat you now, 


in the morning of your life, to 
seek the Lord and his face. Be- 
ware of the folly of dangerous 
youth — a perilous time for your 
soul. Love not the world. Keep 
faith and truth with all men, in 
your covenants and bargains. 
Walk udth God, for he seeth you, 
Do nothing but that wMch ye 
may and would do, if your eye- 
strings w r ere breaking, aqd your 
breath growing cold. Ye heard 
the truth of God from me, my 
dear Heart ; follow it, and for- 
sake it not. Prize Christ and 
salvation above all the world. 
To live after the guise and course 
of the rest of the world, will not 
bring you to Heaven ; without 
faith in Christ, and repentance, 
ye cannot see God. Take pains 
for salvation : press forward to- 
ward the mark, for the prize of 
the high calling : if ye watch not 
against evils night and day, which 
beset you, ye will come behind. 
Beware of lying, swearing, un- 
cleanness, and the rest of the 
works of the flesh ; because, 
“ For these things the wrath of 
God comoth upon the children of 
disobedience.” How 7 sw r eet so- 
ever they may seem for the pre- 
sent, yet the end of these courses 
is the eternal wrath of God, and 
utter darkness, where there is 
weeping and gnashing of teeth. 
Grace be with you. Your loving 
Pastor, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 
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TO MR. THOMAS OARVEN. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you — I am sorry that what joy 
and sorrow drew from my impri- 
soned pen, in my love-fits, hath 
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made you and many of God’s 
children believe, that there is 
something in a broken reed the 
like of me : except that Christ’s 
grace hath bought such a sold 
body, I know not what else any 
may think of me, or expect from 
me. My stock is less, (my Lord 
knowefli that I speak truth.) than 
many believe. My empty sounds 
have premised too much . I should 
be glad to lie under Christ’s feet, 
and keep and receive the off-fal- 
lings, or any old pieces of any 
grace, that fall from his sweet 
fingers to forlorn sinners. I lie 
often, unco-like, looking in at the 
King’s windows. Surely, I am 
unworthy of a seat in the King’s 
hall-floor : I but often look afar 
off, both feared and fremmed-like, 
to that fairest face, fearing He 
bid me look away fiom him. My 
guiltiness riseth up upon me, and 
I have no answer for it. 1 offer- 
ed my tongue to Christ, and my 
pains in his house : and what 
know I what it meaneth, when 
Christ will not receive my poor 
propine ? When love will not 
take, we expone that it will nei- 
ther take nor give, borrow nor 
lend. Yet Christ hath another 
sea-compass which he saileth by, 
than my short and raw thoughts 
— I leave his part of it to himself. 
I dare not expound his dealing, 
as sorrow' and misbelief often dic- 
tate to me : 1 look often with 

bleared and blind eyes to my 
Lord’s cross ; and when I look 
to the wrong side of his cross, I 
know that I miss a step, and slide. 
Surely, I see that I have not legs 
of my own for carrying me to 
Heaven : I must go in at Hea- 
ven’s gates, borrowing strength 
from Christ. 

I am often thinking, oh, if he 
would but give me leave to love 
him, and if Christ would but open 
up his wares, and the infinite 


plies, and windings, and corners 
of his soul-delighting love ; and 
let me see it, backside and fore- 
side ; and give me leave but to 
stand beside it, like a hungry man 
beside meat, to get my fill of 
w'ondering, as a preface to my 
fill of enjoying ! But verily, I 
think that my foul eyes would de- 
file his fair love to look to it. 
Either my hunger is over humble, 
(if that may be said,) or else I 
consider not w hat honour it is to 
get leave to love^ Christ. Oh, 
that he would pity a prisoner, 
and let out a flood upon the dry 
ground ! It is nothing to him to 
fill the like of me ; one of his 
looks would do me ineikle world’s 
good, and him no ill. I know 
that I am not at a point yet with 
Christ’s love. I am not yet fit- 
ted for so much as I would have 
of it. My hope sittoth neighbour 
with meiklc black hunger: and 
certainly, I dow not but think, 
that there is no more of that love 
ordained for me than I yet com- 
prehend, and that I know not the 
weight of the pension which the 
King will give me. I shall be 
glad if my hungry bill get leave 
to lie beside Christ, waiting on 
an answer. Now r I should be full 
and rejoice, if I got a poor man’s 
alms of that sweetest love : but 1 
confidently believe, that there is 
a bed made for Christ and me, 
and that w'e shall take our fill of 
love in it ; and 1 often think, 
when my joy is run out, and at 
the lowest ebb, that I would seek 
no more than my rights passed 
the King’s great seal, and that 
these eyes of mine could see 
Christ’s hand at the pen. 

If your Lord call you to suffer- 
ing be not dismayed ; there shall 
be a new allowance of the King 
for you when you come to it. 
One of the softest pillows Christ 
hath, is laid under his witnesses’ 
r 2 
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head, though often they must ser 
down their bare feet amongthorns. 
He hath brought my poor soul to 
desire and wish, oh, that my 
ashes, and the powder I shall be 
dissolved into, had well-tuned 
tongues to praise him. 

Thus in haste, desiring your 
prayers and praises, I recommend 
you to my sweet, sweet Master, 
my honorable Lord, of whom 1 
hold all. Grace be with you. 
Your own, in his sweet Lord Je- 
sus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCLVI. 

TO THE EARL OF CASS1LLIS. 

Mv very Honorable, and No- 
hie Lord, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to your Lordship — 
Pardon me to express my earnest 
desire to your Lordship for Zion’s 
sake, for whom we should not 
hold our peace ; — 1 that know 
your Lordship will take my plead- 
ing, on this hehalf, in the better 
part, because the necessity of a 
falling and weak Church is ur- 
gent ; — I that believe your Lord- 
ship is one of Zion’s friends, and 
that by obligation ; for when the 
Lord shall count and write up 
the people, it shall be written. 
14 This man was horn there 
therefore, because your Lordship 
is a horn son of the House, 1 
hope your desire is, that the 
beauty and glory of the Lord may 
dwell in the midst of the city, 
whereof your Lordship is a son. 
It must be, without all doubt, the 
greatest honour of your place and 
House, to kiss the Son of God. 
and for his sake to be kind to his 
oppressed and wronged bride, 
who, now in the day of her deso 
lation, beggeth help of you, that 
are the shields of the earth. I 
am sure that many kings, princes, 


and nobles, in the day of Christ's 
second coming, would be glad to 
run errands for Christ, even 
hare-footed, through fire and wa- 
fer ; but in that day he will have 
none of their service. Now he 
is asking, if your Lordship will 
help him against the mighty of 
the earth, when men are netting 
their shoulders to Christ’s fair 
and beautiful Tent in thic Land, 
to loosen its stakes, and break it 
down ; ami certainly such as are 
not with Christ are against him ; 
and blessed shall your Lordship 
he of the Lord, blessed shall your 
House and seed be, and blessed 
shall your honour he, if ye em- 
pawned and laid in Christ’s hand 
the Earhlom of Cassillis, (and it 
is hut a shadow in comparison of 
the City made without hands,) 
and laid it even at the stake, ra- 
ther than Christ and borne-down 
truth have not a witness of you 
against the apostney of this Land. 
Ye hold your lands of Christ, 
your charters are under his seal, 
and He who hath many crowns 
>n his head, dealeth, cuttcth, and 
carveth pieces of this clay-heri- 
tage to men, at his pleasure. It 
is little that your Lordship hath 
to give him. He will not sleep 
ong in your common, but shall 
uirely pay home your losses for 
his cause. It is hut our bleared 
^yes that look through a false 
glass to this idol-god of clay, and 
think something of it. They who 
are passed with their last sentence 
to Heaven or Hell, and have 
nade their reckoning, and de- 
parted out of this smoky inn, have 
now no other conceit of this 
world, hut as a piece of beguiling 

well-lustered clay And how fast 

doth time, (like a flood in mo- 
tion,) carry your Lordship out 
of it ! arid is not eternity coming 
with wings? Court goeth not 
in Heaven as it doeth here. Our 
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Lord, (who hath all you, the 
nobles, lying in the shell of hi> 
balance,) esteeineth you accord- 
ingly as ye are the Bridegroom’s 
friends, or foes. Your honour- 
able ancestors, with the hazard 
of their lives, brought Christ to 
our hands; and it will he cruelty 
to the^posterity, if ye lose him to 
them. One of our tribes, Levi’s 
sond, the watchmen, are fallen 
from tlie Lord, and have sold 
their Mother, and their Father 
also, and the Lord’s truth, for 
their new velvet- world, and their 
satin church. If ye, the nobles, 
play Christ a slip, now when hi*' 
back is at the wall, (if 1 may so 
speak,) then may we say, that the 
Lord hath casten water upon 
Scotland’s smoking coal. But 
we hope better things of you. It 
is not wisdom, however it he the 
state-wisdom now in request, to 
be silent, when they are casting 
lots for a better thing than 
Christ’s coat. All this Land, and 
every man’s part of the play for 
Christ, and the tears of poor and 
friendless Zion, (now going dool- 
like in sackcloth,) are up in Hea- 
ven before our Lord ; and there 
is no question, but our King and 
Lord shall be master of the fields 
at length. We would all he glad 
to divide the spoil with Christ, 
and to ride in triumph with him; 
but oh, how few w ill take a cold 
bed of straw in the camp wit 1) 
him ! how fain w ould men have 
a well-thatched house above their 
heads, all the way to Heaven ! 
and many now', would go to Hea- 
ven the land way, (for they love 
not to be sea sick.) riding up to 
Christ upon foot-mantles, and 
rattling coaches, and rubbing 
their velvet with the princes oi 
the Land in the highest seats : — 
If this be the way that Christ 
called strait and narrow, I quit 
all skill of the way to salvation. 


Are they not now rouping Christ 
and the Gospel ? Have they not 
put our Lord Jesus to the mar- 
ket, and he who out-biddeth his 
fellow shall get him ? 

0 my dear, and noble Lord, 
go on, (howbeit the wind be in 
your face,) to back our princely 
Captain. Be courageous for him. 
Fear not those who have no sub- 
seribed lease of days. The worms 
shall eat kings. L*'t the Lord 
Jehovah be your fear ; and then, 
as the Lord liveth, the victory is 
yours. It is true that many are 
striking up a new way to Heaven : 
hut, my soul for theirs if th v 
find it, and if this he not the only 
way, whose end is Christ’s Fa- 
ther's house ; and my weak ex- 
perience, since the day I was first 
in bonds, hath confirmed me in 
the truth and assurance of thi*. 
Let doctors and learned men cry 
the contrary, I am persuaded 
that this is the way. The bot- 
tom hath fallen out both of their 
wisdom and conscience at once ; 
their hook hath beguiled them, 
for we have fallen upon the true 
Christ. I dare hazard, if I alone 
had ten souls, my salvation upon 
this Stone, that many now break 
their bones upon. Let them take 
this fat world. — Oh, poor and 
hungry L their paradise! There- 
fore let me i ri treat your Lord- 
ship, by your compearance before 
Christ, now while this piece of 
t ho afternoon of your day is be- 
fore you, (for ye know not when 
your sun will turn, and eternity 
sh ill benight you,) let your world- 
ly glory, honour, and might be 
for our Lord Jesus. And to his 
rich grace and tender mercy, and 
to the never dying comforts of his 
gracious Spirit, Irecommendyour 
Lordship and your noble House. 
Your Lordship’s, atall obedience, 
S. R. 


Aberdeen, Sept. 9, 1(337 . 
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TO THE LADY LARGIRIE. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you. — I hope ye know 
what conditions passed betwixt 
Christ and you, at your first meet- 
ing. Ye remember that he said, 
your summer days would have 
clouds, and your rose a prickly 
thorn beside it. Christ is un- 
mixed in Heaven, all sweetness 
and honey. Here we have him 
with his thorny and rough cross ; 
yet 1 know' no tree that beareth 
sweeter fruit than Christ’s cross, 
except I would raise a lying re- 
port on it. It is your part to 
take Christ, as he is to be had in 
this life. Sufferings are like a 
wood planted round about his 
house, over door and window. 
If we could hold fast our grips 
of him the field were won. Yet 
a little while and Christ shall tri- 
umph. Give Christ his own 
short time to spin out these two 
long threads of Heaven and Hell 
to all mankind — for certainly the 
thread will not break — and when 
he hath accomplished his work in 
Mount Zion, and hath refined his 
silver, he will bring new vessels 
out of the furnace, and plenish 
his house, and take up his house 
again. 

I counsel you to free yourself 
of clogging temptations, bv over- 
coming some, and contemning 
others, and watching over all. 
Abide true and loyal to Christ, 
for few now are fast to him. 
They give Christ blank paper, 
for a bond of service and atten- 
dance, now when Christ hath 
most ado. To waste a little blood 
with Christ, and to put our part 
of this drossy world in pawn over 
in his hand, as willing to quit it 
or him, is the safest cabinet to 


keep the world in. But those 
who would take the world and all 
their flitting on their back, and 
run away from Christ, shall fall 
by the way, and leave their bur- 
den behind them, and be taken 
captive themselves. Well were 
my soul, to have put all I have, 
life and soul, over into Christ’s 
hands. Let him be forthcoming 
for all. 

If any ask how I do T I an- 
swer, None can be but well that 
are in Christ : and if I were not 
so, my sufferings had melted me 
away in ashes and smoke — 1 
thank my Lord, that he hath 
something in me that this fire 
cannot consume. 

Remember my love to your 
husband ; and show him from me, 
that I desire that he may set aside 
all things, and make sure work 
of salvation, that it be not a-seek- 
ing, when the sand-glass is run 
out, and time and eternity shall 
trystc together. There is no er- 
rand so weighty as this. Oh, 
that he would take it to heart. 
Grace be with you. Yours, in 
Christ Jesus his Lord, S. R. 

Aberdeen. 


LETTER CCLVIII. 

TO THE LADY DUNGUEIGH. 

Mistress, — I long to hear from 
you, and how you go on with 
Christ. I am sure that Christ 
and you once met. I pray you to 
fasten your grips ; there is hold- 
ing and drawing, and much sea- 
way to Heaven, and we are often 
sea-sick, but the voyage is so 
needful, that we must on any 
terms take shipping with Christ. 
I believe it is a good country 
which we are going to, and there 
is ill lodging in this smoky house 
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of the world, in which we are 
yet living. Oh, that we should 
love smoke so well, and clay that 
holdeth our feet fast ! It were 
our happiness to follow after 
Christ, and to anchor ourselves 
upon the Rock, in the upper side 
of the vail. Christ and Satan 
are ik^w drawing to parties ; and 
they are blind who see not Scot- 
land divided into two camps, and 
Christ ‘coming out with his white 
banner of love, and he hangeth 
that over the heads of his sol- 
diers ; and the other captain, the 
Dragon is coming out with a 
great black flag, and crieth, “ The 
world, the world, ease, honour, 
and a whole skin, and a soft 
couch and there lie they, and 
leave Christ to fend for himself. 

My counsel is, that ye come 
out and leave the multitude, and 
let Christ have your company. 
Let them take clay and this pre- 
sent world, who love it. Christ 
is a more worthy and noble por- 
tion ; blessed are those who get 
him. It is good, ere the storm 
rise, to make ready all, and to be 
prepared to go to the camp with 
Christ, seeing be will not keep 
the house, nor sit at the fire-side 
with couchers. A shower for 
Christ it little enough. Oh, I 
find all too little for him I Wo, 
wo, wo is me, that I have no pro- 
pine for my Lord Jesus. My 
love is so feckless, that it is a 
shame to offer it to him. Oh, if 
it were as broad as Heaven, as 
deep as the sea, I would gladly 
bestow it upon him ! I persuadt 
you, that God is wringing grape: 
of red wine for Scotland ; and 
that this Land shall drink, an 
spue, and fall. His enemies shal 
drink the thick of it, and th 
grounds of it. But Scotland’ 
withered tree shall blossom again 
and Christ shall make a secon 
marriage with her, and take horn 


is wife out of the furnace. But, 
f our eyes shall see it, He know- 
th who hath created time. Grace 
e with you. Yours, in his sweet 
ord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 
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TO JONET MACCULLOCH. 

Loving Sister, — Grace, mercy, 

nd peace be to you Hold on 

our course, for, it may he, that 

shall not soon see you : ven- 
ure through the thick of all 
hings after Christ, and lose not 
our Master, Christ, in the 
hrong of this great market, 
‘..et Christ know how heavy, and 
io\v many a stone- weight you, 
nd your cares, burdens, crosses, 
and sins are. Let him bear all. 
Make the heritage sure to your- 
:olf: get charters and writs pass- 
d and through ; and put on 
irms for the battle, and keep you 
ast by Christ, and then, let the 
kViml blow out of what airth it 
will, your soul shall not be blown 
nto the sea. 

I find Christ the most steadabk 
friend and companion in the w orld 
o me now' : — the need and use- 
fulness of Christ are seen best ir 
trials. Oh, if he be not well wor- 
thy of his room ! Lodge him ir 
house and heart ; and stir up youi 
husband to seek the Lord. J 
wonder that he hath never writter 
to me : I do not forget him. 

I taught you the whole counse 
of God, and delivered it to you 
it will be inquired for at youi 
hands ; have it in readiness agains 
the time that the Lord ask for it 
Make you ready to meet the Lord 
and rest and sleep in the love o 
that Fairest among the sons c 
men. Desire Christ’s beautj 
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Give out all your love to him, and 
let none fall by. Learn in prayer 
to speak to him. 

Help your mother’s soul ; and 
desire her, from me, to seek the 
Lord and his salvation. It is not 
soon found: many miss it. Grace 
be with you. Your loving Pas- 
tor, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCLX. 

TO HIS REVEREND, AND VERY 

DEAR BROTHER, MR. GEORGE 

GILLESPIE. 

My very Dear Brother, — I re- 
ceived yours I am still with the j 

Lord. His cross hath done that 
which I thought impossible once ; 
Christ keepeth tryste in the fire 
and water with his own, and 
cometh ere our breath go out, 
and ere our blood grow cold. 

Blessed are they w hose feet 
escape the great, golden net that 
is now spread. It is happiness 
to take the crabbed, rough, and 
poor side of Christ’s world, which 
is a lease of crosses and losses for 
mm ; for Christ’s incomes and 
casualties that follow him are 
many ; and it is not a little one, 
that a good conscience may be 
had in following him. This is 
true gain, and must be laboured 
for, and loved. 

Many give Christ for a shadow, 
because Christ was rather beside 
their conscience, in a dead and 
reprobate light, than in their con- 
science. Let us, therefore, be 
ballasted with grace, that we be 
not blown over, and that we stag- 
ger not. Yet a little while, and 
Christ and his redeemed ones 
shall fill the field, and come our 
victorious: Christ’s glory of tri- 
umphing in Scotland is yet in the I 


bud, and in the birth ; but the 
birth cannot prove an abortion. 
He shall not faint nor be discou- 
raged, till he hath brought forth 
judgment unto victory. Let us 
still mind our Covenant : and the 
very God of peace be with you. 
Your Brother in Christ, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 9, 1637. f 
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| TO HIS REVEREND, AND DEAR 
BROTHER, MR. ROBERT BLAIR. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
-The reason ye gave for not 
writing to me, affecteth me much, 
and giveth me a dash, when such 
an one as ye conceive an opinion 
of me, or of anything in me. 
The truth is, when 1 come home 
to myself, oh, what penury do I 
find, and how feckless is my sup- 
posed stock, and how little have 
I ! He to w hom I am as crystal, 
and who seeth through me, and 
perceiveth the least mote that is 
in me, knoweth that I speak w'hat 
I think and am convinced of : but 
men cast me through a gross and 
wide sieve. My very dear Bro- 
ther, the room of the least of all 
j saints is too great for the like of 
me ; but, lest this should seem 
art, to fetch home reputation, I 
speak no more of it. It is my 
worth to be Christ’s ransomed 
sinner and sick one ; his relation 
to me is, that I am sick, and he 
is the Physician of whom I stand 
in need. Alas I how often play 
I fast and loose with Christ! He 
bindeth, I loose; he buildeth, I 
cast down ; he trimmeth up a 
salvation for me, and I mar it ; I 
cast out with Christ, and he agre- 
eth with me again, twenty times a- 
day ; I forfeit my kingdom and 
heritage ; I lose what I had ; but 
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Christ is at my back, and follow- 
ing on, to stoop and take up what 
falleth from me. Were I in 
Heaven, and had the crown on 
my head, if Free-will were my 
tutor, I should lose Heaven : see- 
ing I lose myself, what wonder 1 
should let go, and lose Jesus, my 
Lord :» Oh, well to me for ever- 
more, that I have cracked inv 
credit with Christ, and cannot hv 
law at a*ll borrow from him, upon 
my feckless and worthless bond 
and faith ! For mv faith and re 
putation with Christ, is, that 1 
am a creature that God will not; 
put any trust into. I was, and j 
am bewildered with temptations, 
and wanted a guide to Heaven : 
— oh, what have I to say of that 
excellent, surpassing, and super 
eminent thing, they call, The 
grace of God, the way of free re- 
demption in Christ! And when 
poor, poor I, dead in law. was 
sold, fettered, and imprisoned, u\ 
justice’s closest ward, which is 
hell and damnation : w hen I, a 
wretched one, lighted upon noble 
Jesus, eternally kind Jesus, ten- 
der-hearted Jesus; nay, when he 
lighted upon me first, and knew 
me ; I found that he scorned to 
take a price, or any thing like 
hire; of angels or seraphim, or 
any of his creatures ; and, there- 
fore, I would praise him for this, 
that the whole army of the re- 
deemed ones sit rent-free in Hea- 
ven. Our holding is better than 
blench : we are all freeholders. 
And seeing that our eternal feu- 
duty is but thanks, oh, woful me! 
that I have but spilled thanks, 
lame, and broken, and miscarried 
praises to give him, and so my 
silver is not good and current 
with Christ, were it not that free 
merits have stamped it, and wash- 
en it and me both ! And for my 
silence I see somewhat better 
through it now. If my high and 


lofty One, my princely and royal 
Master, say, 44 Hold, hold thy 
peace, I lay bonds on thee, thou 
must speak none.” 1 would fain 
be content, and let my fire be 
smothered under ashes, without 
light or flame ! I cannot help it. 
I take laws from my Lord, but I 
give none. 

As for your journey to F., ye 
do well to follow it. The camp 
is Christ’s ordinary bed. A car- 
ried bed is kindly to the Beloved, 
down in this lower house. It 
may he, and who know eth but our 
Lord hath some centurions, whom 
ye are sent to, seeing your angry 
Mother denieth you lodging and 
house-room with her. Christ’s 
call to unknown faces must be 
your second wind, seeing ye can- 
not have a first. Oh, that our 
Lord would water again with a 
new visit, this piece withered and 
dry hill of our Widow — Mount 
Zion ! 

My dear Brother, I shall think 
it comfort, if ye speak my name 
to our Well-beloved. Wherever 
ye are, I am mindful of you. Oh, 
that the Lord would vet make the 
light of the moon in Scotland as 
the light of the sun, and the light 
of the sun seven-fold brighter. 
For myself, as yet I have receiv- 
ed no answer whither to go. f 
wait on. Oh, that Jesus had my 
love ! Let matters frame as they 
list; I have some more to do with 
Christ ; yet 1 # would fain we were 
nearer. 

Now the great Shepherd of the 
sheep, the very God of peace, es- 
tablish and confirm you, till the 
day of his coming. Yours, in 
his lovely and sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 9, 1637. 
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TO THE LADY CARLTON. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace he to you. My soul long- 
eth once again to be amongst you, 
and to behold that beauty of the 
Lord, that I would see in his 
house ; but I know not if He 
in whose hands are all our ways, 
seeth it expedient for his glory. 
I owe my Lord, I know, submis- 
sion of spirit, suppose he should 
turn me into a stone, or pillar of 
salt. Oh, that 1 were he in 
whom my Lord could he glori- 
fied ! suppose my little heaven 
were forfeited, to buy glory to 
him before men and angels ; sup- 
pose my want of his presence, 
and separation from Christ were 
a pillar as high as ten heavens 
for Christ's glory to stand upon, 
above all the world. What am 
1 to him? How little am I, 
(though my feathers stood out a^ 
broad as the morning light,) to 
such a high, to such a lofty, to 
such a never-enough admired and 
glorious Lord ! My trials are 
heavy, because of my sad sab- 
baths ; but I know that they are 
less than my high provocations. 
I seek no more than that Christ 
may be the gainer, and I the 
loser ; that he may be raised and 
heightened, and I cried down, 
and my worth made dust before 
his glory. Oh, that Scotland, all 
with one shout, would cry up 
Christ, and that his name were 
high in this Land ! I find the 
very utmost borders of Christ’s 
high excellency and deep sweet- 
ness, Heaven and earth’s won- 
der. Oh, what is he ? if I could 
but win in to see his inner side ! 
Oh, 1 am run dry of loving, and 
wondering, and adoring of that 
greatest and most admirable One ! 


| Wo, wo is me, I have not half 
love for him! Alas, what can 
my drop do to his great sea ! 
what gain is it to Christ, that I 
have casten my little sparkle into 
his great fire ! What can I give 
to him ! Oh, that I had love to 
fill a thousand worlds, that I 
might empty my soul o{ it all 
upon Christ! I think I have 
just reason to quit my part of any 
hope or love that I have* to this 
scum, and the refuse of the dross 
of God’s workmanship, this vain 
earth. I owe to this stormy 
world, (whose kindness and heart 
to me have been made of iron, or 
a piece of a wild sea-island, that 
never a creature of God lodged 
in,) not a look : I owe it no love, 
no hope ; and, therefore, oh, if 
my lo\e were dead to it, and my 
soul dead to it ! What am I 
obliged to this house of my pil- 
grimage ? A straw for all that 
God hath made, to my soul’s lik- 
ing, except God, and that lovely 
One, Jesus Christ. Seeing I am 
not this world’s debtor, I desire 
that I may he stripped of all con- 
fidence in anything but my Lord, 
that he may be for me, and I for 
my only, only, only Lord ; that 
he may he the morning and even- 
ing tide, the top and the root of 
my jo\s, and the heart and flower 
and yolk of all my soul’s delights. 
Oh, Jet me never lodge any crea- 
ture in my heart and confidence ! 
Let the house he for him. I re- 
joice, that sad days cut off a piece 
of the lease of my short life ; and 
that my shadow, even while 1 suf- 
fer, weareth long, and my even- 
ing hasteneth on. I have cause 
to love home with all my heart ; 
and to take the opportunity of the 
day to hasten to the end of my 
journey, before the night come 
on, wherein a man cannot see to 
walk or work ; that once, after 
my falls, I may at night fall in, 
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weary and tired as I am, into 
Christ’s bosom, and betwixt bis 
breasts. Our prison cannot be 
our best country. This world 
looketh not like Heaven and the 
happiness that our tired souls 
would be at ; and, therefore, it 
were good to seek about for the 
wind. # and hoist up our sails to- 
wards our New Jerusalem, for 
that is our best. Remember a 
prisoner to Christ. Grace, grace 
be with you. Yours, in his only 
Lord and Master, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 

LETTER CCLXIII. 

TO WILLIAM R1GUK, OF ATITERNIE. 

Much Honoured, and Worthy 
Sir, — Your letter, full of com- 
plaints, bemoaning your guilti- 
ness, hath humbled me. Hut 
give me leave to say that ye seem 
to he too far upon the Law’s side: 
ye will not gain much to he tin* 
Law’s ad\oeate. 1 thought ye 
bad not been the Law’s, but 
Grace’s man ; nevertheless, 1 am 
sure that ye desire to take (rod’s 
part against yourself. Whatever 
your guiltiness be, yet when it 
falleth into the sea of God’s mer- 
cy, it is hut like a drop of hlo 
fallen into the great ocean. There 
is nothing hero to be done, but 
to let Christ’s doom light on the 
Old Man, and let him hear his 
condemnation, seeing in Christ he 
was condemned ; for the Law 
hath but power over your worst 
half. Let the blame, therefore, 
lie where the blame should be ; 
and let the New Man be sure to 
say, I am comely as the tents 
of Kedar, howboit I be black and 
sun-burnt, by sitting neighbour 
beside a body of sin.” I seek no 
more here than room for Grace’s 
defence, and Christ’s white throne, 
whereto a sinner, condemned by 


the Law, may appeal. But the 
use that I make of it, is, I am 
sorry that I am not so tender and 
thin-skinned, though I am sure 
that Christ may find employment 
for his calling in me, if in any 
living, seeing', from my youth up- 
ward, I have been making up the 
blackest process that any minister 
in the world, or any other can 
answer to. And, when I bad 
done this, I painted a providence 
of my own, and wrote ease for 
myself, and a peaceable ministry, 
and the sun shining on me, till I 
should be in at Heaven’s gates : 
— such green and raw thoughts 
bad 1 of God ! 1 thought also of 

a sleeping devil, that would pass 
by the like of me, lying in muirs 
and outfields ; so I bigged the 
gowk’s nest, and dreamed of dy- 
ing at ease, and living in a fool’s 
paradise : but since I came hither, 
I am often so, as they would have 
much rhetorick that could per- 
suade me, that Christ hath not 
written wrath on mv dumb and 
silent sabbaths ; (which is a per- 
secution of the latest edition. 
ieing used against none in this 
Land, that I can learn of, besides 
me ;) and often I lie under a non- 
entry, and would gladly sell all 
my joys to be confirmed free ten- 
ant of the King Jesus, and to have 
sealed assurances — but I see often 
blank papers. And my greatest 
desires are these two : — 1. That 
Christ wmuld take me in hand to 
cure me, and undertake for a 
sick man. I know that I should 
not die under bis hand ; and yet 
in this, wdiile 1 still doubt, I be- 
lieve through a cloud , that sorrow, 
which hath no eyes, hath but put 
a veil on Christ’s love. — 2. It 
pleaseth him often, since I came 
hither, to come with some short 
blinks of his sweet love ; and 
then, because I have none to help 
me to praise his love, and can do 
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him no service in my own person, | 
(as I once thought 1 did in his 
temple,) I die with wishes and 
desires to take up house, and 
dwell at the Well-side, and t<> 
have him praised and set on high. 
But alas l what can the like of 
me do, to gnt a good name raised 
upon my Well-beloved Lord Je- 
sus, suppose 1 could desire to b< 
suspended for ever, of mv part of 
Heaven, for his glory? I am 
sure, if I could get my will o< 
Christ's love, and could once hi 
over head and ears, in the be- 
lieved , apprehended, and seen 
love of the Son of God, it were 
the fulfilling of the desires of the 
only happiness I would be at 
But the truth is, I hinder m\ 
communion with him, because of 
the want of both faith and repen- 
tance, and because I will mak< 
an idol of Christ’s kisses. I will 
neither lead nor drive, except 1 
see Christ's love run in my chan- 
nel ; and when I wait and look 
for him the upper way, I see his 
wisdom is pleased to play me a 
slip, and come the lower wav : so 
that L have not the right art of 
guiding Christ ; for there is art 
and wisdom required in guiding 
of Christ’s luve aright when we 
have gotten it. Oh, how far are 
his ways above mine ! Oh, how 
little of him do I see! And 
when I am as dry as a burnt 
heath, in a drouthy summer, and 
when my root is withered, how- 
beit I think then, that I would 
drink a sea-full of Christ’s love, 
ere ever I would let the cup go 
from my head ; yet I get nothing 
but delays, as if he would make 
hunger my daily food. I think 
myself also hungered of hunger ; 
— the rich Lord Jesus satisfy a 
famished man. Grace be with 
you. Your own, in his sweet 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 10, 1637. 


LETTER CCLXIV. 

TO THE LADY CRAICH ALL. 

Honorable, and Christian Lady, 
— Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
vou. — 1 cannot but write to your 
Ladyship, of the sweet and glo- 
rious terms 1 am in witn the 
most joyful King that ever was, 
under this well-thriving anft pros- 
perous cross. It is my Lord’s 
-alvation, wrought by his own 
right hand, that the water doth 
not suffocate the breath of hope, 
and joyful courage in the Lord 
Jesus ; for his own person is still 
in the camp with his poor soldier. 
I see that the cross is tied, with 
Christ’s hand, to the end of an ho- 
nest profession. We are but fools 
to endeavour to loose Christ’s 
knot. When I consider the com- 
forts of God, I durst not consent 
to sell or wadset mv short life- 
rent of the cross of the Lord 
Jesus. I know that Christ bought 
with his own blood a right to 
sanctified and blessed crosses, in 
as far as they blow me over the 
water to my long desired home : 
and it were not good that Christ 
should he the buyer and I the 
seller. I know that time and 
death shall take sufferings fairly 
off my hand. I hope we shall 
have an honest parting at night, 
when this cold and frosty after- 
noon-tide of my evil and rough 
day shall be over. Well is my 
soul of either sweet or sour, that 
Christ hath any part or portion 
in : if he be at the one end of it, 
it shall be well with me. I shall 
lie ere I libel faults against 
Christ’s cross. It shall have my 
testimonial under my hand, as 
an honest and saving mean of 
Christ for mortification and faith’s 
growth. I have a stronger as- 
surance, since I came over the 
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Forth, of the excellency of Jesus, | 
than I had before. I am rather 
about him than in him, while 1 
am absent from him in this house 
of clay. But I would be in Hea- 
ven for no other cause than to 
essay and try what boundless joy 
it must be to be over head and 
ears in^my Well-beloved Christ's 
love. Oh, that fair one hath my 
heart for evermore ! But alas, 
it is ov?r little for him ! Oh, if 
it were better and more worthy 
for his sake! Oh, if I might 
meet with him, face to face, on 
this side of eternity, and might 
have leave to plead with him, 
that I am so hungered and fa- 
mished here, with the niggardly 
portion of his love that he giveth 
me! Oh, that I might be carver 
and steward myself, at mine own 
will, of Christ’s love! (if I may 
lawfully wish this.) then would 1 
enlarge iny vessel, (alas! a nar- 
row and ebb soul,) and take in a 
sea of his love. My hunger foi 
it, is hungry and lean, in be- 
lieving that ever I shall be satis- 
fied with that love: so fain would 
I have what I know I cannot j 
hold. O Lord Jesus, delightest I 
thou, delightest thou, to pine and J 
torment poor souls with the want 
of thy incomparable love ? Oh, 
if I durst call thy dispensation 
cruel ! 1 know that thou thyself 

art mercy, without either brim 
or bottom : I know that thou art 
a God bank-full of mercy and 
love; but, oh, alas! little of it 
cometh my way. I die to look 
afar off to that love, because I 
can get but little of it. But 
hope saith, “ This providence 
shall ere long look more favour- 
ably upon poor bodies,” and on 
me also. Grace be with your 
Ladyship’s spirit. Your Lady- 
ship’s, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. II. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 10, 1G37. 


LETTER CCLXV. 

TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE, MT 
LORD LOUDON. 

Right Honorable, — Grace, mer- 
cy, and peace be to your Lord- 
ship. — I rejoice exceedingly, to 
hear that your Lordship hath a 
good mind to Christ, and his 
now borne-down truth. My very 
dear Lord, go on, in the strength 
of the Lord, to .carry your ho- 
| nours and worldly glory to the 
New r Jerusalem : for this cause 
your Lordship received these of 
the Lord. This is a sure way 
for the establishment of your 
House, if ye be of those who are 
willing, in your place, to build 
Zion’s old waste places in Scot- 
land. Your Lordship wanteth 
not God’s and man’s law both, 
now to come to the streets for 
Christ : and suppose the bastard 
laws of man were against you,vit 
is an honest and zealous error, 
if here ye slip against a point 
or punctilio of standing policy. 
When your foot slippeth in such 
known ground, as is the royal 
prerogative of our high and most 
truly dread Sovereign, (who hath 
many crowns on his head,) and 
the liberties of his house, he will 
hold you up. Blessed shall they 
he, who take Babel’s little ones, 
and dash their heads against the 
"tones: I wish your Lordship 
may have a share of that blessing, 
with other worthy nobles in our 
Land. 

It is true that it is now ac- 
counted wisdom for men to be 
partners in pulling up the stakes, 
and loosing the cords of the tent 
of Christ : but 1 am persuaded, 
that that wisdom is cried down 
in Heaven, and shall never pass 
for true wisdom with the Lord, 
whose word crieth shame upon 
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wit against Christ and truth : 
and, accordingly, it shall prove 
shame and confusion of face in 
the end. Our Lord hath given 
your Lordship light of a better 
stamp, and learning also, wherein 
ye are not behind the disputer 
and the scribe. Oh, what a 
blessed thing is it, to see nobility, 
learning, and sanctification, all 
concur in one ! For these ye 
owe yourself to Christ and his 
kingdom. God hath bewildered 
and bemisted ,the wit and th< 
learning of the scribes and dis- 
putes of this time ; they lool 
asquint to the Bible : this blind- 
ing and bemisting world blind- 
foldeth men’s light, that they are 
afraid to see straight out before 
them : nay, their very light play- 
3 th the knave, or worse, to truth. 
Your Lordship knoweth that 
evithin a little while, policy against 
ruth shall blush, and the works 
af men shall he burned up, even 
their spider’s-weh, who spin out 
many hundred ells and webs of 
indifferences in the Lord’s wor- 
ship, more than ever Moses, who 
would have a hoof material, and 
Daniel, who would have a look 
aut at a window, a matter of life 
md death — than ever, I say, 
hese men of God dreamed of. 
Adas, that men dare to shape, 
?arve, cut, and clip our King’s 
3rincely testament in length and 
iroadth, and in all dimensions, 
mswerable to the conception of 
>ueh policy as a head-of-wit think- 
>th a safe and trim way of serv- 
ng God ! How have men for- 
rotten the Lord, that they dare 

0 go against even that truth, 
vhich once they preached them- 
, elves, howbeit their sermons now 
>e as thin sown as strawberries in 

1 wood or wilderness ? Cer- 
ainly the sweetest and safest 
course is, for this short time of 
he afternoon of this old and de- 


clining world, to stand for Jesus; 
he hath said it, and it is our part 
to believe it, that ere it be long, 
“ Time shall be no more, and 
the Heaven shall wax old, as a 
garment.” Do we not see it al- 
ready an old, and thread-bare 
garment, full of holes ? Doth 
not cripple and lame nature tell 
us, that the Lord will fold up the 
old garment, and lay it aside : 
and that the heavens &hall be 
folded together as a scroll, and 
this pest-house shall be burnt 
with fire, and that both plenish- 
ing and walls shall melt with fer- 
vent heat ? for at the Lord’s 
coming, he will do with this 
earth, as men do with a leper- 
house ; he will burn the walls 
with fire, and the plenishing of 
the house also ; (2 Peter iii. 10, 
12.) Mv dear Lord, how will 
\e rejoice in that day, to have 
Christ, angels, Heaven, and your 
own conscience to smile upon 
\ou ? I am persuaded that one 
dek night, through the terrors 
of the Almighty, would make 
men, (whose conscience hath such 
a wide throat that an image like 
a cathedral church would go 
down it.) have other thoughts of 
Christ and his worship, than now 
they please themselves with. The 
scarcity of faith in the earth saith, 
“ We are hard upon the last nick 
of time blessed are those who 
keep their garments clean against 
the Bridegroom’s coming. There 
all he spotted clothes, and many 
defiled garments, at his last com- 
ing ; and, therefore, few found 
worthy to walk with him in white. 

I am persuaded, mv Lord, that 
this poor travailing Woman, our 
pained Church, is with child of 
victory, and shall bring forth a 
Man-child all lovely arid glorious, 
that shall be caught up to God 
and to his throne, howbeit the 
Dragon, in his followers, he at- 
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tending the child-birth pain, as 
an Egyptian midwife, to receive 
the birth and strangle it. But 
they shall be disappointed who 
thirst for the destruction of Zion : 
(Isa. xxix. 8,) “ they shall be as 
when a hungry man dreameth 
that he eateth ; but, behold, ho 
awakejh, and his soul is empty: 
or when a thirsty man dreameth 
that he drinketh ; but, behold, 
he awafceth, and is faint, and his 
soul is not satisfied: so shall it 
be,” I sav, “ with the multitude 
of all the nations that fight against 
Mount Zion.” Therefore, the 
weak and feeble, those that are 
lk as signs and wonders in Israel,” 
have chosen the best side, even 
the side that victory is upon ; 
and I think this is no evil policy. 

Verily, for myself, I am so well 
pleased with Christ, and his no- 
ble and honest-born cross, this 
cross that is come of Christ’s 
house, and is of kin to himself, 
that I should weep if it should 
come to niffering and bartering 
of lots and condition with those 
that are “ at ease in Zion.” 1 
hold still my choice, and bless 
myself in it. I see and I believe, 
that there is salvation in this 
way, which is everywhere spoken 
against. I hope to go to eter- 
nity, and to venture on the last 
evil to the saints, even upon 
death, fully persuaded that this 
only, even this, is the saving way 
for racked consciences, and for 
weary and laden sinners, to find 
ease and peace for evermore in. 
And, indeed, it is not for any 
worldly respect that I speak so 
of it. The weather is not so 
hot, that I have great cause to 
startle in my prison, or to boast 
of that entertainment that my 
good friends, the prelates, intend 
for me, which is banishment, 
if they shall obtain their desire, 
and effectuate what they design. 


But let it come, I rue not that I 
made Christ my wale and my 
:hoice ; I think him aye the 
onger the better. 

My Lord, it shall be good 
service to God, to bold your no- 
ble friend and Chief upon a good 
course for the truth of Christ. 
Now the very God of peace estab- 
lish your Lordship in Christ 
Jesus unto the end. Your Lord- 
Tup’s, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 10, 1637. 


LETTER CCLXVI. 

TO MR. DAVID DICKSON. 

Reverend, and well-beloved 
Brother in the Lord, — I bless 
the Lord, who hath so wonder- 
fully stopped the on-going of that 
lawless process against you. The 
Lord reigneth, and hath a saving 
eye upon you and your ministry ; 
and, therefore, fear not what 
men can do. I bless the Lord, 
that the Irish ministers find em- 
ployment, and the professors com- 
fort of their ministry. Believe 
me, I durst not, as I am now 
disposed, hold an honest brother 
out of the pulpit. I trust that 
the Lord will guard you, and 
hide you in the shadow of his 
hand : I am not pleased with any 
that are against you in that. 

I see this, that in prosperity 
men’s conscience will not start at 
small sins ; hut if some had been 
where I have been since I came 
from you, a little more would 
have caused their eves to water, 
and trouble their peace. Oh, 
how ready are we to incline to 
the world’s hand ! Our argu- 
ments, being well examined, are 
often drawn from our skin ; the 
whole skin, and a peaceable la- 
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bernacle, is a topic-maxim in 
great request in our logic. 

I find a little brairding o 
God's seed in this town, for the 
which the doctors have told me 
their mind, that they cannot bear 
with it, and have examined and 
threatened the people that haun 
my company. I fear I get no 
leave to winter here; and whither 
I go I know not ; I am ready a 
the Lord’s call. I would, I could 
make acquaintance with Christ’s 
cross, for I find comforts lie t< 
and follow' upon the cross. ] 
suffer, in my name, by them ; 
but I take it as a part of the cru- 
cifying of the Old Man. Let 
them cut the throat of my credit, 
and do as they like best with it. 
When the wind of their calum- 
nies hath blown away my good 
name from me, in the way to 
Heaven, I know that Christ will 
take my name out of the mire, 
and wash it, and restore it to rne 
again. I would have a mind, 
(if the Lord would he pleased to 
give me it,) to be a fool for 
Christ’s sake. Sometimes, while 
I have Christ in my arms, I full 
asleep in the sweetness of his 
presence, and he, in my sleep, 
stealeth away out of my arms ; 
and when I awake, I miss him 

I am much comforted with my 
Lady Pitsligo, a good woman, 
and acquainted with God’s ways. 

Grace be with you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 11, 1637. 

LETTER CCLXVII. 

TO ALEXANDER CORDON, OF EARL- 
STON. 

Much Honoured Sir, — IIow- 
beit I should have been glad to 
have seen you ; yet, seeing that 
our Lord hath been pleased to 


break the snare of our adversaries, 
l heartily’ bless our Lord on your 
behalf. Our crosses for Chrisl 
are not made of iron ; they are 
softer and of more gentle metal; 
it is easy for God to make a fool 
of the Devil, the father of all 
fools: — as for me, I hut breathe 
out what my Lord hrenth^th in. 
The scum and froth of my letters 
I father upon my unbelieving 
heart. I know that youf Lord 
hath something to do with you, 
because Satan and malice have 
'hot sore at you ; hut your bow 
ibideth in its strength. Ye shall 
not, by my advice, be a halver 
with Christ, to divide the glory 
of your deliverance betwixt your- 
self and him, or any other second 
nean whatsoever. Let Christ, 
(as it setteth him well,) have all 
he glory and triumph his lone. 
The Lord set himself on high in 

,’OU. 

I see that Christ can borrow a 
:ross for some hours, and set his 
ervants beside it, rather than 
inder it, and win the plea too, 
ea, and make glorv to himself, 
nd shame to his enemies, and 
comfort to his children, out of it : 
—but whether Christ buy or bor- 
ow crosses, he is King of crosses, 
nd King of devils, and King over 
id ell, and King over malice. 
When he was in the grave, he 
ame out, and brought the keys 
nth him. He is Lord Jailor ; 
lay, what say I ? he is Captain of 
he castle, and lie hath the keys 
f death and Hell; and what are 
ur troubles hut little deaths : and 
He who coni mamlet h the great 
:astle cojmnandeth the little also. 

2. I see that a hardened face, 
nd two skins upon our brows, 
gainst the winter hail and stormy 
ind, is meetest for a poor tra- 
iler in a winter journey to Hea- 
en. Oh, what art is it to learn 
o endure hardness, and to learn 
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to go barefooted either through 
the Devil’s fiery coals or his fro- 
zen waters. 

3. I am persuaded that a sea- 
venture with Christ maketh great 
riches: is not the ship of our King 
Jesus coming home, and shall not 
W’e get part of the gold ? Alas ! 
we fool| miscount our gain when 
we seem losers. Believe me, 1 
have no challenges against this 
well-borfi cross : for it is come of 
Christ’s house, and is honourable 
and is his propine, 41 To you it is 
given to suffer.” — Oh, what fools 
are we, to undervalue his gifts, 
and to lightly that which is true 
honour! For if we could be 
faithful, our tackling shall not 
loose, or our mast break, or our 
sails blow into the sea. The bas- 
tard crosses, the kinless and base- 
born crosses of worldlings for 
evil doing, must be heavy and 
grievous ; but our afflictions are 
light and momentary. 

4. I think myself happy that 1 
have lost credit with Christ, and 
that in this bargain I am Christ’s 
sworn dyvour, *o whom he will 
lippen nothing, no, not one pin 
in the w r ork of my salvation. Let 
me stand in black and white in 
the dyvour-book before Christ. 

I am happy that my salvation is 
concredited to Christ’s mediation. 
Christ oweth no faith to me, to 
lippen any thing to me; but oh, 
what faith and credit I owe to 
him ! Let my name fall, and let 
Christ’s name stand in honour 
with men and angels. Alas! 1 
have no room to spread out my 
affection before God’s people ; 
and I see not how I can shout out 
and cry out the loveliness, the 
high honour, and the glory of my 
fairest Lord Jesus. Oh, that fie 
would let me have a bed to lie on, 
to be delivered of my birth, that 
I might paint him out in his 
beauty to men, as I dow. 


5. I wondered once at provi- 
dence, and called white provi- 
dence black and unjust, that 
should be smothered in a towi 
where no soul will take Christ of 
my hand ; but providence hat! 
another lustre with God than witl 
my bleared eyes. I proclaim my 
self a blind body, who knowetl 
not black and white, in the unc< 
course of God’s providence. Sup 
pose that Christ should set Hel 
where Heaven is, and devils uj 
in glory beside the elect angels 
(which yet cannot be,) I would 1 
had a heart to acquiesce in his 
way, without further dispute, 
see that infinite wisdom is th( 
mother of his judgments, and thai 
his ways pass finding out. 

6. 1 cannot learn ; hut I desire 
to learn to bring my thoughts, 
will, and lusts, in-under Christ’s 
feet, that he may trample upon 
them. But, alas ! I am still upor 
Christ’s wrong side. 

Grace be with you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 12, 1637. 


LETTER CCLXVIII. 

TO THE LADY KILCONQUHAIR. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 

peace be to you I received your 

etter. I am heartily content, 
hat ye love and own this op- 
pressed and wronged cause of 
Christ ; and that now, when so 
many have miscarried, ye are in 
any measure taken with the love 
of Jesus. Weary not, but come 
n, and see if there be not more 
n Christ than the tongue of men 
and angels can express. If ye 
seek a gate to Heaven, the way is 
in him, or he is it. What ye 
want is treasured up in Jesus, 
and he saith, all his are yours ; 
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even his Kingdom, he is content 
to divide it betwixt him and you: 
yea, his throne and his glory, 
(Luke xxii. 29, 30, John xvii. 
24, and Rev. iii. 21.) And, 
therefore, take pains to climb up 
to that besieged house to Christ : 
for devils, men, and armies of 
temptations are lying about the 
house, to hold out all that are 
out, and it is taken with violence. 
It is not a smooth and easy way, 
neither will your weather be fair 
and pleasant : but whosoever hath 
seen the invisible God, and the 
fair City, make no reckoning of 
losses or crosses. In ye must be, 
cost you what it will. Stand not 
for a price, and for all that ye 
have, to win the castle ; the rights 
to it are won to you, and it is 
disponed to you in the Testament 
of your Lord Jesus ; and see what 
a fair legacy your dying Friend, 
Christ, hath left you : — and there 
wanteth nothing but possession. 
Then get up in the strength of 
the Lord ; get over the water to 
possess that good Land. It is 
better than a land of olives and 
wine-trees ; for the Tree of life, 
that beareth twelve manner of 
fruits every month, is there before 
you ; and a pure River of life, 
clear as crystal, proceeding out 
of the throne of God, and of the 
Lamb, is there. Your time is 
short, therefore, lose no time. 
Gracious and faithful is He who 
hath called you to his Kingdom 
and glory. The city is yours by 
free conquest and by promise, 
and, therefore, let no unco lord- 
idol put you from your own. 
The Devil hath cheated the sim- 
ple heir of his paradise, and, by 
enticing us to taste of the For- 
bidden Fruit, hath, as it were, 
bought us out of our kindly heri- 
tage. But our Lord, Christ Je- 
sus, hath done more than bought 
the Devil by, for he hath re- 


deemed the wadset, and made the 
poor heir free to the inheritance. 
If we knew the glory of our El- 
der Brother in Heaven, we would 
long to be there to see him, and 
to get our fill of Heaven. We 
children think the earth a fair gar- 
den, but it is but God’s out-field, 
and wild, cold, barren ground. 
All things are fading that are 
here. It is our happiness to make 
sure of Christ to ourselves. 

Thus remembering my love to 
your Husband, and wdshing to 
him what I write to you, I com- 
mit you to God’s tender mercy. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 13, 1637. 


LETTER CCLXIX. 

TO ROBERT LENNOX, Oi DISDOVE. 

Worthy, and Dear Brother, — 
I forgot you not in my bonds. I 
know that you are looking to 
Christ ; and I beseech you to 
follow your look. I can say more 
of Christ now by experience, 
(though he be infinitely above, 
and beyond all that can be said of 
him,) than when l saw you : I am 
drowned over head and ears in 
his love. Sell, sell, sell all things 
for Christ. If this whole world 
were the balk of a balance, it 
would not be able to bear the 
weight of Christ’s love ; men and 
angels have short arms to fathom 
it. Set your feet upon this piece 
blue and base clay of an over- 
gilded and fair plastered world: — 
an hour’s kissing of Christ’s is 
worth a world of worlds. 

Sir, make sure work of your 
salvation : build not upon sand ; 
lay the foundation upon the Rock 
in Zion. Strive to be dead to this 
world, and to your will and lusts. 
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Let Christ have a commanding 
power and a king’s throne in you. 
Walk with Christ, howbeit the 
world should take the skin off 
your face : — I promise you that 
Christ will win the field. Your 
pastors cause you to err. Except 
you see Christ’s word, go not 
one fogt with them. Counte- 
nance not the reading of that 
Romish service-book. Keep your 
garments clean, as ye would walk 
with the Lamb clothed in white. 
The wrongs which I suffer are 
recorded in Heaven ; our great 
Master and Judge will be upon 
us all, and bring us before the 
sun in our blacks and whites : 
blessed are they who watch and 
keep themselves in Gods love. 
Learn to discern the Bridegroom’s 
tongue, and to give yourself to 
prayer and reading. Ye were 
often a hearer of me. I would 
put my heart’s blood on the doc- 
trine which I taught, as the only 
way to salvation : — go not from 
it, my dear Brother. What 1 
write to you, I write to your wife 
also. Mind Heaven and Christ, 
and keep the spark of the love of 
Christ which you have gotten. 
Christ will blow on it if ye enter- 
tain it, and your end shall be 
peace. There is a fire in our 
Zion, but our Lord is but seeking 
a new' bride refined and purified 
out of the furnace. I assure you, 
howbeit w r e be nicknamed Puri- 
tans, that all the powers of the 
world shall not prevail against us. 
Remember, though a sinful man 
write it to you, that those people 
shall be in Scotland as a green 
olive-tree, and a field blessed of 
the Lord ; and that it shall be pro- 
claimed — 41 Up, up with Christ, 
and down, down with all contrary 
powers.” 

Sir, pray for me — I name you 
to the Lord, — for further evil is 
determined against me. 


Remember my love to Christian 
Murray, and her daughter. I 
desire her, in the edge of her 
evening, to wait a little, the King 
is coming, and he hath something, 
that she never saw with him. 
Heaven is no dream ; 44 Come and 
see” will teach her best. Grace, 
grace be with you. Yours, in his 
sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 13, 1637. 


LETTER CCLXX. 

TO MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

Dearest in our Lord Jesus, — 
Count it your honour, that Christ 
hath begun at you, to refine you 
first. 44 Fear not,” saith The 
Amen, The True and Faithful 
Witness. I W'ritc to you, as my 
Master liveth, upon the word of 
my royal King, continue in prayer 
and in watching, and your glori- 
ous deliverance is coming. Christ 
is not far off. A fig, a straw, for 
all the bits of clay that are risen 
against us. Ye shall thresh the 
mountains, and fan them like 
chaff, (Isa. xli.) If ye slack your 
hands at your meetings, and your 
w'atching to prayer, then it would 
seem that our Rock hath sold us ; 
but be diligent, and be not discou- 
raged. I charge you in Christ, 
to rejoice, give thanks, believe, 
be strong in the Lord. That 
burning bush in Galloway and 
Kirkcudbright shall not be burnt 
to ashes, for the Lord is in the 
Bush. Be not discouraged, that 
banishment is to be procured by 
the King’s warrant to the Coun- 
cil, against me : the earth is my 
Lord’s ; I am filled with his sweet 
love and running over. I rejoice 
to hear that ye are on your jour- 
ney. Such news as I hear, of all 
your faith and love, rejoice my 
sad heart. 
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Pray for me, for they seek my 
hurt ; but I give myself to pray- 
er. The blessing of my Lord, 
and the blessing of a prisoner of 
Christ be with you. O chosen 
and greatly beloved Woman, faint 
not. Fy, fy, if ye faint now, ye 
lose a good cause. Double your 
meetings ; cease not for Zion’s 
sake, and bold not your peace till 
he make Jerusalem a praise in 
the earth. Yours, in Christ Je- 
sus his Lord, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCLXXI. 

TO THOMAS CORBET. 

Dear Friend, — I forget yon 
not. It will be iny joy, that ye 
follow after Christ till ye find 
him. My conscience is a feast 
of joy to me, that I sought in 
singleness of heart, for Christ’s 
love, to put you upon the King’s 
highway to our Bridegroom, and 
our Father’s house. Thrice bles- 
sed are ye, my dear Brother, it 
ye hold the way. 

I believe that ye and Christ 
once met, I hope ye will not sun- 
der with him. Follow the coun- 
sel of the man of God, Mr. Wil- 
liam Dalgleish. If ye depart 
from what 1 taught jouin a hair- 
breadth, for fear or favour of 
men, or desire of ease in thi> 
world, I take Heaven and earth 
to witness, that ill shall come 
upon you in the end. Build not 
your nest here : this world is a 
hard, ill-made bed ; no rest is in 
it for your soul. Awake, awake, 
and make haste to seek that 
Pearl, Christ, that this world 
seeth not. Your night, and your 
Master Christ, will be upon you 
within a clap ; your hand-breadth 
of time will not bide you. Take 


Christ, howbeit a storm follow 
him : howbeit this day be not 
yours and Christ’s, the morrow 
will be yours and his. I would 
not exchange the joy of my bonds 
and imprisonment for Christ, 
with all the joy of this dirty and 
foul-skinned world. I have a 
love-bed with Christ, ^nd am 
filled with his love. 

I desire your wife to do what 
I write to you. Let her" remem- 
ber how dear Christ will be to 
her, when her breath turneth 
cold, and the eye-strings shall 
break. Oh, how joyful should 
my soul be, to know that I had 
brought on a marriage betwixt 
Christ and that people, few or 
many ; if it he not so, 1 shall be 
wo to be a witness against them. 
Use prayer : love not the world : 
be humble, and esteem little of 
yourself: love your enemies, and 
pray for them : make conscience 
of speaking truth, when none 
knoweth hut God. I never eat, 
hut I pray for you all. Pray for 
me. Ye and 1 shall see one ano- 
ther up in our Father’s house. 

I rejoice to hear that your eye is 
upon Christ. Follow on, hing 
on, and quit him not. The 
Lord Jesus be with your spirit. 
Vour affectionate Brother, in our 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 


LETTER CCLXXII. 

TO MR. GEORGE DUNBAR. 

Reverend, and dearly Beloved 
in the Lord, — Grace, mercy, and 

peace he to you Because your 

words have strengthened many, 
l was silent, expecting some lines 
from you in my honds ; and this 
is the cause why I wrote not to 
you, but now 1 am forced to break 
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off and speak. I never believed, 
till now, that there was so much 
to be found in Christ, on this side 
of death and of Heaven. Oh, 
the ravishments of heavenly joy 
that may he had here, in the 
small gleanings and comforts that 
fall from Christ ! What fools 
are we fivho know not, and consi- 
der not the weight and the telling 
that is in the very earnest-penny, 
and the first-fruits of our hoped 
for harvest ! How sweet, how 
sweet is our infeftment ! oh, what 
then must personal possession be ! 
I find that my Lord Jesus hath 
not mis-cooked or spilled this 
sweet cross — he hath an eve on 
the fire and the melting gold, to 
separate the metal and the dross. 
Oh, how much time would it take 
me to read my obligations to Je- 
sus my Lord, who will neither 
have the faith of his own to be 
burnt to rshes, nor yet wdll have 
a poor believer in the fire to be 
half raw, like Ephraim’s unturn- 
ed cake ! This is the wisdom of 
Him who hath his fire in Zion, 
and furnace in Jerusalem. 1 
need not either hud or flatter 
temptations and crosses, nor strive 
to buy the Devil, or this malicious 
world by, or redeem their kind- 
ness with half a hair-breadth of 
truth. He, who is surety for his 
servant for good, doth powerfully 
overrule all that. I see my pri 
son hath neither lock nor door: 
I am free in my bonds, and my 
chains are made of rotten straw, 
they shall not bide one pull of 
faith. 1 am sure that they w h< 
are in Hell, would exchange their 
torments with our crosses, sup- 
pose they should never be deliver- 
ed; and give twenty thousand 
years’ torment to boot, to be in 
our bonds for ever ; and, there 
fore, we wrong Christ, who sigh 
and fear, and doubt, and despond 
in them. Our sufferings are 


washen in Christ’s blood, as well 
as our souls ; for Christ’s merits 
brought a blessing to the crosses 
of the sons of God ; and Jesus 
hath a back-bond of all our temp- 
tations, that the free-warders shall 
;ome out by law and justice, in 
•espect of the infinite and great 
sum that the Redeemer paid. 
Our troubles owe us a free pas- 
;age through them. Devils and 
men, and crosses are our debtors, 
loath and all storms are our 
lebtors, to blow our poor tossed 
hark over the water fraught-free, 
and to set the travellers on their 
own known ground — therefore 
we shall die, and yet live. We 
are over the water, someway, al- 
ready : we are married, and our 
tocher-good is paid : we are al- 
ready more than conquerors. If 
the De\il and the world knew 
how the court with our Lord shall 
xo, I am sure they would hire 
leath to take us off their hand. 
Our sufferings are the only wreck 
and ruin of the Black Kingdom ; 
and yet a little, and the Anti- 
christ must play himself with 
bones and slain bodies of the 
Lamb’s followers ; but withal we 
htand with the hundred forty and 
four thousand, who are with the 
Lamb, upon the top of Mount 
Zion. Antichrist and his follow- 
ers are down in the valley ground: 
we have the advantage of the hill ; 
our temptations are always be- 
neath, our waters are beneath 
our breath — “ as dying, and be- 
hold we live.” 1 never heard be- 
fore of a living death, or a quick 
death but ours : our death is not 
like the common death ; Christ’s 
skill, his handy- work, and a new 
cast of Christ’s admirable art, 
may be seen in our quick death. 
I bless the Lord, that all our 
troubles come through Christ's 
fingers, and that he ca^teth sugar 
among them, and casteth in some 
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ounce-weights of Heaven, and o 
the Spirit of glory, that restetl 
on suffering believers, into ou 
cup, in which there is no taste o 
Hell. My dear Brother, ye know 
all these better than I. I sent 
water to the sea, to speak of thes< 
things to you ; but it easeth me 
to desire you to help me to pa^ 
mv tribute of praise to Jesus 
Oh, what praises I owe him ! 3 
would, I were in my free heritage 
that I might begin to pay mj 
debts to Jesus. I entreat foi 
your prayers and praises. I for 
get not you. Your Brother ant 
Fellow-sufferer, in and for Christ 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 17, 1637. 

LETTER CCLXXIII. 

TO JOHN FLEMING, EAILLIE OF 
LEITH. 

Worthy Sir,. — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you — The Lord 
hath brought me safe to this 
strange town. Blessed he his 
holy name, I find his cross easy 
and light, and I hope that he will 
be with his poor sold Joseph, 
who is separated from his breth- 
ren. His comforts have abound- 
ed towards me, as if Christ 
thought shame, (if I may speak 
so,) to be in the common of such 
a poor man as I am, and would 
not have me lose anything in his 
errands. My enemies have, con- 
trary their intention, made me 
more blessed, and have put me in 
a sweeter possession of Christ 
than ever I had before ; only the 
memory of the fair days I had 
with my Well-beloved, amongst 
the flock intrusted to me, keepcth 
me low, and soureth my unseen 
joy ; but it must be so, and He is 
wise who tutoreth me in this way : 
for that which my brethren have, 


and I want, and others of this 
world have, I am content ; my 
faith will frist God my happiness. 
No son is offended that his father 
give him not hire twice a-year • 
for he is to abide in the house, 
when the inheritance is to be di- 
vided : — it is better that God’s 
children live upon hopl*, than 
upon hire. 

Thus remembering my love to 
your worthy and kind wife ; I 
bless you and her, and all yours, 
in the Lord’s name. Yours, in 
his only, only Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 20, 1637. 


LETTER CCLXXIV. 

TO WILLIAM GLENDINNING, HAIL- 
LIE OF KIRCUDBRIGHT. 

Worthy Sir, — Grace, mercy, 

md peace be to you I am well, 

aonour be to God ! and as well 
is a rejoicing prisoner of Christ 
san be, hoping that one day He, 
for whom I now suffer, will en- 
arge me, and put me above the 
hreatenings of men. 

I am sometimes sad, heavy, and 
fasten down, at the memory of 
he fair days I had with Christ, 
n Anwoth, Kircudbright, etc. 
The remembrance of a feast in- 
reaseth hunger in a hungry man ; 
iut who knoweth, but our Lord 
nil yet cover a table in the wil- 
lerness to bis hungry bairns, and 
uild the old waste places in Scot- 
and, and bring home Zion’s cap- 
ives ? I desire to see no more 
lorious sight, till I see the Lamb 
n his throne, than to see Mount 
ion all green with grass, and 
he dew lying upon the top9 of 
he grass, and the crown put upon 
Christ’s head in Scotland again : 
,nd I believe it shall be so, and 
hat Christ will mow down his 
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enemies, and fill the pits with| 
their dead bodies. 

I find people here dry and 
unco. A man pointed at for suf- 
fering dare not be countenanced ; 
so that I am like to sit my lone up- 
on the ground : but my Lord pay- 
eth me well home again ; for I 
have neither tongue, nor pen, nor 
heart to express the sweetness and 
excellency of the love of Christ. 
Christ’s honeycombs drop honey 
and floods of consolation upon my 
soul: my chains are gold ; Christ’s 
cross is all over gilded and per- 
fumed : his prison is the garden 
and orchard of my delights : I 
would go through burning quick 
to my lovely Christ : 1 sleep in 
his arms all the night, and my 
head betwixt his breasts : my 
Well-beloved is altogether lovely: 
this is all nothing, to that which 
my soul hath felt. Let no man, 
for my cause, scaur at Christ’s 
cross. If my stipend, place, 
country, credit, had been an earl- 
dom, a kingdom, ten kingdoms, 
and a whole earth ; all were too 
little for the crown and sceptre 
of my royal King. Mine ene- 
mies, mine enemies have made 
me blessed. They have sent me 
to the Bridegroom’s chamber. 
Love is his banner over me. I 
live a king’s life. I want nothing 
but Heaven, and possession of 
the crown : my earnest is great ; 
Christ is no niggard to me. 
Dear Brother, be for the Lord Je- 
sus, and his heart-broken Bride 

I need not, I hope, remember 
my distressed brother to your 
care. Remember my love to 
your wife. Let Christ want no- 
thing of us ; his garments shal 
be rolled in the blood of the slain 
of Scotland. 

Grace, grace be with you. Pray 
for Christ’s prisoner. Yours, ii 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 21, lti37. 


LETTER CCLXXV. 

TO EARLSTON, YOUNGER. 

Much Honoured Sir, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace be to you. — I 
am well ; Christ triumpheth in 
me, blessed be his name. I have 
all things. I burden no man. I 
lee that this earth and the fulness 
hereof is my Father’s. Sweet, 
sweet is the cross of my Lord. 
The blessing of God upon the 
cross of my Lord Jesus ! My 
enemies have contributed, (beside 
their design,) to make me blessed. 
This is my palace, not my prison ; 
especially, when my Lord shineth 
and smileth upon his poor afflic- 
ted and sold Joseph who is sepa- 
rated from his brethren. But 
often he hideth himself, and there 
is a day of law, and a court of 
challenges within me — I know not 
f fenced in God’s name — but, oh, 
my neglects! oh, my unseen guil- 
tiness ! 1 imagined that a sufferer 
for Christ kept the keys of Christ’s 
treasure, and might take out his 
heart-full of comforts when be 
pleased ; but I see, a sufferer and 
a witness shall be holdpn at the 
door, as well as another poor 
sinner, and glad to eat with the 
bairns, and to take the by-board. 

This cross hath let me see, that 
Heaven is not at the next door, 
and that it is a castle not soon 
taken. I see, also, that it is nei- 
ther pain nor art to play the hy- 
pocrite. We have all learned to 
sell ourselves for double price ; 
and to make the people, who call 
ten twenty, and twenty an hun- 
dred, esteem us half gods, or men 
fallen out of the clouds ; but, oh, 
sincerity, sincerity, if I knew what 
sincerity meaneth ! 

Sir, lay the foundation thus, 
and ye shall not soon shrink, nor 
be shaken. Make tight work at 
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the bottom, and your ship shall 
ride against all storms, if witha* 
your anchor be fastened on good 
ground, I mean within the vail. 
And verily 1 think this is all, to 
gain Christ : all other things are 
shadows, dreams, fancies, and 
nothing. 

Sir, remember my love to your 
mother. I pray for mercy and 
grace to her ; 1 wish her on-go- 
ing toward Heaven : as I pro- 
mised to write, so shew her that 
I want nothing in my Lords ser- 
vice — Christ will not be in such a 
poor man’s common as mine. 

Grace, grace be with you 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 

Aberdeen, Sept. 2 2, lt>37. 


LETTER CCLXXYI. 

TO JOHN GORDON. 

Worthy, and Dear Brother, — 
Grace, mercy, and peace be to 

you 1 have been too long in 

writing to you, but multitude of 
letters taketh much time from 
me. 

I bless His great name whom 
I serve in the Spirit, that if it 
come to voting amongst angels 
and men, how excellent and sweet 
Christ is, even in his reproaches 
and in his cross, 1 cannot but 
vote with the first, that all that 
is in him, both cross and crown, 
kisses and glooms, embracements 
and frownings and strokes, are 
sweet and glorious. God send 
me no more happiness in Hea- 
ven, or out of Heaven, than 
Christ : for I find this world, 
when I have looked upon it on 
both sides, within and without, 
and when I have seen even the 
laughing and lovely side of it, to 
be but a fool’s idol, a clay prison ; 
— Lord, let it not be the nest 


that my hope buildeth in. I 
have now cause to judge my part 
of this earth not worth a blast of 
smoke, or a mouthful of brown 
bread. I wish that my hope may 
take a running-leap, and skip 
over time’s pleasure, sin’s plas- 
tering and goldfoil, this vain 
earth, and rest upon mr Lord. 
Oh, how great is our night-dark- 
ness in this wilderness ! To 
have any conceit at all of this 
world, is, as if a man should 
close his handful of water, and, 
holding his hand in the river, say 
that all the water of the flood is 
his, as if it were, indeed, all 
within the compass of his hand : — 
who would not laugh at thoughts 
of such a crack-brain ? Verily, 
they have but an handful of 
water, and are but like a child 
clasping his two hands about a 
night-shadow, who idolize any 
created hope, but God. I now 
lightly, and put the price of a 
dream, or fable, or black nothing, 
upon all things, but God, and 
that desirable and love-worthy 
One, my Lord Jesus. Let all 
he world be nothing, (for no- 
hing was their seed and mother,) 
and let God be all things. 

My very dear Brother, know 
hat ye are as near Heaven as 
,'e are far from yourself, and far 
from the love of a bewitching 
and whorish world : — for this 
world, in its gain and glory, is 
ut the great and notable com- 
mon whore, that all the sons of 
men have been in fancy and lust 
withal these 5000 years. The 
children, that they have begotten 
with this uncouth and lustful lover, 
are but vanity, dreams, gold-ima- 
ginations, and night thoughts. 
Thrre is no good ground here, 
under the covering of Heaven, 
'or men and poor wearied souls 
o set down their foot upon. 
Oh, He who is called God, 
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that One whom they term Jesus 
Christ, is worth the having in- 
deed, even if I had given away 
all without my eye-holes, my 
soul, and myself for sweet Jesus 
my Lord ! Oh, let the claim be 
cancelled, that the creatures have 
to me, except that claim my Lord 
Jesus h^th to me! Oh, that he 
would claim poor me, my silly, 
light, and worthless soul! Oh, 
that he would pursue his claim to 
the utmost point, and not want 
me! for it is my pain, and re- 
mediless sorrow to wanf/ him. 
I see nothing in this life, but 
sinks, and mires, and dreams, 
and beguiling ditches, and ill 
ground for us to build upon. 

I am fully persuaded of Christ’s 
victory in Scotland, but 1 fear 
that this Land be not yet ripe 
and white for mercy. Yet I 
dare be halver, (upon my salva- 
tion,) with the losses of the 
Church of Scotland, that her 
foes, after noon, shall sing dool 
and sorrow for evermore, and 
that her joy shall once again be 
cried up, and her sky shall clear: 
— but vengeance and burning 
shall be to her adversaries, and 
the sinners of this Land. Oh, 
that we could be awakened to 
prayers and humiliation ! Then 
should our sun shine like seven 
suns in the Heaven ; then should 
the temple of Christ be builded 
upon the mountain tops, and the 
Land, from coast to coast, should 
be filled with the glory of the 
Lord. 

Brother, your day-task is wear- 
ing short ; your hour-glass of 
this span-length and hand-breadth 
of life will quickly pass ; and, 
therefore, take order and course 
with matters betwixt you and 
Christ, before it come to open 
pleading : — there are no quarters 
to be had of Christ, in open 
judgment. I know, that ye see 


your thread wearing short, and 
that there are not many inches 
to the thread’s end ; and, there- 
fore, lose not time. 

Remember me, his prisoner, 
that it would please the Lord to 
bring me again amongst you with 
abundance of the Gospel. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 

LETTER CCLXXVII. 

TO WILLIAM RIGGE, OF ATHERNTE. 

Worthy, and much Honored 
Sir, — Grace, mercy, and peace 

be to you How sad a prisoner 

should I be, if I knew not that 
my Lord Jesus had the keys of 
the prison himself, and that his 
death and blood have bought a 
blessing to our crosses, as well as 
to ourselves ? I am sure that 
troubles have no prevailing right 
over us, if they be but our Lord’s 
serjeants, to keep us in ward, 
while we are in this side of Hea- 
ven. I am persuaded also, that 
they shall not go over the bound- 
road, nor enter into Heaven with 
us ; for they find no welcome 
there, where, “ there is no more 
death, neither sorrow, nor cry- 
ing, neither any more pain 
and, therefore, we shall leave 
them behind us. Oh, if I could 
get as good a gate of sin, even 
this woful and wretched body 
of sin, as I get of Christ’s cross ! 
Nay, indeed, I think the cross 
beareth both me and itself, rather 
than I it, in comparison of the 
tyranny of the lawless flesh, and 
wicked neighbour, that dwelleth 
beside Christ’s new creature. 
But, oh, this is that which press- 
eth me down, and paineth me. 
Jesus Christ in his saints sitteth 
neighbour with an ill second, 
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corruption, deadness, coldness, 
pride, lust, worldliness, self-love, 
security, falsehood, and a world 
of more the like, which I find in 
me, that are daily doing violence 
to the New Man. Oh, but we 
have cause to carry low sails, 
and to cleave fast to free grace, 
free, free grace! Blessed be our 
Lord that ever that way was 
found out. If my one foot were 
in Heaven, and my soul half in, 
if free-will and corruption were 
absolute lords of me, I should 
never win wholly in. Oh, but 
the sweet, new, and living way, 
that Christ hath struck up to our 
home, is a safe way ! I find 
now, presence and access a greater 
dainty than before ; but yet the 
Bridegroom looketh through the 
lattice, and through the hole of 
the door. Oh, if he and 1 were 
on fair dry land together, on the 
other side of the water. 

Grace be with you. Yours, 
in his sw r eet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Sept. 30, 1637. 


LETTER CCLXXVIII. 

TO JAMES MURRAY. 

Dear Brother, — I received 
your letter — I am in good health 
of body, but far better in my 
soul. I find my Lord no worse 
than his word. “ I will be with 
him in trouble,” is made good to 
me now. He heareth the sighing 
of the prisoner. Brother, I am 
comforted in my royal Prince 
and King. The world knoweth 
not our life, it is a mystery to 
them. We have the sunny side 
of the world, and our paradise is 
far above theirs; — yea, our weep- 
ing is above their laughing, which 
is but like the crackling of thorns 
under a pot ; and, therefore, we 
have good cause to fight it out, 


for the day of our laureation is 
approaching. I find my prison 
the sweetest place that ever I 
was in. My Lord Jesus is kind 
to me, and hath taken the mask 
off his face, and is content to 
quit me all by-gones. I dare 
not complain of him. And for 
my silence, I lay it before <Christ. 
I hope it will be a speaking si- 
lence. He who knoweth what I 
would, knoweth that my soul de- 
sireth no more, than that King 
Jesus may be great in the north 
of Scotland, in the south, and in 
the east and west, through my 
sufferings for the freedom of my 
Lord’s house and Kingdom. If 
I could keep good quarters, in 
time to come, with Christ, I 
would fear nothing. But, oh, 
oh, I complain of my woful out- 
breakings ! I tremble at the re- 
membrance of a new out-cast, be- 
twixt him and me ; .and I have 
cause, when I consider what 
sickness and sad days 1 have had 
for His absence who is now come. 
I find that Christ cannot be long 
unkind : our Joseph’s bowels 
yearn within him, he cannot 
smother love long, it must break 
out at length. Praise, praise 
with me, Brother, and desire my 
acquaintance to help me. I dare 
not conceal his love to my soul ; 
I wish you all a part of my feast, 
that my Lord Jesus may be ho- 
noured. I allow you not to hide 
Christ’s bounty to me, when ye 
meet with such as know Christ. 

Ye write nothing to me. What 
are the cruel mercies of the pre- 
lates toward me? The ministers 
of this town, as I hear, intend 
that I shall be more strictly con- 
fined, or else transported, be- 
cause they find some people af- 
fect me. Grace be with you. 
Yours, in the sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 


Aberdeen, Nov. 21, 1637. 
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LETTER CCLXXIX. 

TO MR. JOHN FERGUSHILL. 

Reverend, and Well-beloved 
in our Lord Jesus, — I must still 
provoke you to write by my lines, 
whereaf ye need not wonder ; 
for the cross is full of talk, and 
speak ij must, either good or 
bad : neither can grief be silent. 

I have no dittay nor indict- 
ment to bring against Christ’s 
cross, seeing he hath made a 
friendly agreement betwixt me 
and it, and we are in terms of 
love together. If my former mis- 
carriages, and my now silent sab- 
baths, seem to me to speak wrath 
from the Lord, I dare say, it is 
but Satan borrowing the use and 
loan of my cowardly and feeble ap- 
prehensions, w'hich start at straws. 
I know that faith is not so faint 
and foolish as to tremble at every 
false alarm ; yet I gather this 
out of it, Blessed are they who 
are graced of God to guide a 
cross well, and, that there is 
some art required therein. 1 
pray God that I may not be so 
ill friendstead, as that Christ my 
Lord should leave me to be my 
own tutor, and my own physician. 
Shall I not think that my Lord 
Jesus, who deserveth his own 
place very well, will take his own 
place upon him as it becometh 
him, and that he will fill his own 
chair ? for in this is his office to 
comfort us, and those that are 
casten down, in all their tribula- 
tions, (2 Cor. i. 4.) Alas! 1 
know that I am a fool, to seek a 
hole or defect in Christ’s way 
with my soul. If 1 have not a 
stock to present to Christ, at his 
appearance, yet I pray God, that 
I may be able, with joy, and 
faith, and constancy, to shew the 
Captain of my salvation, in that 


day, a bloody head, which I re- 
ceived in his service. Howbeit 
my faith hang by a small tack 
and thread, I hope that the tack 
shall not break ; and, howbeit 
my Lord get no service of me 
hut broken wishes, yet I trust 
that those will be accepted upon 
Christ’s account. I have nothing 
to comfort me, but that 1 say, 
“ Oh! will the Lord disappoint an 
hungry on-waiter ?” The smell 
of Christ’s wine and apples, which 
surpass the up -taking of dull 
sense, bloweth upon my soul, 
and I get no more for the mean- 
time. I am sure, that to let a 
famishing body see meat, and 
give him none of it, is a double 
pain ; our Lord’s love is not so 
cruel, as to let a poor man see 
Christ and Heaven, and never 
give him more for want of money 
to buy : nay, I rather think 
Christ such fair market wares, as 
buyers may have without money 
and without price. And thus I 
know, that it shall not stand 
upon my want of money ; for 
Christ upon his own charges 
must buy my wedding garment, 
and redeem the inheritance which 
I have forfeited, and give his 
w ord for one the like of me, who 
am not law-biding of myself. 
Poor folks must either borrow 
or beg from the rich ; and the 
only thing that commendeth sin- 
ners to Christ, is extreme neces- 
sity and want. Christ’s love is 
ready to make and provide a ran- 
som and money for a poor body, 
who hath lost his purse : — 14 Ho, 
ye that have no money, come, 
and buy,” (Isa. lv. 1,) — that if 
the poor man’s market. 

Now, Brother, I see that old 
crosses would have done nothing 
to me ; and, therefore, Christ 
hath taken a new, fresh rod to 
me, that seemeth to talk with my 
soul and make me tremble. I 
s 2 
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have often more ado now with 
faith, when I lose my compass, and 
am blown on a rock, than those 
who are my beholders, standing 
upon the shore, are aware of. A 
counsel to a sick man is sooner 
given than taken. “ Lord, send 
the wearied man a borrowed bed 
from Christ.” I think often that 
it is after-supper with me, and 1 
am heavy. Oh, but I would sleej 
soundly, with Christ’s left hand 
under my head, and his right 
hand embracing me. The Devil 
could not spill that bed. When 
I consider how tenderly Christ 
hath cared for me in this prison, 
I think that he hath handled me 
as the bairn that is pitied and be- 
moaned. I desire no more till 1 
be in Heaven, but such a feast 
and fill of Christ’s love as 1 would 
have ; this love would be fair and 
adorning passments, which would 
beautify and set forth my black, 
unpleasant cross. I oannot tell, 
rny dear Brother, what a great 
load I would bear, if I had a 
hearty fill of the love of that lovely 
One, Christ Jesus. ? Oh, if ye 
would seek and pray for that to 
me! I would give Christ all his 
love-styles and titles of honour, if 
he would give me but this ; nay, 
I would sell myself, if I could, for 
that love. 

I have been waiting to see what 
friends of place and power would 
do for us ; but when the Lord 
looseneth the pins of his own 
tabernacle, he will have himself 
to be acknowledged as the only 
builder up thereof ; and, there- 
fore, I would take back again my 
hope, that I lent and laid in pawn 
in men’s hands, and gave it wholly 
to Christ. It is no time for me 
now to set up idols of my own. 
It were a pity to give an ounce- 
weight of hope to any besides 
Christ. I think him well worthy 
of all my hope, though it were 


as weighty as both Heaven and 
earth. Happy were I if I had 
anything that Christ would seek 
or accept of; but now, alas! I 
see not what service I can do to 
him, except it be to talk a little, 
and babble upon a piece of paper, 
concerning the love of Christ. I 
am often as if my faith wepe wad- 
set, so that I cannot command it ; 
and then, when he hideth him- 
self, I run to the other extreme, 
in making each wing and toe of 
my case as big as a mountain of 
iron ; and then misbelief can spin 
out an hell of heavy and despond- 
ing thoughts; then Christ seeketh 
law-borrows of my unbelieving 
apprehensions, and chargeth me 
to believe his day-light at mid- 
night. But I make pleas with 
Christ, though it be ill my com- 
mon so to do. It were my hap- 
piness, when I am in this house- 
of-wine, and when I find a feast- 
day, if I could “hearken, and 
hear for the time to come,” (Isa. 
xlii. 23.) But I see that we must 
be off our feet in wading a deep 
water ; and then Christ’s love 
findeth timous employment, at 
such a dead lift as that ; and, be- 
sides, after broken brows, bairns 
learn to walk more circumspectly. 
If I come to Heaven any way, 
howbeit like a tired traveller, 
upon my Guide’s shoulder, it is 
good enough for those who have 
no legs of their own for such a 
journey. I never thought there 
had been need of so much wrestl- 
ing to win to the top of that steep 
mountain, as now I find. 

Wo is me for this broken and 
back-sliding Church ; it is like an 
old bowing wall, leaning to the 
one side, and there are none of 
all her sons who will set a prop 
under her. I know that I need 
not bemoan Christ ; for he careth 
for his own honour more than I 
can do ; but who can blame me 
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to be wo, (if I had grace so to be,) 
to see my Well-beloved’s fair face 
spitted upon, and his own crown 
plucked off his head, and the ark 
of God taken and carried in the 
Philistines’ cart, and the kine put 
to carry it which will let it fall 
to the ground ? The Lord put- 
to his» own helping hand ! I 
would desire you to prepare your- 
self foi; a fight with beasts : ye 
will not get leave to steal quietly 
to Heaven, in Christ’s company, 
without a conflict and a cross. 

Remember my bonds, and praise 
my Second, and Fellow-prisoner, 
Christ. Grace be with you. 
Yours, in Christ Jesus his Lord, 
S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 
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TO WILLIAM GLEN DINNING. 

Dear Brother, — Grace, mercy, 

and peace be to you Your case 

is unknown to me, whether ye be 
yet our Lord’s prisoner at Wig- 
ton, or not: however it be, I 
know that our Lord Jesus hath 
been inquiring for you ; and that 
he hath honoured you to bear his 
chains, which is the golden end of 
his cross ; and so hath waled out 
a chosen and honourable cross 
for you. I wish you much joy 
and comfort of it ; for I have no- 
thing to say of Christ’s cross but 
much good ; I hope that my ill 
word shall never meet either 
Christ or his sw r eet and easy cross. 
I know that he seeketh of us an 
out-cast with this house of clay, 
this mother prison, this earth, 
that we love full well ; and, verily, 
when Christ snuffeth my candle, 
and causeth my light to shine up- 
ward, it is one of my greatest 
wonders, that dirt and clay hath 


so much court with a soul not 
made of clay ; and that our soul 
goeth out of kind so far as to 
make an idol of this earth, such 
a deformed harlot, as that it 
should wrong Christ of our love. 
How fast, how fast doth our 3hip 
sail ! And how fair a wind hath 
time, to blow us off these coasts, 
and this land of dying and perish- 
ing things! and, alas! our ship 
saileth one way, and fleeth many 
miles in one hour, to hasten us 
upon eternity ; and our love and 
hearts are sailing close backover 
and swimming towards ease, law- 
less pleasure, vain honour, per- 
ishing riches, and to build a fool’s 
nest, I know not where, and to 
lay our eggs within the sea-mark, 
and fasten our bits of broken 
anchors upon the worst ground 
in the world, this fleeting and 
perishing life ; and in the mean 
while, time and tide carry us upon 
another life, and there is daily 
less and less oil in our lamps, and 
less and less sand in our watch- 
glass. Oh, what a wise course 
were it for us to look away from 
the false beauty of our borrowed 
prison, and to mind, and eye, 
and lust for our country ! Lord, 
Lord, take us home! 

And for myself: — I think, if a 
poor, weak, dying sheep seek for 
an old dyke, and the lee side of 
an hill, in a storm, I have cause 
to long for a covert from this 
storm, in Heaven ; I know none 
will take my room over my head 
there. But, certainly, sleepy bo- 
dies would be at rest and a well- 
made bed, and an old crazed bark 
at a shore, and a wearied travel- 
ler at home, and a breathless 
horse at the rink’s end. I see 
nothing in this life but sin, and 
the sour fruits of sin: and, oh, 
what a burden is sin ! And what 
a slavery and miserable bondage 
is it, to be at the nod, and yeas 
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and nays, of such a lord-master 
as a body of sin ! Truly, when 
I think of it, it is a wonder that 
Christ maketh not fire and ashes 
of such a dry branch as I am. 
I would often lie down under 
Christ’s feet, and bid him tram- 
ple upon me, when I consider my 
guiltiness. But seeing he hath 
sworn that sin shall not loose his 
unchangeable covenant, I keep 
house-room amongst the rest of 
the ill-learned bairns, and must 
cumber the Lord of the House, 
with the rest, till my Lord tak< 
the fetters off legs and arms, and 
destroy this body of sin, and make 
a hole or breach in this cage of 
earth, that the bird may dee out, 
and the imprisoned soul be at 
liberty. In the meantime, the 
least intimation of Christ’s love is 
sweet, and the hope of marriage 
with the Bridegroom holdeth me 
in some joyful on-waiting, that 
when Christ’s summer-birds shall 
sing upon the branches of the 
Tree of life, I shall be tuned by 
God himself, to help them to sing 
the home-coming of our Well- 
beloved and his bride to their 
house together. When I think 
of this, I think winters and sum- 
mers, and years and days, and 
time, do me a pleasure, that they 
shorten this untwisted and weak 
thread of my life, and that they 
put sin and miseries by-hand, and 
that they shall carry me to my 
Bridegroom in a clap. 

Dear Brother, pray for me, 
that it would please the Lord of 
the vineyard to give me room to 
preach his righteousness again to 
the great congregation. 

Grace, grace be with you. Re- 
member me to your wife. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, 1637. 
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FOR MARION MACKNAUGHT. 

My Dear, and Well-beloved 
Sister, — Grace, mercy, and peace 

be to you I am well, honour to 

God. I have been before^ court 
set up within me of terrors and 
challenges ; but my swept Lord 
Jesus hath taken the mask off his 
face, and said, “ Kiss thy fill 
and I will not smother nor con- 
ceal the kindness of my King, 
Jesus. He hath broken in upon 
the poor prisoner’s soul, like the 
swelling of Jordan. I am bank 
and brim-full ; a great, high 
spring-tide of the consolations of 
Christ hath overflowed me. I 
would not give my weeping for 
the Fourteen Prelates’ laughter. 
They have sent me here to feast 
with my King. His spikenard 
casteth a sweet smell. The 
Bridegroom’s love hath run away 
with my heart ; Oh, love, love, 
love! Oh. sweet are my royal 
King’s chains ! I care not for 
fire nor torture. How sweet 
were it to me to swim the salt sea 
for my new Lover, my second 
Husband, my first Lord ! I 
charge you in the name of God, 
not to fear the wild beasts that 
entered into the vineyard of the 
Lord of hosts ; the false prophet 
is the tail : God shall cut the tail 
from Scotland. Take your com- 
fort and droop not, despond not. 

Pray for my poor flock : I 
would take a penance on my soul 
for their salvation. I fear that 
the entering of a hireling upon 
my labours there, will cut off my 
life with sorrow. There I wres- 
tled with the Angel, and pre- 
vailed. Wood, trees, meadows, 
and hills, are my witnesses, that 
1 drew on a fair meeting betwixt 
Christ and Anwoth. 
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My love to your husband, to 
dear Carlton, to my beloved bro- 
ther Knockbrex. Forget not 
Christ’s prisoner. I long for a 
letter under your own hand. 
Your Friend, and Christ’s Pri- 
soner, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Nov. 22. 


LIFTER CCLXXXII. 

TO THE LADY ROBERTLAND. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I shall be glad 
to hear that your soul prospereth, 
and that fruit groweth upon you 
after the Lord s husbandry and 
pains in his rod, that hath not 
been a stranger to you from your 
youth. It is the Lord’s kindness 
that he will take the scum off us 
in the fire : who knoweth how 
needful winnowing is to us, and 
what dross must be taken away, 
ere we enter into the Kingdom of 
God ? So narrow is the entry 
to Heaven, that our knots, our 
bunches, and lumps of pride, and 
self-love, and idol love, and world 
love, must be hammered off’ us, 
that we may thring in, stooping 
low, and creeping through that 
narrow and thorny entry. 

And now, for myself: — I find 
it the most sweet and heavenly 
life, to take up house and dwelling 
at Christ’s fire-side, and set down 
my tent upon Christ, that Foun- 
dation-stone, which is sure and 
faithful ground, and hard under ( 
foot. Oh, if 1 could win to it, an 
proclaim myself not the world’s 
debtor, nor a lover obliged to it ; 
and that I mind not to hire or 
bud this world’s love any longer ; 
but defy both the kindness and 
feud of God’s whole creation 
whatsoever ; especially the lower 
vault and clay part of God’s crea- 


ures, this vain earth ! For what 
old I of this world ? A bor- 
owed lodging, and some years’ 
ouse-room, and bread, and wa- 
t, and fire, and bed, and candle, 
tc., are all a part of the pension 
f my King and Lord, to whom 
owe thanks, and not to a crea- 
ure. 

I thank God, that God is God, 
nd Christ is Christ, and the 
arth the earth, and the Devil 
he Devil, and the world the 
world, and that sin is sin, and 
hat everything is what it is : be- 
iause he hath taught me in my 
wilderness not to shuffle my Lord 
~esus, nor to intermix him with 
reature-vanities ; nor to spin or 
wine Christ or his sweet love 
nto one web, or into one thread 
nth the world, and the things 
hereof. Oh, if I could hold and 
eep Christ all alone, and mix 
im with nothing ! Oh, if 1 
ould cry down the price and 
weight of my cursed self, and cry 
up the price of Christ, and dou- 
ble, and triple, and augment and 
lighten to millions the price and 
worth of Christ ! I am, if I durst 
peak so, and might lawfully com- 
>lain, so hungeredly tutored by 
Christ Jesus, my liberal Lord, 
hat his nice love, which my soul 
would be in bands with, flieth 
ne ; and yet I am trained on to 
ove Him, and lust, and long, and 
lie for His love whom I cannot 
ee. It is a wonder to pine away 
with love for a covered and hid 
over, and to be hungered with 
iis love, so as a poor soul cannot 
;et his fill of hunger for Christ. 
It is hard to be hungered of hun- 
ger, whereof such abundance for 
ffher things is in the world. But 
ure if we were tutors, and stew- 
ards, and masters, and lord-car- 
eers of Christ’s love, we should 
je more lean, and worse fed than 
we are. Our meat doeth us the 
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more good that Christ keepet 
the keys, and that the wind an 
the air of Christ’s sweet breatl 
ing, and of the influence of h 
Spirit is locked up in the hand 
of the good pleasure of Him wh 
bloweth where he listeth. 

I see that there is a sort 
impatient patience required 
the want of Christ, as to h 
manifestations and waiting on 
They thrive who wait on his lov 
and the blowing of it, and th 
turning of his gracious wind ; an 
they thrive who in that on-wai 
ing make haste and din, and muc 
ado, for their lost and hidde 
Lord Jesus. However it be, Ge 
feed me with him any way. 
he would come in, I should n( 
dispute the matter where he go 
a hole, or how he opened th 
lock. I should be content tha 
Christ and I met, suppose h 
should stand on the other sid 
of Hell’s lake, and cry to me 
“ Either put in your foot an 
come through, else ye shall no 
have me at all.” But what foo T 
are we, in the taking up of hir 
and of his dealing! He hath 
gate of his own, beyond th 
thoughts of men, that no foo 
hath skill to follow him. But w 
are still ill scholars, and will g< 
in at Heaven’s gate, wanting th 
half of our lesson, and shall sti" 
be bairns so long as we are unde 
time’s hands, and till eternit 
cause a sun to arise in our soul 
that shall give us wit. We ma 
see how we spill and mar our ow 
fair heaven and our salvation, ai^ 
how Christ is every day putting 
in one bone or other in thos 
fallen souls of ours, into the righ 
place again ; and that, on thi 
side of the New Jerusalem, w 
shall still have need of forgiving 
and healing. I find crosses to b» 
Christ’s carved work, that h 
marketh out for us ; and tha 


with crosses he figureth and pour- 
trayeth us to his own image, 
cutting away pieces of our ill and 
corruption. Lord, cut ; Lord, 
carve; Lord, wound; Lord, do 
anything that may perfect the 
Father’s image in us, and make 
us meet for glory.” 

Pray for me, — I forget not 
you, — that our Lord would be 
pleased to lend me house-room, 
to preach his righteousness, and 
tell what I have heard and seen 
of him. Forget not Zion that is 
now in Christ’s caums and in his 
forge. God bring her out new 
work. Grace, grace be with 
you. Yours, in his sweet Lord 
Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Jan. 4, 1638. 
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TO MY LORD LOUDON. 

Right Honorable, and my very 
Worthy Lord, — Grace, mercy, 

and peace be to you Hearing 

of your Lordship’s zeal and cou- 
rage for Christ our Lord, in 
owning his honorable cause, I am 
bold, (and I plead pardon for it,) 
to speak on paper, by a line or 
two, to your Lordship, (since I 
have not access in any other way,) 
beseeching your Lordship, by the 
mercies of God, and by the ever- 
lasting peace of your soul, and by 
the tears and prayers of our Mo- 
ther-church, to go on as ye have 
so worthily begun, in purging the 
Lord’s house in this Land, and 
pulling down the sticks of Anti- 
christ’s filthy nest, this wretched 
prelacy, and that black kingdom, 
whose wicked aims have ever 
been, and still are, to make this 
fat world the only compass they 
would have Christ and religion 
to sail by ; and to mount up the 
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Man of Sin, their godfather the 
Pope of Rome, upon the highest 
stair of Christ’s throne, and to 
make a velvet church, (in re- 
gard of parliament grandeur and 
worldly pomp, whereof always 
their stinking breath smelleth,) 
and put Christ and truth in sack- 
cloth *nd prison to eat the bread 
of adversity, and drink the water 
of affliction. Half an eye of any, 
not misted with the darkness of 
Antichristian smoke, may see it 
thus in this Land ; and now our 
Lord hath begun to awaken the 
nobles and others, to plead for 
borne-down Christ, and his weep- 
ing Gospel. 

My dear and noble Lord, the 
eye of Christ is upon you ; the 
eyes of many noble, many holy, 
many learned and worthy ones, 
in our neighbour churches about, 
are upon you. This poor Church, 
your Mother and Christ’s spouse 
is holding up her hands and heart 
to God for you, and doth beseech 
you with tears, to plead for her 
Husband, his kingly sceptre, and 
for the liberties that, her Lord 
and King hath given to her as to 
a free Kingdom, that oweth spi- 
ritual tribute to none on earth, 
as being the free-born Princess 
and Daughter to the King of 
kings. This is a cause that, be- 
fore God, his angels, the world, 
before sun and moon, needeth not 
to blush. Oh, what glory and 
true honour is it, to lend Christ 
your hand and service, and to be 
amongst the repairers of the 
breaches of Zion’s walls, and to 
help to build the old waste places, 
and stretch forth the curtains, 
and strengthen the stakes of 
Christ’s tent in this Land ! Oh, 
blessed are they, who, when 
Christ is driven away, will bring 
him back again, and lend him 
lodging! And blessed are ye of 
the Lord ! Your name and ho- 


nour shall never rot nor wither 
in Heaven, (at least,) if ye deliver 
the Lord’s sheep, that have been 
scattered in the dark and cloudy 
day, out of the hands of strange 
lords and hirelings, who with 
rigour and cruelty have caused 
them to eat the pastures trodden 
upon with their foul feet, and to 
drink muddy water ; and who 
have spun out such a world of 
yards of indifferencies in God’s 
w'orship, to make and weave a 
web for the Antichrist, (which 
shall not keep any from the cold,) 
as they mind nothing else, but 
that, by the bringing in of the 
Pope’s foul tail first upon us, 
(their w r retched and beggarly ce- 
remonies.) they may thrust in 
after them the Antichrist’s legs 
and thighs, and his belly, head, 
md shoulders ; and then cry 
lown Christ and the Gospel, and 
np the merchandize and wares of 
the Great Whore. Fear not, 
ly W'orthy Lord, to give yourself, 
and all ye have, out for Christ 
md his Gospel. No man dare* 
ay, who did ever thus hazard 
for Christ, that Christ paid him 
aot his hundred-fold in this life 
luly, and, in the life to come, 
life everlasting. This is his own 
truth that ye now plead for ; for 
God and man cannot but com- 
nend you, to beg justice from a 
ust prince for oppressed Christ ; 
and to plead that Christ, who is 
lie King’s Lord, may be heard 
n a free court to speak for him- 
self, when the standing and esta- 
ilished laws of our Nation can 
strongly plead for Christ’s crown 
n the pulpits, and his chair as 
Lawgiver in the free government 
if his own house. But Christ 
will never be content and pleased 
with this Land, neither shall his 
hot, fiery indignation be turned 
way, so long as the Prelate, (the 
man that lay in Antichrist’s foul 
s 5 
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womb, and the Antichrist’s lord- 
bailiff,) shall sit lord-carver in 
the courts of the Lord Jesus. 
The Prelate is both the egg and 
the nest to deck and bring forth 
Popery. Plead, therefore, in 
Christ’s hehalf, for the plucking 
down of the nest, and the crush- 
ing of the egg ; and let Christ’s 
kingly office suffer no more un- 
worthy indignities. Be valiant 
for your royal King, Jesus ; con- 
tend for him : your adversaries 
shall he moth-eaten worms, and 
die as men. Christ and his ho- 
nour now lie on your shoulders, 
let him not fall to the ground. 
Cast your eye upon him wdio is 
quickly coming to decide all the 
controversies in Zion. And re- 
member that the sand in your 
night-glass will run out ; time 
with wings will flee away, eternity 
is hard upon you ; and what will 
Christ’s love-smiles, and the light 
of his lovely and soul-delighting 
countenance he to you in that 
day, when God shall take up in 
his right hand this little lodge of 
heaven, (like as a shepherd lift- 
eth up his little tent,) and fold 
together the two leaves of hi< 
tent, and put the earth and all 
the plenishing of it into a fire, 
and turn this clav-idol, the god 
of Adam’s sons, into smoke and 
white ashes! Oh. what hire, 
and how many worlds would ma- 
ny then give to have a favourable 
decreet of the Judge ? or what 
moneys would they not give, to 
buy a mountain, to he a grave 
above both soul and body, to hide 
them from the awesome looks of 
an angry Lord and Judge? I 
hope that your Lordship thinketh 
upon this, and that ye mind loy- 
alty to Christ, and to the King 
both. 

Now the very God of peace, — 
the only wise God, — establish and 
strengthen you upon the Rock 


laid in Zion. Your Lordship’s^ 
at all obedience in Christ, S. R* 
Aberdeen, Jan. 4, 1638. 


LETTER CCLXXXIV. 

TO THE HONOURABLE, RF.VFREND, 
AND WELL-BELOVED PROFESS- 
ORS OF CHRIST AND HIS,, TRUTH 
IN SINCERITY, IN IRELAND. 

Dearly Beloved in our Lord, 
and Partakers of the heavenly 
calling, 

Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
vou, from God our Father, and 
from our Lord Jesus Christ. 

I always, but most of all now 
in mv bonds, (most sweet bonds 
for Christ my Lord,) rejoice to 
hear of your faith and love, and 
to hear that our King, our Well- 
beloved, our Bridegroom, with- 
out tiring, stayeth still to woo 
you, as his wife ; and that perse- 
cutions, and mockings of sinners 
have not chased away the Wooer 
from the house. 

I persuade you in the Lord, 
that the men of God, now scat- 
tered and driven from you, put 
you upon the right scent and pur- 
-mit of Christ : and, my salvation 
on it, (if ten heavens were mine,) if 
this way, this way that I now suf- 
fer for, .this way that the world 
nieknameth and reproacheth, and 
no other wav, be not the King’s 
gate to Heaven ; and I shall 
never see God’s face, (and, alas, 
I were a beguiled wretch if it 
were so !) if this he not the only 
saving way to Heaven. Oh, that 
you would lake the word of a 
prisoner of Christ for it, nay I 
know you have the greatest King’s 
word for it, that it shall not be 
y>ur wisdom to speer out another 
Christ, or another way of wor- 
shipping him, than is now saving- 
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Jy revealed to you. Therefore, 
though I never saw your faces, 
let me be pardoned to write to 
you, ye honorable persons, ye 
faithful pastors yet amongst the 
flocks, and ye sincere professors 
of Christ's truth, or any weak, 
tired strayers, who cast but half 
an e^e after the Bridegroom, if 
possibly I could, by any weak ex- 
perience, confirm and strengthen 
you in this good way, everywhere 
spoken against. I can with the 
greatest assurance, (to the honour 
of our highest, and greatest, and 
dearest Lord, let it be spoken,) 
assert, (though 1 be but a child 
in Christ, and scarce able to walk 
but by a hold, and the meanest, 
and less than the least of saints,) 
that we do not come nigh, by 
twenty degrees, to the due love 
and estimation of that Fairest 
amongst the sons of men. For 
if it were possible that Heaven, 
yea, ten Heavens, were laid in 
the balance with Christ, I would 
think the smell of his breath 
above them all. Sure I am that 
he is the far best half of Heaven : 
yea, he is all Heaven, and more 
than all Heaven ; and my testi- 
mony of him is, that ten lives of 
black sorrow, ten deaths, ten 
hells of pain, ten furnaces of 
brimstone, and all exquisite tor- 
ments, were all too little for 
Christ, if our suffering could be 
a hire to buy him ; and, there- 
fore, faint not in your sufferings 
and hazards for him. I proclaim 
and cry, Hell, sorrow, and shame 
upon all lusts, upon all by-lovers 
that would take Christ’s room 
over his head, in this little inch 
of love, of these narrow souls of 
ours, that is due to sweetest Je- 
sus. O highest, O fairest, O 
dearest Lord Jesus, take thine 
own from all bastard lovers. 
Oh, that we could wadset and 
sell all our part of time’s glory, 


and time’s good things, for a 
lease and tack of Christ for all 
eternity ! Oh, how are we mist- 
ed and mired with the love of 
things that are on this side of 
time, and on this side of death’s 
water ! Where can we find a 
match to Christ, or an equal, or 
a better than he, among created 
things? Oh, this world is out 
:>f all conceit, and all love with 
[>ur Well -beloved 1 Oh, that I 
could sell my laughter, joy, ease, 
and all for him ; and be content 
with a straw bed, and bread by 
u r eight, and water by measure, 
in the camp of our weeping 
Christ ! I know that his sack- 
cloth and ashes are better than 
the fool’s laughter, which is like 
the crackling of thorns under a 
pot. But, alas ! we do not har- 
den our faces against the cold 
north storms which blow upon 
Christ’s fair face. We love well 
ummer religion, and to be that 
which sin has made us, even as 
thin skinned as if we were made 
>f white paper ; and would fain 
be carried to Heaven in a close- 
covered chariot, wishing from 
uir hearts that Christ would give 
us surety, and his hand-write and 
his seal for nothing but a fair 
summer, until we be landed in at 
Heaven’s gates. 

How many of us have been 
here deceived, and have fainted 
in the day of trial ! Amongst 
you there are some of this stamp. 

I shall be sorry if my acquaint- 
ance A. T. hath left you: I will 
not believe that he dare to stay 
from Christ’s side. I desire that 
ye shew him this from me ; for 1 
loved him once in Christ, neither 
can l change my mind suddenly 
>f him. But the truth is, that 
many of you, and too many, also, 
of your neighbour Church of 
Scotland, have been like a ten- 
nant that sitteth mail-free and 
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knoweth not his holding whill his 
rights be questioned. And now 
I am persuaded, that it will be 
asked at every one of us, on what 
terms we brook Christ ; for we 
have sitten long mail-free. We 
found Christ without a wet foot; 
and he, and his Gospel, came 
upon small charges to our doors: 
but now we must wet our feet to 
seek him. Our evil manners, 
and the bad fashions of a people 
at ease, from your youth, and 
like Moab, not casten from vessel 
to vessel, (Jer. xlviii. 11,) have 
made us, like standing waters, to 
gather a foul scum, and when we 
are jumbled our dregs come up, 
and are seen. Many take but 
half a grip of Christ, and the 
wind bloweth them and Christ 
asunder. Indeed, when the mast 
is broken and blown into the sea, 
it is an art then to swim upon 
Christ to dry land. It is even 
possible that the children of God, 
in a hard trial, lay themselves 
down as hidden in the lee side of 
a bush whill Christ their Master 
be taken, as Peter did ; and lurk 
there, whill the storm be over- 
past. All of us know the way to 
a whole skin ; and the singles! 
heart that is, hath a by-purse 
that will contain the denial of 
Christ, and a fearful backsliding. 
Oh, how rare a thing it is to be 
loyal and honest to Christ, when 
he hath a controversy with the 
shields of the earth ! 1 wish all 

of you would consider, that this 
trial is from Christ, it is come upon 
you unbought ; (indeed when we 
buy a temptation with our own 
money, no marvel that we be not 
easily free of it, and that God be 
not at our elbow to take it off 
our hand ;) this is Christ’s ordi- 
nary house-fire that he inaketh 
use of, to try all the vessels 
of his house withal. And Christ 
now is about to bring his trea- 


sure out before sun and moon, 
and to tell his money, and in the 
telling to try what weight of gold, 
and what weight of watered cop- 
per is in his house. Do not now 
jouk, or bow, or yield to your 
adversaries in a hair-breadth. 
Christ and his truth will not di- 
vide ; and his truth hath iy?t la- 
titude and breadth, that ye may 
take some of it, and leave other 
some of it. Nay, the Gospel is 
like a small hair, that hath no 
breadth, and will not cleave in 
two. It is not possible to twist 
and compound a matter betwixt 
Christ and Antichrist ; and, there- 
1 fore, ye must either be for Christ, 
or ye must be against him. It 
was but man’s wit, and the wit 
of prelates and their godfather, 
the Pope, (that man without law,) 
to put Christ and his preroga- 
tives royal, and his truth, or the 
smallest nail-breadth of his latter- 
will, in the new Calender of In- 
differencies ; and to make a blank 
of uninked paper in Christ’s tes- 
tament, that men may fill up ; 
and to shuffle the truth, and mat- 
ters which they call indifferent, 
through other; and spin both to- 
gether, that Antichrist’s wares 
may sell the better. This is but 
the device and forged dream of 
men, whose consciences are made 
of stoutness, and have a throat, 
that a graven image, greater than 
I he bounds of the Kirk door, 
would get free passage into. I 
am sure that when Christ shall 
bring us all out in our blacks 
and whites, at that day, when he 
shall cry down time, and the 
world, and when the glory of it 
shall lie in white ashes, like a 
May-flower cut down, and which 
hath lost the blossom, there shall 
be few, yea none, that dare make 
any point which toucheth the 
worship and honour of our King 
and Lawgiver, to be indifferent. 
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Oh, that this misled and blind- 
folded world would see that Christ 
doth not rise and fall, stand 
or lie by men’s apprehensions ! 
What is Christ the lighter, that 
men do with him, by open pro- 
clamation, as men do with clip- 
ped and light money ? They are 
now prying down Christ some 
grain-weights, and some pounds 
or shyiings ; and they will have 
him lie for a penny or a pound, 
for one or for a hundred, accord- 
ing as the wind bloweth from the 
east or from the west : but the 
Lord hath weighed him, and ba- 
lanced him already ; “ This is 
my beloved Son, in whom I am 
well pleased ; hear ye him his 
worth and his weight stand still 
It is our part to cry, “Up, up 
with Christ, and down, down 
with all created glory before 
him.” Oh, that I could height- 
en him, and highten his name, 
and heighten his throne ! I 
know, and am persuaded, that 
Christ shall again be high and 
great in this poor, withered, and 
sun-burnt Kirk of Scotland ; and 
that the sparks of our fire shall 
fly over sea, and round about, 
to warm you and other sister 
churches ; and that this taber- 
nacle of David’s house, that is 
fallen, even the Son of David’s 
waste places shalt be built again. 
And I know the prison, crosses, 
persecutions, and trials of the 
two slain witnesses, that are now 
dead and buried, (Rev. xi,) and 
of the faithful professors that 
have a back-door and back-entry 
of escape ; and that death and 
Hell, and the world, and tor- 
tures, shall all cleave and split in 
twain, and give us free passage 
and liberty to go through toll- 
free : and we shall bring all 
God’s good metal out of the fur- 
nace again, and leave behind us 
but our dross and our scum ; we 


may then before-hand proclaim 
Christ to be victorious. He is 
crowned King in Mount Zion : 
God did put the crown upon his 
head, (Psal. ii,) and who dare 
take it off again ? Out of ques- 
tion, he hath sore and grievous 
quarrels against his Church: and, 
therefore, he is called, (Isa. xxxi. 
9,) “ He whose fire is in Zion, 
and whose furnace is in Jerusa- 
lem.” But when he hath per- 
formed his work on Mount Zion, 
all Zion’s haters shall be as the 
hungry and thirsty man, that 
dreameth he is eating and drink- 
ing, and behold when he awakcn- 
eth, he is faint, and his soul 
empty. And this advantage we 
have also, that he will not bring 
before sun and moon all the in- 
firmities of his wife ; it is the 
modesty of marriage-anger or 
husband-wrath, that our sweet 
Lord Jesus will not come with 
chiding to the streets, to let all 
|*t ho world hear what is betwixt 
him and us : his sweet glooms 
stay under roof, and that because 
he is God. 

Two special things ye are to 
mind: 1. Try and make sure 
your profession ; that ye carry 
not empty lamps. Alas ! securi- 
ty, security is the bane and the 
wrack of the most part of the 
world. Oh, how many profes- 
sors go with a golden lustre, and 
are gold-like before men, (who 
are but witnesses to our white 
skin,) and yet are but bastard and 
base metal ! Consider how fair 
before the wind some do ply with 
up-sails and white, even to the 
nick of illumination, (Heb. vi. 4, 
5,) “ And tasting of the heavenly 
[jift ; and a share and part of the 
Holy Ghost ; and the tasting of 
the good word of God, and the 
powers of the world to come 
and yet this is but a false nick of 
renovation, and, in a short time, 
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such are quickly broken upon the aims, purposes, thoughts, and de- 


rocks, and never fetch the har- 
bour, hut are sanded in the bot- 
tom of Hell. Oh, make }mur 
haven sure, and try how ye come 
by conversion ; that it be not 
stolen goods, in a white and well- 
lustred profession ! A white 
skin over old wounds maketh an 
under-coating conscience ; false 
under-water, not seen, is danger- 
ous, and that is a leek and rift in 
the bottom of an enlightened con- 
science, often falling, and sinning 
against light. Wo, wo is me 
that the holy profession of Christ 
is made a stage garment by many, 
to bring home a vain fame ; and 
Christ is made to serve men’s 
ends ; this is, as it were, to stop 
an oven with a k.ng s rubes. 

Know — 2. Except men martyr 
and slay the body of sin in sanc- 
tified self-denial, they shall never 
be Christ's martyrs, and faithful 
witnesses. Oh, if 1 could be 
master of that house-idol, myself, 
my own, mine, my own will, wit. 
credit, and ease, bow blessed wore 
I ! Oh, but we have need to be 
redeemed from ourselves, rather 
than from the Devil and the 
world I Learn to put out your- 
selves, and to put in Christ for 
yourselves ; it would make a 
sweet bartering and Differing, and 
give old for new, if l could shuf- 
fle out self, and substitute Christ 
my Lord, in place of myself ; to 
say, “ Not 1, but Christ; not 
my will, but Christ’s ; not m\ 
ease, not my lust, not my feck- 
less credit, but Christ, Christ.” 
But, alas ! in leaving ourselves, 
in setting Christ before our idol, 
self, we have yet a glaiked hack- 
look to our old idol. O wretched 
idol, myself! when shall I see 
thee wholly decourted, and Christ 
wholly put in thy room ? Oh, if 
Christ, Christ had the full place 
and room of myself 1 that all my 


sires would coast and land upon 
Christ, and not upon myself! and, 
howheit we cannot attain to this 
denial of me and mine, that we 
can say, “ I am not myself, my- 
self is not myself, mine own is 
no longer mine own,” yet our 
aiming at this in all we d<* shall 
be accepted : for, alas ! I think 
1 shall die, hut minting aqd aim- 
ing to he a Christian. Is it not 
our comfort, that Christ, the 
Mediator of the New 7 Covenant, 
is come betwixt us and God in 
the business, so that green and 
young heirs, the like of sinners, 
have now a Tutor that is God ? 
— And now, God he thanked, 
our salvation is bottomed on 
Christ; sure I am, the bottom 
shall never fall out of Heaven and 
happiness to us ; 1 would give 

over thebargain a thousand times, 
w'ere it not that Christ’s free 
grace hath taken our salvation in 
land. 

Pray, pray and contend with 
the Lord, for your Sister-church; 
for it would appear that the 
Lord is about to speer for his 
scattered sheep, in the dark and 
cloudy day. Oh, that it would 
,)lease our Lord to set up again 
David’s old wasted and fallen ta- 
bernacle in Scotland, that we 
night see the glory of the Second 
Temple in this Land. Oh, that 
my little heaven vveie wadset, to 
redeem the honour of my Lord 
Jesus among the Jews and Gen- 
tiles. Let never dew lie upon my 
branches, and let my poor flower 
wither at the root, so that Christ 
were enthroned, and his glory 
advanced in all the world, and 
■specially in these Three King- 
doms. But I know that he hath 
no need of me ; what can I add 
to him ? but, oh, that he would 
;ause his high and pure glory to 
run through such a foul channel 
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as I am! and, howbeit he bath 
caused the blossom to fall off my 
one poor joy, that was on this 
side of Heaven, even my liberty 
to preach Christ to his people, 
yet I am dead to that now, so 
that he would hew and carve 
glory, glory for evermore, to mv 
royal t King, out of my silence and 
sufferings. Oh, that I had my 
fill of # his love; but I know ill 
manners make an unco and strange 
Bridegroom. 

I entreat you earnestly for the 
aid of your prayers, for I forget 
not you ; and I salute, with my 
soul in Christ, the faithful pas- 
tors, and honourable and worthy 
professors in that Land. Now 
the God of peace, that brought 
again our Lord Jesus from the 
dead, the great Shepherd of the 
sheep, by the blood of the Ever- 
lasting Covenant, make you per 
feet in every good work, to do 
his will ; working in you that 
which is well-pleasing in his sight. 
Grace, grace be with you. Yours 
in his sweetest Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, Feb. 4, 1638. 
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TO ROBERT GORDON, OF RNOCK- 
BREX. 

My very Dear Brother, — 
Grace, mercy, and peace be unt< 

you I thought to have answered 

your two letters on this occasion, 
though I cannot say all that 1 
would. Your timous word, “not 
to delight in the cross, hut in Him 
who sweeteneth it,” came to im 
in due time. 1 find the consola- 
tions and off-fallings that follow 
the cross of Christ so sweet, that 
1 almost forget myself. My de- 
sire and purpose is, when Christ V 
honeycombs drop, neither to re- 


fuse to receive and feed upon his 
omforts, nor yet to make joy my 
bastard-god, or my new-found 
heaven. But what shall I say? 
Christ very often, in his sweet 
comforts, cometh unsent for, and 
t were a sin to close the door 
upon him ; it is not unlawful to 
ove and delight in Christ’sapples, 
when I am not dotingly wooing, 
nor eagerly begging kisses ; but 
when they come clean from the 
timber, (like kindness itself, that 
cometh of its own accord,) then 
I cannot hut laugh upon Him who 
laugheth upon me. If joy and 
comforts come single and alone, 
without Christ himself, I think 
I w r ould send them hack again 
the gate they came, and not make 
them welcome ; hut, when the 
King’s train cometh, and the King 
in the midst of the company, oh 
how I am overjoyed with floods 
of love! I fear not, that too 
great spaits of love wash away the 
growing corn, and loose my plants 
at the roots. Christ doeth no 
skaith where he cometh ; but 
certainly, 1 would wish such spi- 
ritual wisdom, as to love the 
Bridegroom better than his gifts, 
his propines, or drink-money. I 
would he further in upon Christ, 
than at his joys. They hut stand 
in the outer side of Christ; I 
would wish to be in, as a seal 
upon his heart : in, where his 
love and meres lodgeth beside his 
heart. My Weil -beloved hath 
ravished me ; but it is done with 
consent of both parties, and it is 
allowable enough. But, my dear 
Brother, ere I part with this sub- 
ject, 1 must tell you, that ye may 
lift up my King in praises with 
me, Christ hath been keeping 
something these fourteen years 
for me, that 1 have now gotten 
in my heavy days that I am in for 
his name’s sake ; even an opened 
coffer of perfumed comforts, and 
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fresh joys, comingnew, and green ness. Oh, then, Brother, who 
and powerful, from the fairest but Christ! who but Christ! 
fairest face of Christ my Lord Hold your tongue of lovers, where 
Let the sour law, let crosses, le he cometh out. O all flesh, O 
Hell be cried down : love, love dust and ashes, 0 angels, O glo- 
hath shamed me from my old rifled spirits, O all the shields of 
w r ays. Whether I have a race t the world, be silent before him, 
run, or some work to do, I see come hither, and behold our 


not ; but I think Christ seemetl 
to leave Heaven, (to say so,) and 
his court, and comedown tolaugh 
and play, and sport with a daft 
bairn. 

I am not thus plain with many 
I write to ; it is possible I bo 
misconstrueted, and deemed to 
seek a name ; but my Witness 
above knoweth that I seek to have 
a good name raised upon Christ. 
I observe it to be our folly, to 
seek little from Christ, because 
our four-hours may not be our 
supper ; nor our propincs sent 
by the Bridegroom our tocher- 
good ; nor our earnest our prin- 
cipal sum. But I trow that few 
of us know how much may be 
had of Christ for a four-hours, 
and a propine, and an earnest. 
We are like the young heir, who 
knoweth not the whole bounds of 
his own lordship. Certainly, it 
is more than my part to say, “ O 
sweetest Lord Jesus, what, how- 
beit I were split and broken into 
five thousand shreds or bits of 
clay, so being that every shred 
had a heart to love thee, and 
every one a^ many tongues as 
there are in Heaven, to sing 
praises to thee, before men and 
angels for evermore!” There- 
fore, if my sufferings cry good- 
ness, and praise, and honour up- 
on Christ, my stipend is w ell paid. 
Each one knoweth not what a 
life Christ’s love is. Scaur not 
at suffering for Christ; for Christ 
hath a chair, and a cushion, and 
sweetpeacefor asufferer : Christ’s 
trencher from the first mess of 
the high table is for a sinful wit- 


Bridegroom, stand still and- won- 
der for evermore at him ! Why 
cease we to love and wonder, to 
kiss and adore him ? It is a hard 
matter, that days lie betwixt him 
and me, and hold us asunder. 
Oh, how long, how long! Oh, 
how many miles are there to my 
Bridegroom’s dwelling-house ! it 
*s a pain to frist Christ’s love 
my longer. But, it may be, that 
i drunken man lose his feet, and 
niss a step. Ye write to me, 
k hall-binks are slippery.” I do 
not think my dawting world will 
-.till last, and that feasts w ill be 
ny ordinary food : I would have 
mmility, patience, and faith to 
et down both my feet, when I 
“orne to the north side of the cold 
find thorny hill. It is ill my com- 
mon to be sweer to go an errand 
^or Christ, and to take the wind 
upon my face for him. Lord, 

•t me never be a false witness, 
o deny that I saw Christ take 
he pen in his hand, and subscribe 
ny writes. 

My dear Brother, ye complain 
o me that ye cannot hold sight 
f me : but were I a footman, I 
would go at leisure ; but some- 
irnes the King taketh me into bis 
oacb, and draweth me ; and then 
outrun myself: but, alas, I am 
till a forlorn transgressor! Oh, 
tow unthankful ! I will not put 
ou off your sense of darkness ; 
mt let me say this, “ Who gave 
ou proctor-fee, to speak for the 
iw, which can speak for itself, 
letter than ye can do ?” I would 
lot have you to bring your dittay 
n your own bosom with you to 
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Christ. Let the Old Man and 
the New Man be summoned be- 
fore Christ’s white throne, and let 
them be confronted before Christ, 
and let each of them speak for 
themselves. I hope, howbeit the 
New Man complain of his lying 
among pots, which maketh the 
believer look black ; yet he can 
also sfiy, “ I am comely as the 
tents of Kedar.” Ye shall not 
have ifly advice not to bemoan 
your deadness ; but I find by some 
experience, which ye knew before 
I knew Christ, that it suiteth not 
a ransomed man of Christ’s buy- 
ing, to go and plea for the sour 
Law, our old forcasten husband; 
for we are not now under the 
Law, (as a covenant,) but under 
grace. Ye are in no man’s com- 
mon, but Christ’s ! I know that 
he bemoaneth you more than you 
do yourself ; I say this, because 
I am wearied of complaining. I 
thought it had been humility to 
imagine that Christ was angry 
with me, both because of my 
dumb sabbaths, and my hard 
heart : but I feel now nothing 
but aching wounds : my grief, 
whether 1 will or not, swelleth 
upon me ; but let us die in grace’s 
hall-floor, pleading before Christ. 
I deny nothing that the Mediator 
will challenge me of ; but I turn 
it all back upon himself. Let 
him look his own old accounts, if 
he be angry, for he will get no 
more of me. When Christ saith, 
u I want repentance,” I meet him 
with this, “ True Lord; but thou 
art made a King and a Prince to 
give me repentance,” (Acts v. 
31.) When Christ bindeth a 
challenge upon us, we must bind 
a promise back upon him. Be 
wo and lay yourself in the dust 
before God, (which is suitable ;) 
but withal let Christ take the 
payment in his own hand, and 
pay himself off the first end of his 


own merits, else he will come be- 
hind for any thing that we can 
do. I am every way in your case, 
as hard-hearted and dead as any 
man ; but yet I speak to Christ 
through my sleep. Let us then 
proclaim a free market for Christ, 
and swear ourselves bare, and 
cry on him, to come without mo- 
ney and buy us, and take us home 
to our Ransom-payer’s fire-side, 
and let us be Christ’s frce-board- 
ers : because we dow not pay the 
old, we may not refuse to take on 
Christ’s new debt of mercy • let 
us do our best, Christ will still 
be behind with us, and many 
terms will run together. For my 
part, let me stand for evermore 
in his book, as a forlorn dyvour. 
I must desire to be thus far in 
his common of new, as to kiss his 
feet: I know not how to win to a 
heartsome fill and feast of Christ’s 
love ; for I dow neither buy, nor 
beg, nor borrow, and yet 1 can- 
not want it — I dow not want it. 
Oh, if I could praise him! yea, 
I would rest content with a heart 
submissive and dying of love for 
him ; and, howbeit I never win 
personally in at Heaven’s gates, 
oh, would to God ! I could send 
in my praises to my incomparable 
Well-beloved, or cast my love- 
songs of that matchless Lord, 
Jesus, over the walls, that they 
might light in his lap, before men 
and angels ! 

Now, grace, grace be with you. 
Remember my love to your wife 
and daughter, and brother John. 

Yours, in his sweet Lord Je- 
sus, S. R. 

Aberdeen, June 11, 1638. 
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LETTER CCLXXXVI. 

TO THE PARISHIONERS OF KIL- 
MALCOLM. 

Worthy, and Well -beloved in 
Christ Jesus our Lord, — Grace, 

mercy, and peace he to you 

Your letters could not come to 
my hand in a greater throng of 
business than I am now pressed 
with at this time, when our Kirk 
requireth the public help of us 
all ; yet I cannot but answer the 
heads of both your letters, with 
provision that ye choose, after 
this, a titter time for writincr. 1. 
I would not have you to pitch up- 
on me, as the man able by letters 
to answer doubts of this kind, 
while there are in your bounds 
men of such great parts, most able 
for this work. I know that the best 
are unable ; yet it pleaseth that 
Spirit of Jesus, to blow his sweet 
wind through a piece of dry stick, 
that the empty reed may keep no 
glory to itself; but a minister 
can make no such wind as this to 
blow, he is scarce able to lend it 
a passage to blow through him. 
2. Know that the wind of this 
Spirit hath a time, when it blow- 
eth sharp, and pieroeth so strong- 
ly, that it would blow through 
an iron door ; and this is com- 
monly rather under suffering for 
Christ, than at any other time. 
Sick children get of Christ’s plea- 
sant things, to play them withal, 
because Jesus is most tender of 
the sufferer, for he was a sufferer 
himself. Oh, if 1 had but the 
leavings and the drawing of the 
by-board of a sufferer’s table ! 
But I leave this to answer yours. 

I. Ye write, That God’s vows 
are lying on you ; and security, 
strong, and sib to nature, steal- 
ing on you who are weak. I 
answer, — 1 . Till we be in Hea- 


ven, the best have heavy heads, 
as is evident, (Cant. v. 1 ; Psal. 
xxx. 6; Job xxix. 18; Matth. 
xxvi. 33.) Nature is a sluggard, 
and loveth not the labour of re- 
ligion; therefore, rest should not 
be taken, till we know that the 
disease is over, and in the way of 
turning, and that it is r like a 
fever past the cool : and the 
quietness and the calms of the 
faith of victory over corruption, 
should be entertained in the place 
of security ; so that if I sleep, I 
should desire to sleep faith’s sleep 
in Christ’s bosom. 2. Know 
also, that none who sleep sound 
can seriously complain of sleepi- 
ness. Sorrow for a slumbering 
soul, is a token of some watch- 
fulness of spirit ; but this is soon 
turned into wantonness, as grace 
in us too often is abused ; there- 
fore, our waking must be watched 
over, else sleep will even grow 
out of watching ; and there is as 
much need to watch over grace, 
as to watch over sin : full men 
will soon sleep, and sooner than 
hungry men. 3. For your weak- 
ness to keep off security, that 
like a thief stealeth upon you, I 
would say two things: — L. To 
want complaints of weakness, is 
for Heaven, and angels that never 
sinned, not for Christians in 
Christ’s camp on earth. I think 
that our weakness maketh us the 
Church of the redeemed ones, 
and Christ’s field that the Me- 
diator should labour in. If there 
were no diseases on earth, there 
ncedeth no physicians on earth. 
If Christ had cried down weak- 
ness, he might have cried down 
his own calling ; but weakness is 
our Mediator’s world ; sin is 
Christ’s only, only fair and mar- 
ket. No man should rejoice at 
weakness and diseases ; but I 
think that we may have a sort 
of gladness at boils and sores, 
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because, without them, Christ’s 
fingers, as a slain Lord, would 
never have touched our skin. I 
dare not thank myself, but I dare 
thank God’s depth of wise provi- 
dence, that I have an errand in 
me, while I live, for Christ to 
come and visit me, and bring 
with lym his drugs and his bairn. 
Oh, how sweet is it for a sinner 
to put his weakness into Christ’s 
strengthening hand, and to fa- 
ther a sick soul upon such a 
Physician, and to lay weakness 
before him, to weep upon him, 
and to plead and pray ! Weak- 
ness can speak and cry, when we 
have not a tongue ; (Ezek. xvi. 
(1,) “And when I passed by 
thee, and saw thee polluted in 
thine own blood, I said unto 
thee, when thou wast in thy 
blood, Live.” The Kirk could 
not speak one word to Christ 
then : but blood and guiltiness 
out of measure spake, and drew 
out of Christ pity, and a word of 
life and love. 2. As for weak- 
ness, we have it, that we may 
employ Christ’s strength because 
of our weakness. Weakness is 
to make us the strongest things ; 
that is, when having no strength 
of our own, we are carried upon 
Christ’s shoulders, and walk as it 
were upon his legs : if our sinful 
weakness swell up to the clouds, 
Christ’s strength will swell up to 
the sun, and far above the Hea- 
ven of Heavens. 

II. Ye tell me, that there is 
need of counsel for strengthening 
of new beginners. I can say 
little to that, who am not well 
begun myself : but I know that 
honest beginnings are nourished 
by Him, even by lovely Jesus, 
who never yet put out a poor 
man’s dim candle, that is wrest- 
ling betwixt light and darkness. 
1 am sure, that if new begin- 
ners would urge themselves upon 


Christ, and press their souls 
upon him, and importune him 
for a draught of his sweet love, 
they could not come wrong to 
Christ. Come once in upon the 
right nick and step of his lovely 
love, and I defy you to get free 
of him again. If any beginners 
fall off Christ again, and miss 
him, they never lighted upon 
Christ as Christ : it was but an 
idol, like Jesus, which they took 
for him. 

III. Whereas ye complain of 
a dead ministry in your bounds ; 
ye are to remember that the 
Bible among you is the contract 
of marriage ; and the manner 
of Christ’s conveying his love to 
your heart is not so absolutely de- 
pendent upon even lively preach- 
ing, as that there is no conver- 
sion at all, no life of God, but 
that which is tied to a man’s lips: 
— the daughters of Jerusalem 
have done often that which the 
watchmen could not do. Make 
Christ your Minister. He can 
woo a soul at a dyke-side in the 
field: he needeth not us, howbeit 
the flock be obliged to seek him 
in the shepherds’ tents. Hunger 
of Christ’s making may thrive, 
even under stewards who mind 
not the feeding of the flock. 
Oh, blessed soul, that can leap 
over a man, and look above a 
pulpit up to Christ, who can 
preach home to the heart, how- 
beit we were all dead and rotten. 

IV. So to complain of your- 
selves, as to justify God, is right ; 
providing ye justify his Spirit in 
yourselves : for men seldom ad- 
vocate against Satan’s work and 
sin in themselves, but against 
God’s work in themselves. Some 
of the people of God slander 
God’s grace in their souls, as 
some wretches use to do, who 
complain and murmur of want. 

I have nothing,” say they ; “ all 
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is gone, the ground yieldeth but 
weeds and windlestraws ; whenas 
their fat harvest, and their money 
in bank maketh them liars. But 
for myself, alas ! I think it is 
not my sin ; I have scarce wit to 
sin this sin ; but I advise you to 
speak good of Christ for his 
beauty and sweetness, and speak 
good of him for his grace to 
yourselves. 

V. Light remaineth, ye say, 
but ye cannot attain to painful- 
ness. See if this complaint be 
not booked in the New Testa- 
ment ; and the place, (Rom. viii. 
18,) is like this: “ To will is 
present with me, but how to per- 
form that which is good I know 
not.” But every one hath not 
Paul’s spirit in complaining : for 
often in us complaining is but an 
humble backbiting and traducing 
of Christ’s new work in the soul. 
But for the matter of the com- 
plaint, I would say, that the light 
of glory is perfectly obeyed in 
loving, and praising, and rejoic- 
ing, and resting in a seen and 
known Lord ; but that light is 
not hereaway in any clay body ; 
for while we are here, light is in 
the most part broader and longer 
than our narrow and feckless 
obedience ; but if there be light, 
with a fair train and a great back, 
I mean, armies of challenging 
thoughts, and sorrow for coming 
short of performance in what we 
know and see ought to be per- 
formed, then that sorrow for not 
doing is accepted of our Lord 
for doing. Our honest sorrow 
and sincere aims, together with 
Christ’s intercession, pleading 
that God would welcome that 
which we have, and forgive what 
we have not, must he our life, 
till we be over the bound-road, 
and in the other country, where 
the Law will get a perfect soul. 

VI. In Christ’s absence, there 


is, as ye write, a willingness to 
use means, but heaviness after 
the use of them, because of the 
formal and slight performance. 
In Christ’s absence, I confess, 
the work lieth behind ; but if ye 
mean absence of comfort, and 
absence of sense of his sweet pre- 
sence, I think that absence is 
Christ’s trying of us, not simply 
our sin against him ; therefore, 
howbeit our obedience be not 
sugared and sweetened with joy, 
(which is the sweetmeat bairns 
would still be at,) yet the less 
sense, and the more willingness 
in obeying, the less formality in 
our obedience, howbeit we think 
not so ; for I believe that many 
think obedience formal and life- 
less, except the wind be fair in 
the west, and sails filled with joy 
and sense, till souls, like a ship 
fair before the wind, can spread no 
more sail : but I am not of their 
mind, who think so. But if ye 
mean, by absence of Christ, the 
withdrawing of his working grace, 
I see not how willingness to use 
means can he at all under such 
an absence : therefore, be hum- 
bled for heaviness in that obedi- 
ence, and thankful for willing- 
ness ; for the Bridegroom is 
busking his spouse oftentimes, 
while she is half sleeping ; and 
your Lord is working and help- 
ing more than ye see. Also, 1 
recommend to you heaviness for 
formality, and for lifeless dead- 
ness in obedience. Be casten 
down, as much as ye will or can, 
for deadness ; and challenge that 
slow and dull carcase of sin, that 
will neither lead nor drive, in 
your spiritual obedience. Oh, 
how sweet to lovely Jesus are 
bills and grievances, given in 
against corruption and the body 
of sin ! I would have Christ, in 
such a case, fashed, (if I may 
speak so,) and deaved with our 
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cries, as ye see the Apostle doeth, 
(Rom. vii. 24,) “ Oh, wretched 
man that I am, who shall deliver 
me from the body of this death ?” 
Protestations against the law of 
sin in you, are law-grounds why 
sin can have no law against you 
Seek to have your protestation 
discusjed and judged, and then 
shall ye find Christ on your side 
of it. 

VII. * Ye hold, that Christ 
must either have hearty service, 
or no service at all. If ye mean 
that he will not half a heart, or 
have feigned service, such as the 
hypocrites give him, I grant you 
that, — Christ must have honesty 
or nothing, — but if ye mean, he 
will have no service at all, w'here 
the heart draweth back in any 
measure, I would not that were 
true, for my part of Heaven, and 
all that 1 am worth in the world. 
If ye mind to walk to Heaven, 
without a cramp or a crook, I 
fear that ye must go your lone. 
He knoweth our dross and de- 
fects ; and sweet Jesus pitieth 
us, when weakness and deadness 
in our obedience is our cross, 
and not our darling. 

VIII. The Liar, as ye write, 
challengeth the work as formal ; 
yet ye bless your Cautioner for 
the ground-work he hath laid, 
and dare not say but ye have as- 
surance in some measure. To 
this I say; — 1. It shall be no 
fault to save Satan’s labour, and 
challenge it yourselves, or at 
least examine and censure ; but 
beware of Satan’s ends in chal- 
lenging, for he mindeth to put 
Christ and you at odds. 2. 
Welcome home faith in Jesus, 
who washeth still, when we have 
defiled our souls, and made our- 
selves loathsome, and seek still 
the blood of atonement for faults 
little or meikle. Know the gate 
to the well, and lie about it. 3. 


Make meikle of assurance, for it 
keepelh your anchor fixed. 

IX. Out-breakings, ye say, 
discourage you, so that ye know 
not, if ever ye shall win again to 
such overjoying consolations of 
he Spirit in this life, as formerly 
ye had; and, therefore, a ques- 
ion may be, If, after assurance 
ind mortification, the children of 
God be ordinarily fed with sense 
and joy? I answer, I see no in- 
convenience to think it is enough, 
in a race, to see the gold at the 
starting-place, howbeit the run- 
ners never get a view of it, till 
they come to the rink’s end ; and 
that our wise Lord thinketh it 
fittest that we should not always 
be fingering and playing with 
Christ’s apples. Our Well-be- 
loved, I know, will sport and 
play with his bride, as much as 
he thinketh will allure her to the 
rink’s end. Yet I judge it not 
unlawful to seek renewed conso- 
lations, providing — 1 . The heart 
be, submissive, and content to 
leave the measure and timing of 
them to him. 2. Providing they 
be sought, to excite us to praise, 
and strengthen our assurance, 
and sharpen our desires after 
himself. 3. Let them be sought, 
not for our humours or swelling 
of nature, but as the earnest of 
Heaven ; and I think many do 
attain to greater consolations 
after mortification, than ever they 
had formerly. But I know that 
our Lord walketh still by a so- 
vereign latitude, and keepeth not 
the same way, as to one hair- 
breadth, without a miss, toward 
all his children. As for the 
Lord’s people with you, I am not 
the man fit to speak to them. I 
rejoice exceedingly, that Christ 
is^engaging souls amongst you; 
but I know that in conversion all 
the winning is in the first buying, 
as we use to say ; for many lay 
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false and bastard foundations, 
and take up conversion at thei 
foot, and get Christ for as goo< 
as half-nothing, and had never a 
sick night for sin ; and thi 
maketh loose work. I pray you 
to dig deep. Christ’s palace 
work, and his new dwelling, lai< 
upon Hell felt and feared, i 
most firm : and Heaven, ground 
ed and laid upon such a hell, i 
surest work, and will not wash 
away with winter storms. I 
were good that professors wert 
not like young heirs, that com 
to their rich estate long ere they 
come to their wit ; and so is seen 
• on it ; the tavern, and the cards 
and the harlots steal their ridges 
from them, ere ever they be 
aware what they are doing. 1 
know that a Christ bought with 
strokes is sweetest. 4. 1 recom- 
mend to you conference and 
prayer at private meetings ; for 
warrant whereof, see Isa. ii. 3 ; 
Jer. 1. 4, 5 ; Hos. ii. 1,2; Zech. 
viii. 20, 21 , 22, 23 ; Mai. iii. 1 
Luke xxiv. 13, 14, 15, 16, 17 ; 
John xx. 19; Actsxii. 12; Col. 
iii. 16, and iv. 6 ; Ephes. iv. 
29 ; 1 Pet. iv. 10 ; 1 Thes. v. 
14 ; Hcb. iii. 13, and x. 25. 
Many coals make a good fire, and 
that is a part of the communion 
of saints. 

I must entreat you, and your 
Christian acquaintance in the 
Parish, to remember me to God 
in your prayers, and my flock and 
ministry, and my transportation 
and removal from this place, 
which I fear at this Assembly ; 
and be earnest with God for our 
Mother-kirk. For want of time, 

I have put you all in one letter. 
The rich grace of our Lord Jesus 
Christ be with you all. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Anwotb, Aug. 5, 1639. 
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TO THE VISCOUNTESS OF K.EN- 
MDRE. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 

peace be to you 1 know thafrye 

are near many comforter^?, and 
that the promised Comforter is 
near-hand also ; yet, because I 
found your Ladyship comfortable 
to myself, in my sad days, which 
are not yet over my head, it is 
my part, and more in many res- 
pects, (howbeit 1 can do little, 
God know'eth, in that kind,) to 
speak to you in your wilderness 
lot. 

I know, dear, and noble Lady, 
that this loss of your dear child 
:ame upon you, one piece and 
part of it after another ; and that 
ye were looking for it, and that 
now the Almighty hath brought 
on you that which ye feared : and 
that your Lord gave you lawful 
warning : and I hope that for His 
sake who brewed and masked this 
:up in Heaven, ye will gladly 
drink, and salute and welcome 
the cross. I am sure, that it is 
not your Lord’s mind to feed you 
with judgment and wormwood, 
and to give you waters of gall to 
drink, (Ezek. xxxiv. 16 ; Jer. ix. 
15.) I know that your cup is 
ugared w r ith mercy ; and that 
he withering of the bloom, the 
flower, even the white and red of 
)f worldly joys, is for no other 
rnd, than to buy out at the ground 
he reversion of your heart and 
ove. Madam, subscribe to the 
Almighty’s will ; put your hand 

0 the pen, and let the cross of 
our Lord Jesus have your sub- 
nissive and resolute Amen. If 
e ask and try whose this cross 

1 ? I dare say that it is not all 
our own, the best half of it is 
Jhrist’s : then your cross is no 
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born-bastard, but lawfully begot- 
ten, it sprang not out of the dust, 
(Job v. 6.) If Christ and ye be 
halvers of this suffering, and he 
say, 44 Half mine,” what should 
ail you ? And I am here right 
upon the style of the word of 
God, (Phil. iii. 10,) u The fel- 
lowship of Christ’s sufferings,” 
(Col. l. 24,) 11 The remnant of 
the afflictionsof Christ,” (Heb. ix. 
26,) 44 The reproach of Christ.” 
It were but to shift the comforts 
of God, to say, 44 Christ had ne- 
ver such a cross as mine ; he had 
never a dead child, and so this is 
not his cross, neither can he in 
that meaning be the owner of 
this cross but I hope, that 
Christ, when he married you, 
married you and all the crosses 
and wo hearts that follow you : 
and the word maketh no excep- 
tion. (Isa. lxiii. 9,) 44 In all 
their afflictions he w r as afflicted.” 
Then Christ bore the first stroke 
of this cross ; it rebounded off 
him upon you, and ye get it at 
the second hand, and ye and he 
are halvers in it. And 1 shall 
believe, for my part, that he 
mindeth to distill heaven out of 
this loss, and all others the like ; 
for wisdom devised it, and love 
laid it on, and Christ owneth it 
as his own, and putteth your 
shoulder only beneath a piece of 
it. Take it with joy, as no bas- 
tard cross, but as a visitation of 
God well-born ; and spend th< 
rest of your appointed time, till 
your change come, in the work 
of believing ; and let faith, that 
never yet made a lie to you, speak 
for God’s part of it, “ He will 
not, he doth not make you a sea 
or a whale-fish, that he keepetl 
you in ward,” (Job vii. 12.) It 
may be, that ye think not many 
of the children of God in such a 
hard case as yourself ; but what 
would ye think of some, who 


would exchange afflictions, and 
give you to the boot ? but I know 
hat yours must be your own 
alone, and Christ's together. 

I confess it seemed strange to 
me, that your Lord should have 
done that which seemed to ding 
out the bottom of your comforts 
worldly ; but we see not the 
;round of the Almighty’s sove- 
reignty ; 44 he goeth by on our 
right hand, and on our left hand, 
tnd we see him not.” We see 
but pieces of the broken links of 
the chains of his providence, and 
he coggeth the wheels of his own 
providence, that we see not. Oh, 
let the Former work his own 
clay into what frame he pleaseth ! 
“ Shall any teach the Almighty 
knowledge ?” If he pursue dry 
stubble, who dare say, 44 What 
doest thou?” Uo not wonder to 
see the Judge of the world weave 
into one web, your mercies and 
the judgments of the House of 
Kenmure. He can make one 
web of contraries. 

But my weak advice, with re- 
verence and correction, were for 
you, dear, and worthy Lady, to 
see how far mortification goeth 
on, and what scum the Lord’s fire 
casteth out of you. I know, that 
ye see your knottiness, since our 
Lord whiteth, and heweth, and 
plaineth you ; and the glancing 
of the furnace is to let you see 
what scum or refuse ye must 
want, and what froth is in nature, 
that must be boiled out, and taken 
off in the fire of your trials. I 
do not say, that heavier afflictions 
prophesy heavier guiltiness ; a 
cross is often but a false prophet 
in this kind: but I am sure that 
our Lord would have the tin, 
and the bastard metal in you re- 
moved ; lest the Lord say, 44 The 
bellows are burnt, the lead is 
consumed in the fire, the Found- 
er melteth in vain,” (Jer. vi. 29.) 
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And I shall hope, that grief 
will not so far smother your light, 
as not to practise this so necessary 
a duty, to concur with him in this 
blessed design. I would gladly 
plead for the Comforter’s part of 
it, not against you, Madam, (for 
I am sure ye are not his party,) 
but against your grief, which will 
have its own violent incursions in 
your soul : and I think it be not 
in your power to help it. But I 
must say, there are comforts al- 
lowed upon you ; and, therefore, 
want them not. When we have 
gotten a running-over soul with 
joy now, that joy will never be 
missed out of the Infinite Ocean 
of delight, w-hich is not diminished 
by drinking at it, or drawing out 
of it. It is a Christian art, to 
comfort yourself in the Lord ; to 
say, “ I was obliged to render 
back again this child to the Giv- 
er: and if I have had four years’ 
loan of him, and Christ eternity’s 
possession of him, the Lord hath 
kept condition with me : if my 
Lord would not have him and 
me to tryste both in one hour at 
death’s door-threshold together, 
it is his wisdom so to do, 1 am 
satisfied : my tryste is suspended, 
not broken off, nor given up.” 
Madam, I would that I could di- 
vide sorrow with you, for your 
ease ; but I am but a beholder, it 
is easy to me to speak ; the God 
of comfort speak to you, and al- 
lure with his feasts of love. My 
removal from my flock, is so hea- 
vy to me, that it maketh my life 
a burden to me ; I had never such 
a longing for death. The Lord 
help and hold up sad clay. 

I fear that ye sin in drawing 
Mr. William Dalgleish from this 
country, where the labourers are 
few, and the harvest great. 

Madam, desire my Lord Ar- 
gyll to see for provision to a pas- 
tor for his poor people. Grace 


i with you. Your Ladyship’s, 
all obedience in Christ. 

S. R. 

Kirkcudbright, Oct. 1, 1639. 


LETTER CCLXXXVIII. 

TO THE PERSECUTED CHURCH IN 
IRELAND. 

Much Honoured, Rev., and 
dearly Beloved in our Lord, — 
Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you all. — I know that there are 
many in this Nation more able 
than I to speak to the sufferers for, 
and witnesses of Jesus Christ ; 
yet pardon me to speak a little to 
you who are called in question 
for the Gospel once committed 
to you. 

1 hope that ye are not igno- 
rant, that as peace was left to 
you in Christ’s testament, so tho 
other half of the testament was 
a legacy of Christ’s sufferings, 
(John xvi. 33,) “ These things 
have I spoken, that in me ye 
might have peace ; in the world 
ye shall have trouble.” Because, 
then, ye are made assigns and 
heirs to a life-rent of Christ’s 
cross, think that fiery trial no 
strange thing : for the Lord 
Jesus shall be no loser by purging 
the dross and tin out of his 
Church in Ireland : — his wine- 
press is but squeezing out the 
dregs, the scum, the froth, and 
refuse of that Church. I had 
once the proof of the sweet 
smell, and the honest and ho- 
norable peace, of that slandered 
thing the cross of our Lord 
Jesus: but though, alas! these 
golden days that then I had, be 
now in a great part gone ; yet I 
dare say, that the issue and out- 
gate of your sufferings shall be 
the advantage, the golden reign 
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and dominion of the Gospel, and silver is at the bank, and the in- 
the high glory of the never- terest goeth on and groweth : 
enough-praised Prince of the and yet I hear, that your task- 
kings of the earth, and the masters do rob and spoil you, 
changing of the brass of the and fine you. Your prisons, my 
Lord’s temple among you into Brethren, have two keys. The 
gold, and the iron into silver, Deputy, prelates and officers keep 
and the wood into brass. Your but the iron keys of the prison, 
officer^ shall yet be peace, and wherein they put you : but He 
your exactors righteousness, (Isa. that hath created the smith, hath 
lx. IT, 18 ;) your old, fallen other keys in Heaven ; there- 
walls shall get a new name, and fore, ye shall not die in the 
the gates of your Jerusalem shall \ prison: — other men’s ploughs are 
get a new style : they shall call labouring for your bread, your 
your walls Salvation, and your enemies arc gathering in your 
gates, Praise. I know that Dc-j rents. He that is kissing his 
puty, prelates, Papists, temporiz- j bride on this side of the sea in 
ing lords, and proud mockers of Scotland, is beating her beyond 
our Lord, crueitiers of Christ for ' the sea in Ireland, and feeding 
his coat, and all your enemies, ! her with the bread of adversity 
have neither fingers nor instru- j and the water of affliction ; and 
ments of war to pick out one | yet he is the same Lord to both, 
stone out of your wall ; for each Alas ! I fear that Scotland 
stone of your wall is 44 Salvation.” be undone and slain with this 
I dare give you my royal and great mercy of reformation, be- 
princely Master’s word for it, cause there is not here that life 
that Ireland shall be a fair bride of religion, answerable to the 
to Jesus, and Christ will build on huge greatness of the work, that 
her a palace of silver, (Cant. viii. dazzleth our eyes. For the Lord 
9.) Therefore, weep not as if i is rejoicing over us in this Land, 
there were no hope ; fear not, put | as the bridegroom rejoiceth over 
on strength, put on your beauti- the bride: and the Lord hath 
ful garments, (Isa. lii. 1 ;) your 'changed the name of Scotland; 
foundation shall besapphires, your i they call us now no more “ For- 
windowsand gates preciousstones, ; saken,” nor 44 Desolate,” but our 
(Isa. liv. 11 , 12.) Look over 'land is called 44 Hephzibah,” and 
the water, and behold and see, j 44 Beulah,” (Isa. lxii. 4,) for the 
who is on the dry-land waiting Lord delighteth in us, and this 
for your landing. Your de- j Land is married to himself. There 
liverance is concluded, subscribed is now an high-way made through 
and sealed in Heaven. Your our Zion, and it is called the 
goods that are taken from you, 44 Way of’ holiness the unclean 
for Christ and his truth’s sake, shall not pass over it : the way- 
are but arrested and laid in faring men, though fools, shall 
pawn, and not taken away. There not err in it: the wilderness 
is much laid up for you in llis doth rejoice and blossom as the 
storehouse whose the earth and rose; 44 The ransomed of the 
the fulness thereof is : your gar- Lord are returned back unto 
ments are spun, and your flocks Zion, with songs and everlasting 
are feeding in the fields, your | joy upon their heads,” (Isa. 
bread is laid up for you, your xxxv. 10 :) the Canaanite is put 
drink is brewn, your gold and out of our Lord’s house: there is 
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not a beast left to do hurt, (at 
least, professedly,) in all the 
Holy Mountain of the Lord. 
Our Lord is fallen to wrestle with 
his enemies, and hath brought us 
out of Egypt ; we have 44 the 
strength of an unicorn,” (Num. 
xxiii. 22.) The Lord hath eaten 
up the sons of Babel ; he hath 
broken their bones, and hath 
pierced them through with his 
arrows ; we take them captives 
whose captives we were, and w e 
rule over our oppressors, (Isa. 
xiv. 2.) It is not brick, nor 
clay, nor Babel’s cursed timber 
and stones, that is in our second 
temple ; but our princely King 
Jesus is building his house all 
palace-work and carved stones : 
— it is the habitation of the Lord. 

We do welcome Ireland and 
England to our Well-beloved. 
We invite you O Daughters of 
Jerusalem, to come down to our 
Lord's garden, and seek our 
Well-beloved with us ; for his 
love will suffice both you and us. 
We do send you love-letters over 
the sea, to request you to come 
and to marry our King, and to 
take part of our bed ; and we 
trust our Lord is fetching a blow 
upon the Beast, and the scarlet- 
coloured Whore, to the end that 
he may bring in his ancient Wi- 
dow-wife, our dear sister, the 
Church of the Jews. Oh, what 
a heavenly heaven were it to see 
them come in by this mean, and 
suck the breasts of their little sis- 
ter, and renew their old love 
with their first Husband, Christ 
our Lord ! They are booked in 
God’s word, as a bride contract- 
ed upon Jesus ! Oh, for a sight, 
in this flesh of mine, of the pro- 
phesied marriage between Christ 
and them ! The kings of Tar- 
shish, and of the Isles must bring 
presents to our Lord Jesus, (Psai. 
Jxxii. 10.) And Britain is one 


of the chiefest isles ; why then 
but we may believe, that our 
kings of this Island shall come 
in, and bring their glory to the 
New Jerusalem, wheiein Christ 
shall dwell in the latter days ? 
It is our part to pray, 44 That the 
kingdoms of the earth may be- 
come Christ’s.” 

Now I exhort you in the Lord 
Jesus, not to be dismayed nor af- 
raid for the two tails of these 
smoking fire-brands, the fierce 
anger of the Deputy with civil 
power, and of the bastard pre- 
lates with the power of the Beast ; 
for they shall be cut off. They 
may well eat you and drink you, 
but they shall be forced to vomit 
you out again alive. If two 
things were firmly believed, suf- 
ferings would have no weight. 
If the fellowship of Christ’s suf- 
ferings were well known, who 
would not gladly take part with 
Jesus ? For Chri&t and we are 
halvers and joint owners of one 
and the same cross : and, there- 
fore, he that knew well what suf- 
ferings were, as he esteemed all 
things but loss for Christ, and 
did judge them but dung, so 
did he also judge of them, that 
he might know the fellowship of 
his sufferings, (Phil. iii. 10.) Oh, 
how sweet a sight is it, to see a 
cross betwixt Christ and us ; to 
hear our Redeemer say, at every 
sigh, and every blow, and every 
loss of a believer, 44 Half mine !” 
So they are called, 44 The suffer- 
ings of Christ,” and, 44 The re- 
proach of Christ,” (Col. i. 24 ; 
Heb. xi. 26.) As when two are 
partners and owners of a ship, 
the half of the gain and half of 
the loss belong to each of the 
two ; so Christ in our sufferings 
is half-gainer and halfdoser with 
us ; yea, the heaviest end of the 
black tree of the cross lieth on 
your Lord : it falleth first upon 
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him, and it but reboundeth off 
him upon you; “ The reproaches 
of them that reproached thee are 
fallen upon me," (Psal. lxix. 9.) 
Your sufferings are your treasure, 
and are greater riches than the 
treasures of Egypt, (Heb. xi. 26.) 
And, if your cross come through 
Christ’s fingers ere it come to 
you, it receiveth a fair lustre from 
him, it getteth a taste and relish 
of the King’s spikenard, and of 
Heaven’s perfume ; and the half 
of the gain, when Christ’s ship- 
ful of gold cometh home, shall he 
yours. It is an augmenting of 
your treasure to be rich in suf- 
ferings, “ to be in labours abun- 
dant, in stripes above measure, 
(2 Cor. xi. 23 ;) and to have the 
sufferings of Christ abounding 
in you, (2 Cor. i. 5,) is a part of 
Heaven’s stock. Your goods are 
not lost which they have plucked 
from you, for your Lord hath 
them in keeping ; they are hut 
arrested and seized upon, he shall 
loose the arrest. Ye shall be 
fed with the heritage of Jacob, 
your father ; for the mouth of 
the Lord hath spoken it, (Isa. 
lviii. 14.) 

Till I shall be on the hall-floor 
of the highest palace, and get a 
draught of glory out of Christ’s 
hand, above and beyond time, and 
beyond death, I shall never (it is 
like) see fairer days, than 1 saw 
under that blessed tree of my 
Lord’s cross. His kisses then 
were king’s kisses. Those kisses 
were sweet and soul-reviving ; 
one of them, at the same time, 
was worth two and a half, (if 1 
may speak so,) of Christ’s week- 
days kisses. Oh, sweet, sweet 
for evermore, to see a rose of 
Heaven growing in as ill ground 
as Hell; and to see Christ’s love, 
his embracements, his dinners 
and suppers of joy, peace, faith 
goodness, long-suffering, and pa- 


ience, growing and springing, 
ike the flowers of God’s garden, 
out of such stony and cursed 
round as the hatred of the pre- 
lates, and the malice of their 
High Commission, and the Anti- 
hrist’s bloody hand and heart ! 
Is not here art and wisdom ? Is 
not here Heaven indented in 
Hell, (if I may say so,) like a jewel 
set with skill in a ring with the 
namel of Christ’s cross ? — the 
ruby and riches of glory, that 
groweth up out of the cross, are 
beyond telling. Now the black- 
>st and hottest wrath and most 
fiery and all -devouring indignation 
" the Judge of men and angels, 
shall come upon them who deny 
our sweet Lord Jesus, and put 
their hand to that oa h of wicked- 
ness now pressed. The Lord’s 
coal at their heart shall burn 
hem up both root and branch. 
The estates of great men that 
have done so, if they do not re- 
pent, shall consume away, and 
the ravens shall dwell in their 
houses, and their glory shall be 
shame. Oh. for the Lord’s sake! 
keep fast by Christ, and fear not 
man that shall die, and wither as 
the grass. The Deputy’s bloom 
shall fall, and the prelates shall 
cast their flower, and the east 
wind of the Lord, of u the Lord 
strong and mighty,” shall blast 
and break them ; therefore, fear 
them not: they are but idols, 
that can neither do evil nor good. 
Walk not in the way of those 
people that slander the footsteps 
of our royal and princely anoint- 
ed King, Jesus, now riding upon 
his white horse in Scotland. Let 
Jehovah be your fear. That de- 
cree of Zion’s deliverance, passed 
and sealed up before the throne, 
is now ripe and shall bring forth 
a child, even the ruin and fall of 
the black kingdom, and the Anti- 
christ’s throne, in these King- 
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doms. The Lord hath begun, 
and he shall make an end. Who 
did ever hear the like of this ? 
Before Scotland travailed, she 
brought forth ; and before her 
pain came, she was delivered of a 
man-child, (Isa. lxvi. 7, 8.) 

And when all is done, suppose 
there were no sweetness in our 
Lord's cross, yet it is sweet for 
his sake, for that lovely One, Je- 
sus Christ ; whose crown and 
royal supremacy is the question 
this day in Great Britain, betwixt 
us and our adversaries — and who 
would not think Him worthy of 
the suffering for ? What is burn- 
ing quick ? what is drinking of 
our own heart’s blood? and what 
is a draught of melted lead for 
his glorv ? Less than a draught 
of cold water to a thirsty man, if 
the right price and due value 
were put on that worthy, wortln 
Prince. Jesus. Oh, who can 
weigh him ! Ten thousand thou- 
sand heavens would not be one 
scale, or the half of the scale of 
the balance to lay him in. Oh, 
black angels, in comparison of 
him ! Oh, dim, and dark, and 
lightless sun, in regard of that 
fair Sun of righteousness! Oh, 
feckless and worthless Heavens 
of heavens, when they stand be- 
side my worthy, and lofty, and 
high and excellent Well-beloved! 
Oh, weak and infirm clay-kings! 
Oh, soft, and feeble mountains of 
brass, and weak created strength, 
in regard of our mighty and 
strong Lord of armies ! Oh, 
foolish wisdom of men and angels, 
when it is laid in the balance 
beside that spotless, substantial 
Wisdom of the Father ! If Hea- 
ven and earth, and ten thousand 
heavens, even round about these 
heavens that now are, were all in 
one paradise, decked with all (he 
roses, flowers, and trees that can 
come forth from the art of the 


Almighty himself ; yet set but 
our one Flower, that groweth out 
of the root of Jesse, beside that 
orchard of pleasure, one look of 
him, one view, one taste, one 
smell of his Godhead, would in- 
finitely exceed and go beyond the 
smell, colour, beauty, and loveli- 
ness of that paradise. Oh, to he 
with child of his love! and to be 
suffocated, (if that could he A with 
the smell of his sweetness, were 
a sweet fill and a lovely pain. 
Oh, worthy, worthy loveliness ! 
Oh, less of the creatures, and 
more of Thee ! Oh, open the 
passage of the Well of love and 
glory on us, dry pits and withered 
trees! Oh, that Jewel and Flow- 
er of Heaven ! If our Beloved 
were not mistaken by us, and un- 
knoun to us, he would have no 
scarcity of wooers and suitors ; 
he would make Heaven and earth 
both see, that they cannot quench 
his love, for his love is a sea: — 
Oh, to he a thousand fathoms 
deep in this sea of love ! He, he 
himself, is more excellent than 
Heaven ; for heaven, as it cometh 
into the souls and spirits of the 
glorified, is hut a creature ; and 
he is something, and a great 
Something, more than a creature. 
Oh, what a life were it, to sit be- 
side this Well of love, and drink 
and sing, and sing and drink ; and 
then to have desires and soul- 
faculties stretched and extended 
out many thousand fathoms in 
length and breadth, to take in seas 
and rivers of love ! 

1 earnestly desire to recom- 
mend this love to you, that this 
love may cause you to keep his 
commandments, and to keep clean 
fingers, and make clean feet, that 
ye may walk as the redeemed of 
the Lord. Wo, wo be to them 
that put on his name, and shame 
this love of Christ with a loose and 
profane life : their feet, tongue, 
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and hands, and eyes, give a 
shameless lie to the holy Gospel, 
which they profess. I beseech 
you in the Lord, to keep Christ, 
and walk with him : let not his 
fairness be spotted and stained by 
godless living. Oh, who can 
find in their heart to sin against 
love* 1 and such a love as the glo- 
rified in Heaven shall delight to 
dive jnto, and drink of for ever : 
— for they are evermore drinking 
in love, and the cup is still at 
their head, and yet without loath- 
ing ; for they still drink, and still 
desire to drink for ever and ever. 
Is not this a long-lasting supper? 

Now’, if any of our country- 
people, professing Christ Jesus, 
have brought themselves under 
the stroke and wrath of the Al- 
mighty, by yielding to Antichrist 
in an hairbreadth, but especially 
by swearing and subscribing that 
blasphemous oath, (which is the 
Church of Ireland’s black hour 
of temptation,) I w T ould entreat 
them, by the mercies of God at 
their last summons, to repent and 
openly confess before the world, 
to the glory of the Lord, their 
denial of Christ: or, otherwise, 
if either man or woman will stand 
and abide by that oath, then, in 
the name and authority of the 
Lord Jesus, I let them see that 
they forfeit their part of Heaven, 
and let them look for no less than 
a back-burden of the pure*, un- 
mixed wrath of God, and the 
plague of apostates and deniers of 
our Lord Jesus. 

Let not me, a stranger to you, 
who never saw r your face in the 
flesh, be thought bold in writing 
to you : for the hope I have of a 
glorious church in that land, and 
the love of Christ constraineth 
me. I know that the worthy ser- 
vants of Christ, who once labour- 
ed among you, cease not to write 
to you also, and I shall desire to 


excused that I do join with 
them. 

Pray for your Sister-church in 
Scotland ; and let me entreat you 
for the aid of your prayers for 
myself and flock and ministry, and 
ny fear of a transportation from 
this place of the Lord’s vineyard. 
Now the very God of peace sanc- 
tify you throughout. Grace be 
with you all. Your Brother and 
Companion, in the kingdom and 
patience of Jesus Christ, S. R. 

Anwotli, lb39. 


LETTER CCLXXXIX. 

TO HIS REVEREND, AND MUCH 
HONOURED BROTHER, DR. AL- 
EXANDER leigtiton, Christ’s 
PRISONER IN BONDS AT LONDON. 

Reverend, and much Honoured 
Prisoner of hope, — Grace, mercy, 

and peace be to you It w^as not 

my part whom our Lord hath 
enlarged, to forget you his pri- 
soner. 

When I consider how long 
your night hath been, I think 
Christ hath a mind to put you in 
free grace’s debt so much the 
deeper, as your sufferings have 
been of so long continuance. But 
wdiat if Christ mind you no joy 
but public joy with enlarged and 
triumphing Zion : I think, Sir, 
that ye would love it best to share 
and divide your song of joy with 
Zion, and to have mystical Christ 
in Britain halfer and copartner 
with your enlargement. I am 
sure, that your joy, bordering and 
neighbouring with the joy of 
Christ’s Bride, w ould be so much 
the sweeter that it were public. 
I thought if Christ had halved 
my mercies, and delivered his 
bride and not me, that his praises 
should have been double to what 
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they are ; but now two rich mer- 
cies conjoined in one have stolen 
from our Lord more than half- 
praises. Oh, that mercy should 
so beguile us, and steal away our 
counts aud acknowledgement ! 

Worthy Sir, I hope, that I 
need not exhort you to go on, in 
hoping for the salvation of God. 
There hath not been so much 
taken from your time of ease an< 
created joys as eternity shall add 
to your heaven. Ye know when 
one day in Heaven hath paid you, 
yea, and overpaid your blood, 
bonds, sorrow, and sufferings, 
that it would trouble angels’ un- 
derstanding to lay the count of 
that surplus of glory, which eter- 
nity can and will give you. Oh, 
but your sand-glass of sufferings 
and losses cometh to little, when 
it shall be counted and compared 
with the glory that abideth you 
on the other side of the water ! 
Ye have no leisure to rejoice and 
sing here, while time goeth about 
you, and where your psalms will 
be short : therefore, ye will think 
eternity, and the long day of 
Heaven that shall be measured 
with no other sun nor horologe 
than the long life of the Ancient 
of days, to measure your praises 
little enough for you. If your 
span-length of time be cloudy, ye 
cannot but think, that your Lord 
can no more take your blood and 
your bands without the income 
and recompense of free grace, 
than he would take the sufferings 
of Paul and his other dear ser- 
vants, that were well paid home 
beyond counting, (Rom. viii. 18.) 
If the wisdom of Christ hath made 
you Antichrist’s eyesore and his 
envy, ye are to thank God that 
such a piece of clay, as ye are, is 
made the field of glory to work 
upon : it was the Potter’s aim 
that the clay should praise him, 
and I hope it satisfieth you that I 


your clay is for his glory. Oh, 
who can suffer enough for such a 
Lord ! and who can Jay out in 
bank enough of pain, shame, loss- 
es, and tortures, to receive in 
again the free interest of eternal 
glory! (2 Cor. iv. IT.) Oh, how 
advantageous a bargaining is it 
with such a rich Lord. lf t your 
hand and pen had been at leisure 
to gain glory on paper, if had 
been but paper-glory : but the 
bearing of a public cross so long, 
for the now controverted privi- 
leges of the crown and sceptre of 
free King Jesus, the Prince of 
the kings of the earth, is glory 
booked in Heaven. Worthy, 
and dear Brother, if ye go to 
weigh Jesus his sweetness, excel- 
lency, glory, and beauty, and lay 
fbregainst him your ounces, or 
drachms of suffering for him, ye 
shall be straitened two ways : — 
1. It will be a pain to make the 
comparison, the disproportion be- 
ing by no understanding imagin- 
able : nay, if Heaven’s arithmetic 
and angels were set to work, they 
should never number the degrees 
of difference. 2. It would strait- 
en you to find a scale for the 
balance to lay that high and 
lofty One, that over-transcending 
Prince of excellency in. If your 
mind could fancy as many created 
heavens as time hath had minutes, 
trees have had leaves, and clouds 
have had rain-drops, since the 
first stone of the creation was 
laid, they should not make half 
a scale in which to bear and 
weigh boundless excellency. And, 
therefore, the King whose marks 
ye are bearing, and whose dying 
ye carry about with you in your 
body, is, out of all cry and con- 
sideration, beyond and above all 
our thoughts. 

For myself, I am content to 
feed upon wondering sometimes, 
at the beholding but of the bor- 
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ders and skirts of the incompar- 
able glory which is in that ex- 
alted Prince ; and I think, ye 
could wish for more ears to give 
than ye have, since ye hope these 
ears ye now have given him shall 
be passages to take in the music 
of his glorious voice. I would 
fain Loth believe and pray for a 
new Dride of Jews and Gentiles 
to our Lord Jesus, after the 
Land of graven images shall be 
laid waste ; and that our Lord 
Jesus is on horseback, hunting 
and pursuing the Beast ; and that 
England and Ireland shall bt 
well-sweeped chambers for Christ 
and his righteousness to dwell in ; 
for he hath opened our graves in 
Scotland, and the two dead and 
buried Witnesses are risen again, 
and are prophesying. Oh, that 
Princes would glory and boast 
themselves in carrying the train 
of Christ’s robe royal in their 
arms ! Let me die within half 
an hour after I have seen the 
temple of the Son of God en- 
larged, and the cords of Jerusa- 
lem’s tent lengthened, to take in 
a more numerous company for 
a bride to the Son of God. Oh 
if the corner or foundation-stone 
of that house, that new house 
were laid above my grave ! 

Oh ! who can add to him who 
is that great ALL? If he would 
create suns and moons, new hea- 
vens, thousand and thousand de 
grees more perfect than these thai 
now are; and again, make a ne> 
creation ten thousand thousan 
degrees in perfection beyond thai 
new creation ; and again, stil 
for eternity multiply new hea- 
vens; they should never be a per- 
fect resemblance of that infinit 
excellency, order, weight, mea- 
sure, beauty, and sweetness tha 
is in him. Oh, how little of hin 
do we see ! Oh, how shallo' 
are our thoughts of him 1 Oh 


f I had pain for him, and shame 
,nd losses for him, and more clay 
nd spirits for him ; and that I 
ould go upon earth without love, 
esire, hope, because Christ hath 
aken away my love, desire, and 
ope to Heaven with him ! 

I know, worthy Sir, your suf- 
ferings for him are your glory ; 
md, therefore, weary not ; his 
alvation is near at hand, and 
hall not tarry. 

Pray for me. His grace be 
r ith you. Yours, in his sweet 
iord Jesus, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, Nov. 22, 1639. 


LETTER CCXC. 

TO MR. HENRY STUART, HIS WIFE, 
AND TWO DAUGHTERS, ALL 
PRISONERS OF CHRIST AT DU- 
BLIN. 

'* Fear none of these things, which 
ye shall suffer,” &c — Rev. ii. 10. 

Truly Honoured, and dearly 
Beloved, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you from God our 
Father, and our Lord Jesus 
Christ. 

Think it not strange, Beloved 
n our Lord Jesus, that Satan 
can command keys of prisons, 
ind bolts, and chains : — this is 
a piece of the Devil’s princedom 
that he hath over the world. In- 
terpret and understand our Lord 
well in this ; be not jealous of his 
love, though he make devils and 
men his under-servants to scour 
the rust off your faith, and purge 
you from your dross. And let 
me charge you, O Prisoners of 
hope, to open your window, and 
to look out by faith, and behold 
Heaven’s post, that speedy and 
swift salvation of God, that is 
coming to you. It is a broad 
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river that faith will not look over 
it is a mighty and a broad sea 
that they of a lively hope canno 
behold thefurthest bank and othe. 
shore thereof. Look over th« 
water ; your anchor is fixed with- 
in the vail ; the one end of th 
cable is about the prisoner o 
Christ, and the other is entered 
within the vail, whither the Fore 
runner is entered for you, (Hel 
vi. 19, 20.) It can go straigh 
through the flames of the fire o 
the wrath of men, devils, losses 
tortures, death, and not a threai 
of it be singed or burnt : — mer 
and devils have no teeth to bite i 
in tw r o. Hold fast till he come 
Your cross is of the colour o 
Heaven and Christ, and pass 
mented over with the faith am 
comforts of the Lord’s faithfu 
covenant with Scotland: and that 
die and colour can abide fair 
weather, and neither be stained 
nor cast the colour ; — yea, it re- 
flects a scad like the cross of 
Christ, whose holy hands many 
a day lifted up to God, praying 
for sinners, w r ere fettered and 
bound, as if those blessed hand> 
had stolen, and shed innocent 
blood. When your lovely, lovely 
Jesus had no better than the 
thief’s doom, it is no wonder that 
your process be lawless and turn 
ed upside down ; for he was 
taken , fettered , buffeted , whipped , 
spitted upon, before he was con- 
victed of any fault, or sentenced. 
Oh, such a pair of sufferers and 
witnesses, as high and royal Je- 
sus, and a poor piece guilty clay 
marrowed together under one 
yoke! Oh, how lovely is the cross 
with such a second ! 

I believe that your prison is 
enacted in God’s court, not to 
keep you till your hope breathe 
out its life and last : your cross 
is under law to restore you again 
safe to your brethren and sisters 


in Christ. Take Heaven’s and 
Christ’s back -bond for a fair back- 
door out of your suffering. The 
Saviour is on his journey with sal- 
vation and deliverance for Mount 
Zion ; and the sword of the Lord 
is drunk with blood, and made 
fat with fatness ; his sword is 
bathed in Heaven against Baby- 
lon, for it is 41 the day of the 
Lord’s vengeance, and the year 
of recompense for the controver- 
sy of Zion and persuade your- 
selves the streams of the river 
of Babylon shall be pitch, and the 
dust of the land brimstone and 
burning pitch. (Isaiah xxxiv. 8, 
9.) And if your deliverance be 
joined with the deliverance of 
Zion, it shall be two salvations 
to you. 

It were good to be armed be- 
forehand for death or bodily tor- 
tures for Christ ; and to think 
what a crown of honour it is, 
that God hath given you pieces 
of living clay, to be tortured wit- 
nesses for saving-truth ; and that 
ye are so happy, as to have some 
pints of blood to give out for the 
crown of that royal Lord who 
hath caused you to avouch him- 
self before men. If ye can lend 
Ines of three thousand pounds 
sterling for Christ, let Heaven’s 
register and Christ’s count-book 
keep in reckoning your depurse - 
ments for him. It shall be en- 
graven and printed in great let- 
ers upon Heaven’s throne, what 
mu are willing to give for him : 
Christ’s papers of that kind can- 
not be lost, or fall by. 

Do not wonder to see clay 
mast the great Potter, and to see 
linded men threaten the Gospel 
with death and burial, and to 
aze out truth’s name. But where 
idll they make a grave for the 
Gospel, and the Lord’s bride ? 
'larth and Hell shall be but little 
>ounds for their burial. Lay all 
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the clay and rubbish of this inch 
of the whole earth above 
Lord’s spouse, yet it will not 
cover her, nor hold her down ; 
she shall live and not die, she 
shall behold the salvation of God. 

Let your faith frist God a 
little, and not be afraid for a smok- 
ing firebrand. There is more 
smolfe in Babylon’s furnace than 
there is fire. Till doomsday 
shall *come, they shall never see 
the Kirk of Scotland and our 
Covenant burnt to ashes ; or, if 
it should be thrown into the fire, 
yet it cannot be so burnt or 
buried as not to have a resur- 
rection. Angry day’s wind shall 
shake none of Christ’s corn : he 
will gather in all his wheat into 
his barn. Only let your fellow- 
ship with Christ be renewed : ye 
are sibber to Christ now, when 
you are imprisoned for him, than 
before, for now the strokes laid 
on you do come in remembrance 
before our Lord, and he can own 
his own wounds : — a drink of 
Christ’s love, which is better 
than wine, is the drink-silver 
which suffering for his majesty 
leaveth behind it. It is not your 
sins which they persecute in you, 
but (rod’s grace, and loyalty to] 
King Jesus. They see no trea- 
son in you to your prince the 
King of Britain, albeit they say 
so ; but it is Heaven in you that 
earth is fighting against, and 
Christ is owning his own cause. 
Grace is a party that fire will not 
burn, nor water drown. When 
they have eaten and drunken 
you, their stomach shall be sick, 
and they shall spue you out alive. 
Oh, what glory is it, to be suf- 
fering abjects for the Lord’s glory 
and royalty ! Nay, though his 
servants had a body to burn for 
ever for this Gospel, so being 
that the high glory of triumphing 
and exalted Jesus did rise out of 


] these flames, and out of that 
burning body, oh, what a sweet 
fire! oh, what soul -refreshing 
torment would that be ! What 
if the pickles of dust and ashes of 
the burnt and dissolved body, 
were musicians to sing his praises, 
and the highness of that never- 
enough-exalted Prince of ages ? 
Oh, what love is it in him, that 
he will have such musicians as we 
are to tune that psalm of his ever- 
lasting praises in Heaven ! Oh, 
what shining and burning flames 
of love are these, that Christ will 
divide his share of life, of Hea- 
ven and glory with you ! (Luke 
xxii. 29 ; John xvii. 24 ; Bev. 
iii. 21.) A part of his throne, 
one draught of his wine — his wine 
of glory and life, that cometh 
from tinder the throne of God 
and of the Lamb — and one apple 
of the Tree of life, will do more 
than make up all the expenses 
and charges of clay, lent out for 
Heaven. Oh ! oh ! but we have 
short, and narrow, and creeping 
thoughts of Jesus, and do but 
shape Christ in our conceptions, 
according to some created por- 
jtraiture! O angels* lend in your 
[ help to make love-books and songs 
of our fair, and white, and rud- 
dy Standard-bearer amongst ten 
thousand! O Heavens! O Hea- 
ven of heavens! O glorified ten- 
ants, and triumphing householders 
with the Lamb, put in new psalms 
and love-sonnets of the excellency 
of our Bridegroom, and help us 
to set him on high ! O indwell- 
ers of earth and Heaven, sea and 
air, and O all ye created beings, 
within the bosom of the utmost 
circle of this great world, oh, 
come help to set on high the 
praises of our Lord ! O fair- 
ness of creatures, blush before 
his uncreated beauty ! O created 
strength, be amazed to stand be- 
fore your strong Lord of hosts ! 

t 5 
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O created love, think shame of 
thyself before this unparalleled 
love of Heaven ! O angel of 
wisdom, hide thyself before our 
Lord, whose understanding pass- 
eth finding out ! O sun in thy 
shining beauty, for shame put on 
a web of darkness, and cover 
thyself before thy brightest Master 
and Maker! Oh, who can add 
glory, by doing or suffering, to 
the never-enough admired and 
praised Lover! Oh, we can but 
bring our drop to this sea, and 
our candle, dim and dark as it is, 
to this clear and lightsome Sun 
of Heaven and earth ! Oh, but 
we have cause to drink ten deaths 
in one cup dry, to swim through 
ten seas to be at that land of 
praises, where we shall see that 
wonder of wonders, and enjoy 
this Jewel of Heaven’s jewels ! 
O death, do thy utmost against 
us! O torments, O malice of men 
and devils, waste your strength 
on the witnesses of our Lord’s 
Testament ! O devils, bring Hell 
to help you, in tormenting the 
followers of the Lamb ! We 
will defy you to make us too soon 
happy, and to waft us too soon 
over the water, to the land where 
the noble Plant, the Plant of re- 
nown, groweth. O cruel time, 
that tormenteth us, and suspend- 
ed our dearest enjoyments that 
we wait for, when we shall be 
bathed and steeped, soul and 
body, down in the depths of this 
Love of loves ! 0 time, 1 say, 

run fast! O motions, mend your 
pace ! O Well-beloved, be like 
a young roe on the Mountains of 
Separation ! Post, post, and 
hasten our desired and hungered- 
for meeting — love is sick to hear 
tell of to-morrow. 

And what then can come wrong 
to you, O honorable witnesses 
of his kingly truth ? Men have 
no more of you to work upon, 


than some inches and span-lengths 
of sick, coughing, and phlegmatic 
clay. Your spirits are above 
their benches, courts, or high 
commissions. Your souls, your 
love to Christ, your faith cannot 
be summoned, nor sentenced, nor 
accused, nor condemned by pope, 
deputy, prelate, ruler, or tyrant. 
Your faith is a free lordj and 
cannot be a captive. All the 
malice of Hell and earth Citn but 
hurt the scabbard of a believer ; 
and death at the worst can get 
but a clay pawn in keeping till 
your Lord'makc the King’s keys, 
and open your graves. There- 
fore, upon luck’s head, as we use 
to say, take your fill of his love, 
and let a post-way or causeway 
be laid betwixt your prison and 
Heaven, and go up and visit your 
treasure. Enjoy your Beloved, 
and dwell upon his love, till eter- 
nity come in time’s room, and 
possess you of your eternal hap- 
piness. Keep your love to Christ, 
lay up your faith in Heaven's 
keeping, and follow the Chief of 
the House of the martyrs that 
witnessed a fair confession before 
Pontius Pilate : — your cause and 
his is all one. The opposers of 
his cause are like drunken judges 
and transported, who in their 
cups would make acts and laws 
in their drunken courts, that the 
sun should not rise and shine on 
the earth ; and send their officers 
and pursuivants to charge the 
sun and moon to give no more 
light to the world ; and would 
enact in their court-books, that 
the sea, after once ebbing, should 
never flow again : — but would 
not the sun, moon, and sea 
break these acts, and keep their 
Creator’s directions ? The De- 
vil, the great Fool, and Father 
of these undtr-fools, is older and 
more malicious than wise, that 
setteth the spirits in earth on 
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work to contend and clash with 
Heaven’s wisdom, and to give 
mandates and law-summons to 
our Sun, to our great Star of 
Heaven, Jesus, not to shine in 
the beauty of his Gospel, to the 
chosen and bought ones. O 
thou fair and fairest Sun of 
righteousness, arise and shine in 
thy Strength, whether earth or 
Hell will or not. O victorious, 
O rrfyal, O stout, princely Soul- 
conqueror, ride prosperously upon 
truth ; stretch out thy sceptre as 
far as the sun shineth, and the 
moon waxeth and waineth. Put 
on thy glittering crown, O thou 
Maker of kings, and make but 
one stride, or one step of the 
whole earth, and travel in the 
greatness of thy strength, (Isaiah 
lxiii. 1, 2.) And let thy apparel 
be red, and all died with the 
blood of thy enemies : — thou art 
fallen righteous Heir by line to 
the kingdoms of the world. 

Laugh ye at the giddy-headed 
clay pots, and stout, brain-sick 
worms, that dare say, in good 
earnest, u This man shall not 
reign over us as though they 
were casting the dice for Christ’s 
crown, which of them should have 
it. I know that ye believe the 
coming of Christ’s Kingdom ; and 
that there is a hole out of your 
prison, through which ye see day- 
light. Let not faith be dazzled 
with temptations from a dying 
deputy, and from a sick prelate ; 
believe under a cloud, and wait 
for him when there is no moon- 
light nor star-light. Let faith 
live and breathe, and lay hold on 
the sure salvation of God, when 
clouds and darkness are about 
you, and appearance of rotting in 
the prison before you. Take heed 
of unbelieving hearts, which can 
father lies upon Christ. Beware 
of 44 Doth his promise fail for 
evermore?” (Ps. lxxvii. 8.) For 


it was a man, and not God, that 
said it, who dreamed that a 
promise of God could fail, fall 
a-swoon, or die. We can make 
God sick, or his promises weak, 
when we are pleased to seek a 
plea with Christ. O sweet, O 
stout word of faith, (Job xiii. 15,) 
14 Though he slay me, yet will I 
trust in him!” O sweet epitaph, 
written upon the grave-stone of a 
dying believer, namely — 44 I died 
hoping, and my dust and ashes 
believe in life!” Faith’s eyes, 
that can see through a mill stone, 
can see through a gloom of God, 
and under it read God’s thoughts 
of love and peace. Hold fast 
Christ in the dark ; surely ye 
shall see the salvation of God. 
Your adversaries are ripe and dry 
for the fire ; yet a little while, 
and they shall go up in a flame ; 
the breath of the Lord, like a 
river of brimstone, shall kindle 
about them. 

What I write to one, I write 
to you all, that are sound-hearted 
n that kingdom, whom, in the 
bowels of Christ, I would exhort 
not to touch that oath. Albeit 
the adversaries put a fair meaning 
on it, yet the swearer must swear 
according to the professed intent 
and godless practice of the oath- 
makers, which is known to the 
world ; otherwise I might swear 
that the creed is false, according 
to this private meaning and sense 
put upon it. Oh, let them not 
be beguiled to wash perjury, and 
he denial of Christ and the Gos- 
pel with ink-water : — some foul 
,nd rotten distinctions. Wash, 
and wash again and again the 
Devil and the lie, it will be long 

e their skin be white. 

I profess, it should beseem men 
of great parts rather than me to 
write to you : but I love your 
Cause, and desire to be excused ; 
and must intreat for the help of 
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your prayers, in this my weighty 
charge here for the University 
and pulpit, and that ye would 
intreat your acquaintance also to 
help me. Grace be with you all. 
Amen. Your Brother and Com- 
panion, in the patience and King- 
dom of Jesus Christ, S. 11. 

St. Andrew’s, 1640. 


LETTER CCXCI. 

TO MRS. PONT, PRISONER AT 
DCELIN. 

Worthy, and Dear Mistress, - 
Grace, mercy, and peace he to 
you. — The cause which ye suffer 
for, and your willingness to suf- 
fer, is ground enough of acquain- 
tance for me to write to you ; 
although I do confess myself un- 
able to speak for the encourage- 
ment of a prisoner of Christ. 

I know that ye have advantage 
beyond us who are not under 
sufferings : for your sighing, (Ps. 
cii. 20,) is a written bill for the 
ears of your Head, the Lord Je- 
sus ; and your breathing, (Lam. 
iii. 56 ;) and your looking up, 
(Ps. v. 3, and lxix. 3.) And, 
therefore, your meaning, half- 
spoken, half-unspoken, will seek 
no jailor’s leave, but will go to 
Heaven without leave of prelate 
or deputy, and be heartily wel- 
come ; so that ye may sigh and j 
groan out your mind to Him who 
hath all the keys of the King’s 
Three Kingdoms and dominions. 

I dare believe that your hope shall 
not die. Your trouble is a part 
of Zion’s burning, and ye know 
who guideth Zion’s furnace, and 
who loveth the ashes of his burnt 
bride, because his servants love 
them, (Ps. cii. 14.) I believe 
that your ashes, if ye were burnt 
for this cause, shall praise him : 


jfor the wrath of men and their 
malice shall make a psalm to 
praise the Lord, (Ps. Ixxvi. 10.) 
And, therefore, stand still, and 
behold, and see what the Lord is 
to do for this Island ; his work is 
perfect, (Deut. xxxii. 4.) The 
nations have not seen the last end 
of his work ; his end is more fair 
and more glorious than thi be- 
ginning. 

Ye have more honour them ye 
can be able to guide well, in that 
your bonds are made heavy for 
such an honorable cause. The 
seals of a controlled Gospel, and 
the seals by bonds, and blood, 
and sufferings, are not commit- 
] ted to every ordinary professor. 
Some that would back Christ ho- 
nestly in summer-time, would but 
spill the beauty of the Gospel, if 
they were put to suffering. And, 
therefore, let us believe, that 
Wisdom dispenseth to every one 
here, as He thinketh good who 
bcareth them up that bear the 
cross : and since our Lord hath 
put you to that part, which was 
the flower of his own sufferings, 
we all expect that, as ye have in 
the strength of our Captain be- 
gun, so ye will go on without 
fainting. Providence maketh use 
of men and devils for the refining 
of all the vessels of God’s house, 
small and great ; and for doing 
of two great works at once in 
!you, both for smoothing a stone 
to make it take band with Christ 
in Jerusalem’s wall ; and for wit- 
nessing to the glory of this re- 
proached and borne-down Gospel, 
which cannot die, though Hell 
were made a grave about it. It 
shall be timous joy for you to 
divide joy betwixt you and Christ’s 
laughing bride in these Three 
Kingdoms : — and what if your 
mourning continue till mystical 
Christ in Ireland and in Great 
Britain and ye laugh both toge- 



LETTER CCXCII. 


427 


thcr ? Your laughing and joy j 
were the more blessed, that one 
sun should shine upon Christ, 
the Gospel, and you, laughing 
altogether in these Three King- 
doms. Your time is measured, 
and your days and hours of suf- 
fering from eternity were, by in- 
finite Wisdom, considered. If 
Heaven recompense not to your 
own mind inches of sorrow, then 
I mint say, that infinite Mercy 
cannot get you pleased ; but if 
the first kiss of the white and 
ruddy cheek of the Standard- 
bearer and Chief among ten thou- 
sand, (Cant. v. 10,) shall overpay 
your prison at Dublin, in Ireland, 
then ye shall have no counts un- 
answered to give in to Christ. 
If your faith cannot see a nearer 
term-day, yet let me charge your 
hope to give Christ a new day, 
till eternity and time meet in one 
point. A paid sum, if ever paid, 
is paid, if no day be broken to the 
hungry creditor : take Heaven’s 
bond and subscribed obligation 
for the sum, (John xiv. 3.) If 
hope can trust Christ, I know 
that he can, and will pay: but 
when all is done and suffered bv 
you, ten hundred deaths for love- 
ly, lovely Jesus is but eternity’s 
halfpenny ; — figures and cyphers 
cannot lay the proportion. Oh, 
but the surplus of Christ's glory 
is broad and large ! Christ’s 
items of eternal glory are hard 
and cumbersome to tell ; and if 
ye borrow by faith and hope ten 
days, or ten hundred years from 
that eternity of glory that abideth 
you, ye are paid and more, in 
your hand. Therefore, O Pri- 
soner of hope, wait on ; posting, 
hasting salvation sleepeth not. 
Antichrist is bleeding, and in the 
way to death ; and he biteth the 
sorest, when he bleedeth the fast- 
est. Keep your intelligence be- 
twixt you and Heaven, and your 


court with Christ ; he hath in 
Heaven the keys of your prison, 
and can set you at liberty when 
he pleaseth. His rich grace sup- 
port you. I pray you to help me 
with your prayers. Grace be 
with you. Your Brother, in the 
patience and Kingdom of Jesus 
Christ, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, 1640. 
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TO MR. JAMES WILSON. 

Dear Brother, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be multiplied upon 

you I bless our rich and only 

wise Lord who careth so for his 
new’ creation, that he is going 
over it again, and trying every 
piece in you, and blowing away 
the motes of his new work in 
you. Alas ! I am not so fit a 
physician ns your disease re- 
quireth. Sweet, sweet, lovely 
Jesus he your physician, where 
his under-chirurgeons cannot do 
anything for putting in order the 
wheels, paces, and goings of a 
marred soul. I have little time ; 
but yet the Lord hath made me 
so to concern myself in your con- 
dition, that 1 dow not, 1 dare not, 
be altogether silent. 

First, Ye doubt, from 2 Cor. 
xiii. 5, whether ye be in Christ 
or not? and so, whether you are 
a reprobate or not ? I answer 
three things to the doubt : — I. 
Ye owe charity to all men, but 
most of all to lovely and loving 
Jesus, and some also to yourself, 
especially to your renewed self ; 
because, your new self is not 
yours, but another Lord’s, even 
the work of his own Spirit ; 
therefore, to slander his work is 
to wrong himself. Love think- 
eth no evil ; if ye love grace, 
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think not ill of grace in yourself ; 
and ye think ill of grace in your- 
self when ye make it but a bas- 
tard and a work of nature ; for 
a holy fear that ye be not Christ’s, 
and withal a care and a desire to 
be his, and not your own, is not, 
nay, cannot be, bastard nature. 
The great Advocate pleadeth 
hard for you; be upon the Ad- 
vocate’s side, O poor feared Cli- 
ent of Christ ! Stay, and side 
with such a Lover, who pleadeth 
for no other man’s goods than 
his own ; (for he, if I may say 
so, scorneth to be enriched with 
unjust conquest ;) and yet he 
pleadeth for you, whereof your 
letter, though too, too full of 
jealousy, is a proof. For, if ye 
were not his, your thoughts, 
w'hich, I hope, are but the sug- 
gestions of his Spirit, (that only 
bringeth the matter into debate, 
to make it sure to you,) would 
not be such, nor so serious as 
these, 44 Am I his ?” or 44 Whose 
am I ?” 2. Dare ye forswear 

your Owner, and say in cold 
blood, 44 I am not his ?” What 
nature or corruption saith at 
starts, in you, l regard not. 
Your thoughts of yourself, when 
sin and guiltiness round you in 
the ear, and when you have a 
sight of your deservings, are 
Apocrypha, and not Scripture, 1 
hope. Hear what the Lord saith 
of you, 41 He will speak peace.” 
If your Master say, 44 I quit you,” 
I shall then bid you eat ashes for 
bread, and drink waters of gall 
and wormwood. But, however, 
Christ out of his own mouth 
should seem to say, 44 I come not 
for thee,” as he did. Matt. xv. 
24 ; yet let me say, that the 
words of tempting Jesus are not 
to be stretched, as Scripture, be- 
yond his intention, seeing his in- 
tention in speaking them is to 
strengthen, not to deceive ; and, 


therefore, here faith may contra- 
dict what Christ seemeth at first 
to say, and so may ye. I charge 
you, by the mercies of God, be 
not that cruel to grace and the 
new birth as to cast water on 
your own coal by misbelief. If 
ye must die, (as I know ye shall 
not,) it were a folly to slay your- 
self. 3. I hope that ye We the 
new birth and a claim to Christ, 
howbeit ye do not make it §ood ; 
and if ye were in Hell, and saw 
the heavenly face of lovely, ten 
thousand times lovely Jesus, that 
hath God’s hue, and God’s fair, 
fair and comely red and white, 
wherewith it is beautified beyond 
comparison and imagination, ye 
could not forbear to say, 44 Oh, 
if I could but blow a kiss from 
my sinful mouth from Hell up to 
Heaven, upon his cheeks that 
are a bed of spices, as sw r eet 
flowers ! (Cant. v. 13.) I hope 
ve dare say, 44 O fairest Sight of 
Heaven ! O boundless Mass of 
crucified and slain love for me, 
give me leave to wish to love 
thee ! O Flower and Bloom of 
Heaven and earth’s love 1 O 
angel’s Wonder! O thou, the 
Father’s eternal, sealed Love ! 
and O thou, God’s old Delight ! 
give me leave to stand beside thy 
love, and look in, and wonder ; 
and give me leave to wish to love 
thee, if I can do no more.” 4. 
We being born in atheism, and 
bairns of the house that we are 
come of, it is no new thing, my 
dear Brother, for us \o be under 
jealousies and mistakes about the 
love of God. What think ye of 
this, that the Man, Christ, was 
tempted to believe there were 
but two persons in the blessed 
Godhead, and that the Son of 
God, the substantial and co-eter- 
nal Son, was not the lawful Son 
of God ? Did not Satan say, 
44 If thou be the Son of God ?” 
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Secondly, Ye say, that ye know 
not what to do. Your Head said 
once that same word, or not far 
from it. (John xii. 27,) “ Now 
is my soul troubled, and what 
shall I say ?” And faith answer- 
ed Christ’s 44 What shall I say?” 
with these words, “ O tempted 
Saviour, askest thou, 4 What shall 
I sa /?’ Say, 4 Pray, Father, 
save me from this hour.’” What 
course can ye take but pray and 
frist Christ his own comforts? He 
is no dyvour ; take his word. 
14 Oh,” say ye, 44 I cannot pray.” 
Answer — Honest sighing is faith 
breathing and whispering him in 
the ear : the life is not out of 
faith, where there is sighing, 
looking up with the eyes, and 
breathing toward God ; (Lam. 
iii. 50,) 44 Hide not thine ear at 
my breathing.” 4i But what shall 
I do in spiritual exercises ?” ye 
say. Answer — 1. If ye knew 
particularly what to do, it were 
not a spiritual exercise. 2. In 
my weak judgment, ye should 
first say, “ I would glorify God 
in believing David’s salvation, 
and the bride’s marriage with the 
Lamb, and love the Church’s 
slain Husband, although I cannot 
for the present believe mine own 
salvation.” 3. Say, 44 I will not 
pass from my claim ; suppose 
Christ should pass from his claim 
to me, it shall not go back upon 
my side: howbeit my love to him 
be not worth a drink of water, 
yet Christ shall have it, such as 
it is.” 4. Say, 44 I shall rather 
spill twenty prayers than not pray 
at all. Let my broken words go 
up to Heaven ; w hen they come 
up into the Great Angel’s golden 
censer, that compassionate Advo- 
cate will put together my broken 
prayers, and perfume them.” 
Words are but accidents of prayer. 

k4 Oh,” say ye, 44 I am slain 
with hardness of heart, and trou- 


bled with confused and melan 
cholious thoughts.” Answer — 

My dear Brother, what would ye 
conclude thence? — that ye knew 
not well who aughteth you ? I 
grant : 44 Oh, my heart is hard ! 
oh, my thoughts of faithless sor- 
row ! JErgo, I know not who 
aughteth me,” were good logic 
in Heaven amongst angels and 
the glorified ; but down in Christ’s 
hospital, where sick and distem- 
pered souls are under cure, it is 
not worth a straw. Give Christ 
time to end his work in your 
heart. Hold on in feeling and 
bewailing your hardness ; for that 
is softness to feel hardness. 2. 
I charge you to make psalms of 
Christ’s praises for his begun 
work of grace. Make Christ 
your music and your song ; for 
complaining and feeling of want 
doth often swallow up your 
praises. What think ye of those 
who go to Hell sever troubled 
with such thoughts ? If your 
exercises be the way to Hell, 
God help mel I have a cold coal 
to blow at, and a blank paper for 
Heaven. 1 give you Christ cau- 
tion and my Heaven surety for 
your salvation. Lend Christ 
your melancholy, for Satan hath 
no right to make a chamber in 
your melancholy. Borrow joy 
and comforts from the Comforter. 
Bid the Spirit do his office in 
you ; and remember that faith is 
one thing, and the feeling and 
notice of faith another. God 
forbid that feeling were proprium 
quarto modo to all the saints ; 
and that this were good reason- 
ing, 44 No feeling, no grace.” I 
am sure, ye were not always, 
these twenty years by-past, actu- 
ally knowing that ye live ; yet 
all this time ye are living : so it 
is with the life of faith. 

But, alas ! dear Brother, it is 
easy for me to speak words and 
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syllables of peace ; but Isaiah, 
(lvii. 19,) telleth you, “ I create 
peace.” There is but one Crea- 
tor ye know. Oh, that ye may 
get a letter of peace sent you from 
Heaven ! 

Pray for me, and for grace to 
be faithful, and for gifts to be 
able, with tongue and pen, to 
glorify God. 1 forget you not. 
Yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, Jan. 8, 1(340. 


CCXCIII. 

TO MY LADY BOYD. 

Madam, — I received your La- 
dyship’s letter ; but because I 
was still going through the Coun- 
try for the affairs of the Church, 
I had no time to answer it. 

I had never more cause to fear 
than I have now, when my Lord 
hath restored me to my second 
created Heaven on earth, and 
hath turned my apprehended fears 
into joys, and great deliverance 
to his Church — whereof I have 
my share and part. Alas, that 
weeping prayers, answered, and 
sent back from Heaven with joy, 
should not have laughing praises! 
Oh, that this Land would repent, 
and lay burdens of praises upon 
the top of the fair mount Zion ! 
Madam, except this Land he hum- 
bled, a reformation is rather my 
wonder than belief at this time. 
But surely it must he a wonder, 
and what is done already is a 
wonder. Our Lord must restore 
beauty to his churches without 
hire ; for we are sold without 
money, and now our buyers re- 
pent them of the bargain, and 
would gladly give again better- 
cheap than they bought us. They 
devoured Jacob, and ate up his 


people as bread ; now Jacob is 
growing a living child in their 
womb, and they would fain be 
delivered of the child, and ren- 
der the birth : — our Lord shall 
be Midwife. Oh, that this Land 
be not like Ephraim, “an unwise 
son, that staveth too long in the 
place of the breaking forth of 
children !’’ * 

Your Ladyship is blessed with 
children, who are honoufed to 
build up Christ’s waste places 
again. I believe that your Lady- 
ship will think them w r ell bestow- 
ed on that work, and that Zion’s 
beauty is your joy. This is a 
mark and evidence from Heaven, 
which helpeth weak ones to hold 
their grip, when other marks fail 
them. 

I hope that your Ladyship is 
at a good tinderstanding w 7 ith 
Christ ; and that, as becometh a 
Christian, ye take him up aright, 
(for many mistake and misshape 
Christ,) in his comings and go- 
ings. Your wants and falls pro- 
claim, that ye have nothing of 
vour own but what ye borrow; — 
nay, yourself is not your own, — 
but Christ hath given himself to 
you. Put Christ to the bank, 
and Heaven shall be your inter- 
est and income. Love him, for 
ye cannot over-love him. Take 
up your house in Christ, let him 
dwell in you, and abide in him ; 
and then ye may look out of 
Christ, and laugh at the clay- 
heavens, that the sons of men are 
seeking after on this side of the 
u^ater. Christ mindeth to make 
your losses grace’s great advan- 
tage. Christ w r ill lose nothing 
of you ; nay, not even your sins, 
for he hath a use for them, as 
well as for your service; howbeit 
ye are to loathe yourself for them. 

I hope that ye fetch all the hea- 
ven ye have here in this life from 
that which is up above; and that 



LETTER CCXCIV. 


431 


your anchor is casten as high and 
deep as Christ ; oh, but it is far 
and many a mile to the bottom 
of his love! If I had known long 
since, as I do now, (though still, 
alas ! I am ignorant,) what was 
in Christ, I would not have been 
so late in starting to the gate to 
seek him. 

Oh, what can I do or say to 
Him who hath made the North 
render* me back again! A grave 
is no sure prison to him for the 
keeping of dry bones. Wo is 
me, that my foolish sorrow and 
unbelief, being on horseback, did 
ride so proudly and witlessly over 
my Lord’s providence : — but when 
my faith was asleep, Christ was 
awake; and now, when I am 
awake, I say, he did all things 
well. Oh, infinite wisdom ! Oh, 
incomparable loving- kindness ! 
Alas, that the heart I have is so 
little and worthless for such a 
L#rd as Christ is! Oh, what 
odds find the saints in hard trials, 
when they feel sap at their roots, 
betwixt them and sun-burned, 
withered professors! — crosses and 
storms cause them to cast their 
blooms and leaves. Poor world- 
lings, what will ye do, when the 
span-length of your forenoon’s 
laughter is ended, and when the 
weeping side of providence is 
turned to you ? 

I put ail the favours which ye 
have bestowed on my brother up- 
on Christ’s score, in whose books 
are many such counts, and who 
will requite them. I wish you to 
be builded more and more upon 
the stone laid in Zion, and then, 
ye shall be the more fit to have a 
hand in rebuilding our Lord’s 
fallen Tabernacle in this Land, 
in which ye shall find great peace 
when ye come to grips with death, 
the King of terrors. 

The God of peace be with your 
Ladyship ; and keep you blame- 


less till the day of our Lord Je- 
sus. Your Ladyship’s, at all 
obedience in his sweet Lord and 
Master, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s. 


LETTER CCXCIV. 

TO IIIS VERY DEAR FRIEND, JOHN 
FENWICK. 

Much Honoured, and Dear 
Friend , — G race , mercy , and peace 
be to you.— The necessary im- 
pediments of my calling have 
hitherto kept me from making a 
return to your letter, the heads 
wdiereof I shall now briefly an- 
swer : — 

As, 1. I approve of your going 
to the Fountain, when your own 
cistern is dry. A difference there 
must be betwixt Christ’s well and 
your borrow ed w ater ; and why 
but ye have need of emptiness and 
drying up as well as ye have need 
of the well? Want, and a hole 
there must be in our vessel, to 
leave room to Christ’s art. His 
well hath its own need of thirsty 
drinkers, to commend infinite love 
which from eternity did brew 
such a cellar of living waters for 
us. 

II. Ye commend his free love ; 
and it is well done! Oh, if I 
could help you, and if 1 could be 
master-convener, to gather an 
earth-full and an heaven-full of 
tongues, dipped and steeped in 
my Lord's well of love, or his 
wine of love, even tongues drunk- 
en with his love, to raise a song 
of praises to him, betwixt the 
east and west end, and furthest 
points of the broad heavens ! If 
l were in your case, (as, alas ! 
my dry and dead heart is not now 
in that garden,) l would borrow' 
leave to come and stand upon the 
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banks and coasts of that sea of 
love, and be a feasted soul, to 
see love’s fair tide, free love’s 
high and lofty waves, each of them 
higher than ten earths, flowing 
in upon pieces of lost clay. Oh, 
welcome, welcome, great sea ! 
Oh, if I had as much love for 
wideness and breadth, as twenty 
outmost shells and spheres of the 
Heaven of heavens, that 1 might 
receive in a little flood of his free 
love! Come, come, dear Friend, 
and be pained, that the King’s 
wine-cellar of free love, and his 
banqueting-house, — oh, so wide, 
so stately! oh, so God-like, so 
glory-like ! — should be so abun- 
dant, so overflowing, and your 
shallow vessel so little, to take in 
some part of that love. But 
since it cannot come into you, for 
want of room, enter yourself into 
this sea of love, and breathe un- 
der these waters, and die of love, 
and live as one dead and drowned 
of this love. 

III. But why do ye complain 
of waters going over your soul, 
and that the smoke of the terrors 
of a wrathful Lord doth almost 
suffocate you, and bring you to 
death’s brink ? I know that the 
fault is in your eyes, not in him. 
It is not the rock that fleeth and 
moveth, but the green sailor. If 
your sense and apprehension be 
made judge of his love, there is 
a graven image made presently, 
even a changed god, and a foe 
god, who was once — “ when ye 
washed your steps with butter, 
and the rock poured you out 
rivers of oil,” (Job xxix. 6,) — a 
Friend-God. Either now or ne- 
ver, let God work. Ye had ne- 
ver, since ye were a man, such a 
fair field for faith ; for a painted 
hell and an apprehension of wrath 
in your Father, is faith’s oppor- 
tunity to try what strength is in 
it, Now, give God as large a 


measure of charity as ye have of 
sorrow. Now, see faith to be 
faith indeed, if ye can make your 
grave betwixt Christ’s feet and 
say, “ Though he should slay me, 
l will trust in him ; his believed 
love shall be my winding-sheet, 
and all my grave-clothes ; I shall 
roll and sew in my soul, njv slain 
soul, in that web, his sweet and 
free love ; and let him write upon 
my grave, 1 Here lieth a believ- 
ing dead man, breathing out and 
making a hole in death’s broad- 
side, and the breath of faith com- 
eth forth through the hole.’” 
See now if ye can overcome and 
prevail with God, and wrestle 
God’s tempting to death quite 
out of breath, as that renowned 
wrestler did, (Hos. xii. 3,) “ And 
by his strength he had power with 
God (ver. 4.) “ yea, he had 
power over the angel and prevail- 
ed.” He is a strong man, in- 
deed, who overmatcheth Heaven’s 
Strength, and the Holy One of 
Israel, the Strong Lord : which 
is done by a secret supply of di- 
vine strength within, wherewith 
the weakest, being strengthened, 
overcome and conquer. It shall 
be great victory, to blow out the 
flame of that furnace ye are now 
in, with the breath of faith : and 
when Hell, men, malice, cruelty, 
falsehood, devils, the seeming 
glooms of a sweet Lord, meet 
you in the teeth, if ye then, as a 
captive of hope, as one fettered 
in hope’s prison, run to your 
stronghold, even from God gloom- 
ing, to God glooming, and be- 
lieve the salvation of the Lord 
in the dark, which is your only 
victory, — your enemies, that are 
but pieces of malicious clay, shall 
die as men, and be confounded. 
But, that your troubles are many 
at once, and arrows come in from 
all airths, from country, friends, 
wife, children, foes, estate, and 
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right-down from God who is the 
hope and stay of your soul, I 
confess is more, and very heavy 
to be borne : yet all these are not 
more than grace ; all these bits 
of coals casten into your sea of 
mercy, cannot dry it up. Your 
troubles are many and great ; yet 
not ar^ ounce- weight beyond the 
measure of infinite wisdom, 1 
hope, nor beyond the measure of 
grace that he is to bestow ; for 
our Lord never yet brake the 
back of his child nor spilled his 
own work. Nature’s plastering 
and counterfeit work he doth 
often break in shreds and putteth 
out a candle not lighted at the 
Sun of righteousness ; but he 
must cherish his own reeds, and 
handle them softly ; never a reed 
getteth a thrust with the Media- 
tor’s hand, to lay together the 
two ends of the reed. Oh, what 
bands and ligaments hath our 
Chirurgeon of broken spirits, to 
bind up all his lame and bruised 
ones with ! Cast your disjointed 
spirit into his lap ; and lay your 
burden upon One who is so wil- 
ling to take your cares and your 
fears off you, and to exchange 
and niffer your crosses, and to 
give you new for old, and gold 
for iron, — even to give you gar- 
ments of praise for the spirit of 
heaviness 

IV. It is true, in great part, 
what ye write of this Kirk, that 
the letter of religion only is re- 
formed, and scarce that. I do 
not believe our Lord will build 
his Zion in this Land, upon this 
skin of reformation. So long as 
our scum remaineth, and our 
heart-idols are keeped, this work 
must be at a stand ; and, there- 
fore, our Lord must yet sift this 
Land, and search us with can- 
dles ; and I know, that he will 
give and not sell us, his Kingdom. 
His grace, and our remaining 


guiltiness must be compared, and 
the one must be seen in the glory 
of it, and the other in the sinful- 
ness of it. But I desire to be- 
lieve, and would gladly hope to 
see, that the glancing and shining 
lustre of glory coming from the 
diamonds and stones set in the 
crown of our Lord Jesus, shall 
cast rays and beams many thou- 
sand miles about. I hope that 
Christ is upon a great marriage ; 
and that his wooing and suiting 
of his excellent bride doth take 
its beginning from us, the ends 
of the earth. Oh, what joy and 
what glory would I judge it, if 
my heaven should be suspended, 
till I might have leave to run on 
foot to be a witness of that mar- 
riage-glory, and see Christ put 
on the glory of his last married 
bride, and his last marriage-love 
on earth ; when he shall enlarge 
his love-bed, and set it upon the 
top of the mountains, and take 
in the Elder Sister, the Jews, and 
the fulness of the Gentiles ! It 
were Heaven’s honour and glory 
upon earth, to be his lackey, to 
run at his horse’s foot, and hold 
up the train of his marriage-robe 
royal, in the day of our high and 
royal Solomon’s espousals. But, 
oh, what glory to have a seat or 
bed in the chariot of King Jesus, 
that is bottomed with gold, and 
paved, and lined over, and floor- 
ed within with love, for the 
laughters of Jerusalem ! (Cant, 
iii. 10.) To lie upon such a 
King’s love, were a bed next to 
the Flower of Heaven’s glory. 

V. I am sorry to hear you 
speak in your letter, of a 44 God 
angry at you,” and of 44 the 
sense of his indignation, which 
only ariseth from suffering for 
Jesus” — all that is now come 
upon you. Indeed, 44 apprehen- 
ded wrath” flameth out of such 
ashes as 44 apprehended sin,” but 
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not from 44 suffering for Christ.” 
But, suppose ye were in Hell, 
for by-gones and for old debt — 
I hope ye owe Christ a great sum 
of charity, to believe the sweet- 
ness of his love. I know what it 
is to sin in that kind. It is to 
sin out, if it were possible, the 
unchangeableness of a Godhead 
out of Christ, and to sin away 
a lovely and unchangeable God. 
Put more honest apprehensions 
upon Christ. Put on his own 
mask upon his face, and not your 
vail made of unbelief, which 
speaketh as if he borrowed love to 
you from you and your demerits 
and sinful deservings. Oh, no ! 
Christ is man, hut he is not like 
man. He hath man’s love 
Heaven, but it is lustred with 
God’s love, and it is very God’s 
love ye have to do with — when 
your wheels go about, he standcth 
still. Let God be God, and be 
ye a man, and have ye the de- 
serving of man, and the sin of 
one, who hath suffered your Well- 
beloved to slip away ; nay, hath 
refused him entrance, when he 
was knocking, till his head and 
locks were frozen : yet, what is 
that to him ? His book keepeth 
your name, and is not printed, 
and re-printed, and changed, and 
corrected. And why, but he 
should go to his place and hide 
himself? Howbeit his departure 
be his own good work, yet the 
belief of it, in that manner, is 
your sin. But wait on till he 
return with salvation, and cause 
you to rejoice in the latter end. 
Jt is not much to complain ; but 
rather believe than complain, 
and sit in the dust, and close 
your mouth, till he make your 
sown light grow again ; for your 
afflictions are not eternal, time 
will end them, and so shall ye at 
length see the Lord’s salvation. 
His love sleepeth not, but is still 


working for you. His salvation 
will not tarry nor linger ; and 
suffering for him is the noblest 
cross that is out of Heaven. 
Your Lord hath the wale and 
choice of ten thousand other 
crosses, beside this, to exercise 
you withal : but his wisdom and 
his love waled and chooied out 
this for you, beside them all : and 
! take it as a choice one, a®d make 
use of it, so as ye look to this 
world as your stepmother, in 
your borrowed prison. For it is 
a love-look to Heaven, and the 
other side of the water, that God 
seeketh ; and this is the fruit, 
the flower and bloom growing 
out of your cross, that ye be 
dead man to time, to clay, to 
gold, to country, to friends, wife, 
children, and all pieces of created 
nothings ; for in them there is 
not a seat nor bottom for soul’s 
love. Oh, what room is for 
your love, (if it were as broad as 
the sea,) up in Heaven, and in 
God ! And what would not 
Christ give for your love ? God 
gave so much for your soul ; and 
blessed are ye if ye have a love 
for him, and can call in your 
soul’s love from all idols, and can 
God of God, a God of 
Christ, and draw a line betwixt 
your heart and him. If your 
deliverance come not, Christ’s 
presence and his believed love, 
must stand as caution and surety 
for your deliverance, till your 
Lord send it in his blessed time. 
For Christ hath many salvations, 
if we could see them ; and I 
would think it better-born com- 
fort and joy, that cometh from 
the faith of deliverance, and the 
faith of his love, than that which 
cometh from deliverance itself. 
It is not much matter, if ye find 
ease to your afflicted soul, what 
be the means, either of your own 
wishing or of God’s choosing-— 
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the latter, I am sure, is best, and | 
the comforts strongest and sweet- 
est. Let the Lord absolutely I 
have the ordering of your evils 
and troubles, and put them off 
you, by recommending your cross 
and your furnace to Him who 
hath skill to melt his own metal, 
and knoweth well what to do 
with furnace. Let your heart 
be willing that God’s fire have 
your tiff, and brass, and dross. 
To consent to want corruption, 
is a greater mercy than many 
professors do well know ; and to 
refer the manner of God’s physic 
to his own wisdom, whether it be 
by drawing blood, or giving sugar- 
ed drinks. That he curcth sick 
folks without pain, it is a great 
point of faith ; and to believe 
Christ's cross to be a friend, as 
he himself is a Friend, is also a 
special act of faith. But when 
ye are over the water, this case 
shall be a yesterday past a hun- 
dred years ere ve were born : 
and the cup of glory shall wash 
the memory of all this away, and 
make it as nothing. Only now 
take Christ in with you under 
your yoke, and let patience have 
her perfect work ; for this haste, 
is your infirmity. The Lord is 
rising up to do you good in the 
latter-end ; put on the faith of 
his salvation, and see him posting 
and hasting towards you. 

Sir, my employments being so 
great, hinder me to w rite at more 
length ; excuse me ; I hope to 
be mindful of you. 1 shall be 
obliged to you, if ye help me 
with your prayers for this people, 
this College, and my own poor 
soul. 

Grace be with you. Remem- 
ber my love to your wife. Yours, 
in Christ Jesus, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, Feb. 13, 1640. 


LETTER CCXCV. 

TO THE MUCH HONOURED PETER 
STIRLING. 

Much Honoured, and Worthy 
Sir, — I received yours, and can- 
not but be ashamed that mis- 
taking love hath brought me into 
court and account in the heart 
of God’s children, especially of 
another nation. I should not 
make a lie of the grace of God, 
if I should think I have little 
share of it myself. Oh, how 
| much better were it for me, to 
| stand in the counting-table of 
many for a halfpenny, and to be 
esteemed a liker, rather than a 
lover of Christ ! If I were 
weighed, vanity would bear down 
the scale, as having weight in the 
balance above me, except my 
lovely Saviour should cast in be- 
side me some of his borrowed 
worth. And, oh, if 1 were 
writing now sincerely in this ex- 
tenuation, which may be, and l 
fear is, subtile and cozening pride ! 

1 would I could love something 
of Heaven’s worth, in you and 
all of your metal. Oh, how 
happy were I, if I could regain 
and conquer back from the crea- 
ture my sold and lost love, that 
1 might lay it upon Heaven’s 
Jewel, that ever, ever blooming 
Flower of the highest garden, even 
my soul-redeeming and never- 
enough-prized Lord Jesus! Oh, 
that he would wash my love, and 
put it on the Mediator’s wheel, 
and refine it from its dross and 
tin, that I might propine and 
gift that Lord, so love- worthy, 
with all my love! Oh, if I could 
set a lease of thousands of years, 
and a suspension of my part 
of Heaven’s glory, and frist till a 
long day, my desired salvation, 
so being that I could, in this 
lower kitchen and under-vault of 
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his creation, be feasted with his 
love, and that I might be a foot- 
stool to his glory, before men 
and angels! Oh, if he would 
let out Heaven’s fountain upon 
withered me, dry and sapless me! 
If I were but sick of love for his 
love, — and oh, how would that 
sickness delight me! — how sweet 
should that easing and refreshing 
pain be to my soul ! 

I shall be glad to be a witness 
to behold the kingdoms of the 
world become Christ’s. 1 could 
stay out of Heaven many years, 
to see that victorious, triumphing 
Lord act that prophesied part of 
his soul-conquering love, in tak- 
ing into his kingdom the Greater 
Sister, that Kirk of the Jews, 
who, sometimes , courted our W ell- 
beloved for her little sister , ((’ant. 
viii. 8 ;) to behold him set up as 
an ensign and banner of love, to 
the ends of the world. And tru- 
ly, we are to believe that his 
wrath is ripe for the Land of 
graven images, and for the fal- 
ling of that millstone into the 
midst of the sea. 

Grace be with you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, March 6, 1G40. 


LETTER CCXCVI. 

TO THE LADY FINC.ASK. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you. — Though not 
acquainted, yet, at the desire of 
a Christian, I make bold to write 
a line or two unto you by way of 
counsel — howbeit I be most unfit 
for that. 

I hear, and I bless the Father 
of lights for it, that ye have a 
spirit set to seek God, and that 
the posture of your heart is to 
look heavenward, which is a 


work and cast of the Mediator 
Christ’s right-hand, who putteth 
on the heart a new frame ; for 
the which I would have your La- 
dyship, to see a tie and bond of 
obedience laid upon you, that all 
may be done, not so much from 
obligation of law, as from the tie 
of free love ; that the law^f ran- 
som-paying by Christ may be the 
chief ground of all yoi^ obe- 
dience, seeing that ye are not un- 
der the Law, but under grace. 
Withal, know that unbelief is a 
spiritual sin, and so not seen by 
nature’s light; and that all which 
conscience saith is not scripture. 
Suppose that your heart bear 
witness against you, for sins done 
long ago : yet, because many 
have pardon with God, that have 
not peace with themselves, ye are 
to stand and fall by Christ’s es- 
teem and verdict of you, and not 
by that which your heart saith. 
Suppose it may, by accident, be 
a good sign, to be jealous of your 
heavenly Husband’s love, yet it 
is a sinful sign — as there be some 
nippy sins, (if I may speak so,) 
not of themselves, but because 
they are neighboured with faith 
and love. And so, worthy Lady, 
1 would have you to hold by this, 
that the ancient love of an old 
husband standeth firm and sure ; 
and let faith hing by this small 
thread, that he loved you before 
he laid the corner-stone of the 
world ; and, therefore, he can- 
not change his mind, because he 
is God and resteth in his love. 
Neither is sin in you a good rea- 
son, wherefore ye should doubt 
of him, or think, because sin hath 
put you in the courtesy and re- 
verence of justice, that, there- 
fore, he is wroth with you ; nei- 
ther is it presumption in you to 
lay the burden of your salvation 
on One mighty to save ; so being 
that ye lav aside all confidence in 
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yourself, your worth and righte- 
ousness. True faith is humble, 
and seeth no way to escape but 
only in Christ. And 1 believe 
that ye have put an esteem and 
high price upon Christ; and they 
cannot but believe, and so be 
saved, who love Christ, and to 
whom he is precious ; for the 
love of Christ hath chosen Christ 
as a Lover ; and it were not like 
God, if ye should choose him as 
your liking, and he not choose 
you again ; nay, he hath prevent- 
ed you in that ; for ye have not 
chosen him, but he hath chosen 
you. 

Oh, consider his loveliness and 
beauty, and that there is nothing 
which can commend and make 
fair Heaven or earth, or the 
creature, that is not in him, in 
infinite perfection ; for fair sun 
and fair moon are black, and 
think shame to shine before his 
fairness, (Isa. xxiv. 23.) Base 
heavens, and excellent Jesus ; 
weak angels, and strong and 
mighty Jesus ; foolish angel-wis- 
dom, and only wise Jesus ; short- 
living creature, and long-living 
and ever-living Ancient of days ; 
miserable, and sickly, and wretch- 
ed are those things that are within 
time’s circle, and only, only bles- 
sed Jesus ! If ye can wind-in 
into his love, (and he giveth you 
leave to love him, and allurements 
also,) — what a second heaven’s 
paradise, a young heaven’s glory 
is it to be hot and burned with 
fevers of love-sickness for him ? 
And the more your Ladyship 
drink of this love, there is the 
more room, and the greater de- 
light and desire for this love. Be 
homely, and hunger for a feast 
and fill of his love ; for that is 
the borders and march of Heaven 
Nothing hath a nearer resem- 
blance to the colour and hue and 
lustre of Heaven than Chris 


oved, and to breathe out love- 
words, and love-sighs for him. 
Remember what he is. When 
wenty thousand millions of Hea- 
ven’s lovers have worn their 
hearts threadbare of love, all is 
nothing, yea, less than nothing, 
to his matchless worth and ex- 
jellencyl Oh, so broad and so 
Jeep as the sea of his desirable 
loveliness is ! Glorified spirits, 
triumphing angels, the crowned 
and exalted lovers of Heaven, 
stand without his loveliness, and 
cannot put a circle on it. Oh, 
if sin and time were from betwixt 
us and that royal King’s love, that 
high Majesty, eternity’s Bloom, 
and Flower of high lustred beau- 
ty, might shine upon pieces of 
created spirits, and might bedew 
and overflow us, who are portions 
of endless misery, and lumps of 
redeemed sin. 

Alas ! what do 1 ? I but spill 
and lose words in speaking highly 
of Him who will bide and be 
above the music and songs of 
Heaven, and never be enough 
praised by us all ; to whose 
boundless and bottomless love I 
recommend your Ladyship, and 
am, your Ladyship’s, in Christ 
Jesus, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, March 27, lb‘40. 


LETTER CCXCVII. 

TO HIS REVEREND, AND DEAR 
BROTHER, MR. DAVID DICKSON. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— Ye look like the house whereof 
ye are a branch ; the cross is a 
part of the life-rent, that lieth to 
all the sons of the house. I de- 
sire to suffer with you, if I could 
take a lift of your house-trial off 
you ; but ye have preached it ere 
I knew anything of God. Your 
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Lord may gather his roses, and 
shake his apples, at what season 
of the year he pleaseth. Each 
husbandman cannot make harvest 
when he pleaseth, as he can do. 
Ye are taught to know and adore 
his sovereignty, which he exercis- 
eth over you, which yet is lustred 
with mercy. The child hath but 
changed a bed in the garden, and 
is planted up higher, nearer the 
sun, where he shall thrive bet- 
ter than in this out-field muir- 
ground. Ye must think your 
Lord would not want him one 
hour longer ; and since the date of 
your lone of him was expired, (as 
it is, if ye read the lease,) let him 
have his own with gain, as good 
reason were. I read on it an 
exaltation and a richer measure 
of grace, as the sweet fruit of 
your cross ; and I am bold to 
say, that that college where your 
Master hath set you now, shall 
find it. 

1 am content that Christ is so 
homely with my dear Brother, ; 
David Dickson, as to borrow and j 
lend, and take and give with him ; 
and ye know what are called the 
visitations of such a friend — it is 
come to the house, and be homely 
with what is yours. I persuade 
myself, upon his credit, that he 
hath left drink-monev, and that 
he hath made the house the better 
of him. I envy not his waking 
love, who saw that this water was 
to be passed through, and that 
now the number of crosses lying 
in our way to glory are fewer by 
one than when I saw you. They 
must decrease. It is better than 
any ancient or modern commen- 
tary on your text, that ye preach 
upon in Glasgow. Read and 
spell right, for he knoweth what 
he doeth. He is only lopping and 
snedding a fruitful tree, that it 
may be more fruitful. I congra- 
tulate heartily with you his new 
welcome to your new charge. 


Dearest Brother, go on, and 
faint not. Something of yours is 
in Heaven, beside the flesh of 
your exalted Saviour ; and ye go 
on after your own. Time’s thread 
is shorter by one inch than it was. 
An oath is sworn, and past the 
seals, whether afflictions will or 
not, ye must grow and sw^ll out 
of your shell, and live, and tri- 
umph, and reign, and be more 
than a conqueror. For your 
Captain, who leadeth you on, is 
more than Conqueror, and he 
inaketh you partaker of his con- 
quest and victory. Did not love 
to you compel me, I would not 
fetch water to the well, and speak 
to one who knoweth better than 
1 can do what God is doing with 
him. 

Remember my love to your 
wife, to Mr. John, and all friends 
there. Let ns be helped by your 
prayers, for 1 cease not to make 
mention of you to the Lord, as I 
can. 

Grace be with you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, May 28 , 1640. 


LETTER CCXCVIII. 

TO MY LADY TiO YD. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — Impute it not 
to a disrespective forgetfulness of 
your Ladyship, who ministered 
to me in my bonds, that 1 write 
not to you. 

I wish that I could speak or 
write what might do good to your 
Ladyship ; especially now, when 
I think we cannot but have deep 
thoughts of the deep and bottom- 
less ways of our Lord, in taking 
away, with a sudden and wonder- 
ful stroke, your brethren and 
friends. Ye may know, that all 
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who die for sin, die not in sin : 
and that “none can teach the 
Almighty knowledge.” He an- 
swereth none of our courts, and 
no man can say, “ What doest 
thou ?” It is true that # your 
brethren saw not many summers, 
but adore and fear the sovereignty 
of thjj great Potter, who maketh 
and marreth his clay-vessels, when 
and how it pleaseth him. 

The under-garden is absolutely 
his own, and all that groweth in 
it. His absolute liberty is law- 
biding. The flowers are his own . 
If some be but summer-apples, 
he may pluck them down before 
others. Oh, what wisdom is it 
to believe, and not to dispute ; to 
subject the thoughts to his court, 
and not to repine at any act of 
his justice ? He hath done it, all 
flesh be silent! It is impossible 
to be submissive and religiously 
patient, if ye stay your thoughts 
down among the confused roll- 
ings and w'heels of second causes : 
as, “ Oh, the place !” “ Oh, the 
time.!” “ Oh, if this had been, 
this had not followed P “ Oh, 
the linking of this accident with 
this time and place !” Look up 
to the master-motion and the first 
wheel. See and read the decree 
of Heaven and the Creator of 
man, who breweth death to his 
children and the manner of it. 
And they see far into a mill- 
stone, and have eyes that make a 
hole to see through the one side 
of a mountain to the other, who 
can take up his ways. “ How 
unsearchable are his judgments, 
and his ways past finding out!” 
His providence halteth not, but 
goeth with even and equal legs ; 
yet are they not the greatest sin- 
ners upon whom the tower of 
Siloam fell. Was not time’s lease 
expired, and the sand of Heaven’s 
Band-glass, set by our Lord, run 
out? Is not he an unjust debtor 


who payeth due debt with chid- 
ing ? I believe, Christian Lady, 
your faith leaveth that much cha- 
rity to our Lord’s judgments as 
to believe, howbeit ye be in blood 
sib to that cross, that yet ye are 
exempted and freed from the gall 
and wrath that is in it. I dare 
not deny but, (Job xviii. 15,) 
“ the King of terrors dwelleth in 
the wicked man’s tabernacle : 
brimstone shall be scattered on 
his habitation;” yet, Madam, it 
is safe for you to live upon the 
faith of His love whose arrows 
are over-watered and pointed 
with love and mercy to his own, 
and who knoweth how to take 
you and yours out of the roll and 
book of the dead. Our Lord 
hath not the eyes of flesh in dis- 
tributing wrath to the thousandth 
generation without exception. 
Seeing ye are not under the Law, 
but under grace, and married to 
another Husband ; wrath is not 
the court that you are liable to. 

As I would not wish, neither 
do I believe, that your Ladyship 
doth despise, so neither taint. 
Read and spell aright all the 
words and syllables in the visita- 
tion, and miscall neither letter 
nor syllable in it. Come along 
with the Lord, and see, and lay 
no more weight upon the Law 
than your Christ hath laid upon 
it. If the Law’s bill get an ans- 
wer from Christ, the curses of it 
can do more. And I hope you 
have resolved, that, if he should 
grind you to powder, your dust 
and powder will believe his salva- 
tion. 

And who can tell what thoughts 
of love and peace our Lord hath 
to your children? I trust he will 
make them famous in executing 
the written judgments upon the 
enemies of the Lord: “ this ho- 
nour have all the saints,” (Psal. 
cxlix. 9 ;) and that they shall 
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bear stones on their shoulders for 
building that fair city, that is call- 
ed, (Ezek. xlviii. 35,) “ The 
Lord is there.” And happy shall 
they be who have a hand in the 
sacking of Babel, and come out 
in the year of vengeance, for the 
controversy of Zion against the 
Land of graven images. There- 
fore, Madam, let the Lord make 
out of your Father’s house any 
work, even of judgment, that h 
pleaseth. What is wrath to 
others, is mercy to you and your 
house. It is froth’s work to claim 
and challenge loving-kindness out 
of all the roughest strokes of God. 
Do that for the Lord which ye 
will do for time ; time will calm 
your heart at that which God 
hath done, and let our Lord have 
it now. What love ye did bear 
to friends now dead, seeing the} 
stand now in no need of it, let it 
fall as just legacy to Christ. 
Oh, how sweet to put out many 
strange lovers, and to put in 
Christ! It is much for our half- 
slain affections to part with that 
which we believe we have right 
unto: but the servant's will should 
be our will, and he is the best 
servant who retaineth least of his 
own will, and most of his Master’s. 

That much wisdom must he as- 
cribed to our Lord, that he know- 
eth how to lead his own in-through 
and out-through the little tune- 
hells, and the pieces of time-dur- 
ing wraths in this life ; and yet 
keep safe his love without any 
blur upon the old and great seal 
of free election. And, seeing his 
mountains of brass, the mighty 
and strong decrees of free grace 
in Christ, stand sure, and the 
covenant standeth fast for ever as 
the days of Heaven, let him strike 
and nurture. His striking must 
be a very act of saving ; seeing 
strokes upon his secret ones come 
from the soft and heavenly hand 


of the Mediator, and his rods are 
steeped and watered in that flood 
and river of love that cometh 
from the God-man’s heart of our 
soul-loving and soul-redeeming 
Jesus. 

I fiope that ye are content to 
frist the cautioner of mankind 
his own conquest, Heaveji, till 
he pay it to you, and bring you 
to a state of glory, where he will 
never crook a tinger upon, nor 
| lift a hand to you again. And 
be content, and withal greedily 
covetous of grace, the interest 
and pledge of glory. If 1 did 
not believe your crop to be on 
the ground, and your part of that 
Heaven of the saint s' heaven, 
white and ruddy, fair, fair, and 
beautiful Jesus uere come to the 
bloom and the flower, and near 
your hook, I would not write 
this. But seeing time’s thread 
is short, and ye are upon the 
entry of Heaven’s harvest, and 
Christ, the field of Heaven’s 
irlorv, is white and ripe-like, the 
losses that I wrote of to your 
Ladyship are but summer-show- 
ers, that will only vet your gar- 
ments for an hour or two, and 
the sun of the New Jerusalem 
shall quickly dry the wet coat — 
especially, seeing rains of afflic- 
tion cannot stain the image of 
God, or cause grace to cast colour. 
And, since ye will not alter upon 
Him who will not change upon 
you, I durst, in my weakness, 
think myself no spiritual seer, if 
l should not prophesy that day- 
light is near, when such a morn- 
ing-darkness is upon you ; and 
that this trial of your Christian 
mind towards Him whom you 
dare not leave, howbeit he should 
slay you, shall close with a doubled 
mercy. It is time for faith to 
hold fast as much of Christ as 
ever ye had, and to make the 
grip stronger, and to cleave closer 
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to him ; seeing Christ loveth to 
be believed in, and trusted to. 
The glory of laying strength up- 
on one that is mighty to save, is 
more than we can think. That 
piece of service, believing in a 
smiting Redeemer, is a precious 
part of obedience. Oh, what 
glory,to him, to lay over the bur- 
den of our Heaven upon Him 
that purchased for us an eternal 
Kingdom ! Oh, blessed soul, 
who can adore and kiss his lovely 
free grace. 

The rich grace of Christ be 
with your spirit. Yours, at all 
obedience in Christ Jesus, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, Oct. 15, 1040. 


LETTER CCXCIX. 

TO AGNES MACMATn. 

Dear Sister, — If cur Lord 
hath taken away your child, your 
lease of him is expired ; and see- 
ing that Christ would want him 
no longer, it is your part to hold 
your peace, and worship and 
adore the sovereignty and liberty 
that the Potter hath over the 
clay, and pieces of elay-nothing>, 
that he gave life unto. And 
what is man, to call and summon 
the Almighty to his lower court 
down here? u for he giveth ac- 
count of none of bis doings.” 
And if ye will take a loan of a 
child, and give him back again 
to our Lord, laughing, as hE 
borrowed goods should return to 
him ; believe that he is not gone 
away, but sent before ; and that 
the change of the country should 
make you think, that he is not 
lost to you, who is found to 
Christ ; and that he is now be- 
fore you ; and that the dead in 
Christ shall be raised again. A 
going-down star is not annihilate, 


hut shall appear again. If he 
hath casten his bloom and flower, 
the bloom is fallen in Heaven, 
nto Christ’s lap. And as he 
was lent a while to time, so is he 
given now’ to eternity, which 
will take yourself. And the dif- 
ference of your shipping and his 
ro Heaven and Christ’s shore, 
the Land of life, is only in some 
few years, which wcarelh every 
lay shorter, and some short and 
soon-reckoned summers will give 
you a meeting with him. Rut 
what, with him? nay, with better 
nmpany, with the Chief and 
Leader of the heavenly troops, 
hat are riding on white horses, 
•that are triumphing in glory. 

If death were a sleep that had 
no wakening, we might sorrow: 
but our Husband shall quickly be 
at the bed-sides of all that lie 
sleeping in the grave, and shall 
aEe their mortal bodies. Christ 
w r as deaths Cautioner, who gave 
ns word to come and loose all 
be clay-pawns, and set them at 
bis ow n right-band ; and our 
Cautioner, Christ, bath an act 
>f law-surety upon death to ren- 
der back his captives. And that 
Lord Jesus, who knovveth the 
turnings and windings that are 
in that black trance of death, 
h it h numbered all the steps of 
the stair up to Heaven. He 
knoweth how long the turnpike 
s, or how many pair of stairs 
ligh it is : Lor he ascended that 
way himself, (Rev. i. 18,) “ I was 
[lead, and am alive.’* And now 
he liveth at the right-hand of 
God, and his garments have not 
so much as a smell of death. 

Your afflictions smell of the 
children’s case. The bairns of 
the house are so nurtured: and 
suffering is no new life, it is but 
the rent of the son’s ; bastards 
have not so much of the rent. 
Take kindly and heartsomely with 
u 2 
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His cross who never yet slew a 
child with the cross. He brew- 
eth your cup : therefore, drink it 
patiently, and with the better 
will. Stay and wait on till Christ 
loose the knot that fasteneth his 
cross on your back ; for he is 
coming* to deliver. And I pra t 
you, Sister, learn to be worthy 
of his pains, who correcteth 
and let him wring, and be ye 
washen ; for He hath a father’s 
heart and a father’s hand, who is 
training you up, and making you 
meet for the high hall. This 
school of suffering is a prepara 
tion for the King’s higher house ; 
and let all your visitations speak 
all the letters of your Lord’s 
summons. They cry — 1. 44 O 
vain world!” 2. “ 0 bitter sin!’ 

3. 44 O short and uncertain time!' 

4. 44 O fair eternity, that is above 

sickness and death !” 5. 44 O 

kingly and princely Bridegroom, 
hasten glory’s marriage, shorten 
time’s short-spun and soon broken 
thread, and conquer sin !” 6. 

44 O happy and blessed death, 
that golden bridge laid over by 
Christ my Lord, between time’s 
clay-banks and Heaven’s shore !’* 
And the Spirit and the Bride 
say, 44 Come!” and answer ye 
with them, 44 Even so, come, 
Lord Jesus ! Come quickly !” 

Grace be with you. Your 
Brother, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. II. 

St. Andrew’s, Oct. 15, 1640. 


LETTER CCC. 

TO MR. MATTHEW MOWAT. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— What am I to answer you ? 
Alas! my books are all bare, and 
shew me little of God. I would 
fain go beyond books into his 


house-of-love, to himself. Dear 
Brother, neither ye nor I are 
parties worthy of his love or 
knowledge. Ah ! how hath sin 
bemisted and blinded us, that we 
cannot see him? But for my 
poor self, I am pained and like 
to burst, because he will not take 
down the wall, and fetch hjs un- 
created beauty, and bring his 
matchless, white, and ruddy face 
out of Heaven once-errantJ, that 
I may have Heaven meeting me 
ere I go to it, in such a wonder- 
ful sight. Ye know that majesty 
and love do humble, because 
homely love to sinners dwell- 
eth in him with majesty. Ye 
should give him all his own 
court-styles, his high and Heaven- 
names. What am I, to shape 
conceptions of my highest Lord ? 
How broad, and how high, and 
how deep he is, above and be- 
yond what these conceptions are, 
I cannot tell ? but for my own 
weak practice, (which, alas! can 
be no rule to one so deep in love- 
sickness with Christ as ye are,) 
I would fain add to my thoughts 
and esteem of him, and make 
him more high, and would wish 
a heart and love ten thousand 
times wider than the utmost 
circle and curtain that goeth 
about the Heaven of heavens, to 
entertain him in that heart, and 
with that love. But that which 
is your pain, my dear Brother, 
is mine also. I am confounded 
with the thoughts,, of him. I 
know that God is casten, (if I 
may speak so,) in a sweet mould, 
and lovely image, in the person 
of that Heaven’s Jewel, the Man, 
Christ ; and that the steps of 
hat steep ascent and stair to the 
Godhead is the flesh of Christ, 
the New and Living Way : and 
there is footing for faith in that 
curious Ark of the humanity ; 
herein dwelleth the Godhead, 
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married upon our humanity. I 
would be in Heaven, suppose I 
had not another errand, than to 
see that dainty golden Ark, and 
God personally looking out at 
ears and eyes and a body, such 
as we sinners have, that I might 
wear my sinful mouth in kisses 
on tym for evermore ; and I 
know, all the Three blessed Per- 
sons jyould be well pleased that 
my piece of faint and created 
love should first coast upon the 
Man, Christ. I should see them 
all through him. 

I am called from writing by 
my great employments in this 
Town, and have said nothing. 
But what can I say of Him ? 
Let us go and see. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

St. Andre w’s, 1640. 


LETTER CCCI. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to your Ladyship. — 1 
am heartily sorry that your Lady- 
ship is deprived of such a hus- 
band, and the Lord’s Kirk of so 
active and faithful a friend. I 
know your Ladyship long ago 
made acquaintance with that, 
wherein Christ will have you to 
be joined in a fellowship with 
himself, even with his own cross; 
and hath taught you to stay your 
soul upon the Lord’s good-will, 
who giveth not account of his 
matters to any of us. When he 
hath led you through this water 
that was in your way to glory, 
there are fewer behind : and his 
order in dismissing us, and send- 
ing us out of the market, one 
before another, is to be rever- 
enced. One year’s time of Hea- 
ven shall swallow up all sor- 


rows, even beyond all comparison. 
What then will not a duration of 
blessedness so long as God shall 
live, fully and abundantly recom- 
pense? It is good that our Lord 
hath given a Debtor, obliged by 
gracious promises, for more in 
eternity than time can take from 
you. And I believe that your 
Ladyship hath been now many 
years advising and thinking what 
that glory will be, which is abid- 
ing the pilgrims and strangers 
on the earth, when they come 
home, and which we may think 
of, love, and thirst for, but we 
cannot comprehend it nor con- 
ceive of it as it is, far less can 
we over-think or over-love it. 
Oh, so long a Chapter, or rather, 
so long a Volume as Christ is, in 
that Divinity of Glory ! There 
is no more of him let down now, 
to be seen and enjoyed by his 
children, than as much as may 
feed hunger in this life, but not 
satisfy it. Your Ladyship is a 
debtor to the Son of God’s cross, 
that is wearing out love and af- 
fiance in the creature, out of 
your heaH by degrees; or rather 
the obligation standeth to His 
free grace who careth for your 
Ladyship in this gracious dispen- 
sation ; and who is preparing 
and making ready the garments 
of salvation for you ; and who 
callcth you with a new name, 
that the mouth of the Lord hath 
named ; and purposeth to make 
you a crown of glory, and a 
royal diadem in the hand of your 
God, (Isa. lxii. 2, 3.) Ye are 
obliged to frist him more than 
one heaven ; and yet he craveth 
not a long day ; it is fast coining, 
and is sure payment. Though 
ye gave no hire for him, yet hath 
he given a great price and ran- 
som for you : and if the bargain 
were to make again, Christ would 
give no less for you, than what 
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he hath already given — he is far 
from ruing. I shall wish you no 
more, till time be gone out of 
the way, than the earnest of that 
which he hath purchased and 
prepared for you ; which can 
never be fully preached, written, 
or thought of, since it hath not 
entered into the heart to consider 
it. 

So, recommending your Lady- 
ship to the rich grace of our 
Lord Jesus, I am, and rest, your 
Ladyship’s, at all respective ob- 
servance in Christ Jesus, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s. 

LETTER CCCII. 

FOR THE RIGHT HONORABLE, MV 
LADY BOYD. 

Madam, — I doubt not but the 
debt of many more than ordinary 
favours to this Land, layeth guil- 
tiness upon this Nation. The 
Lord hath put us in his boohs as 
a favoured people, in the sight of 
the nations *, but we pay not to 
him the rent of the vineyard : and 
we might have had a gospel at an 
easier rate than this Gospel ; but 
it would have had but as much 
life as ink and paper have. We 
stand obliged to him, who hath 
in a manner forced his love on 
us, and would but love us against 
our will. 

Anent read prayers, Madam, 
I could never see precept, pro- 
mise, or practice for them in 
God’s word. Our Church never 
allowed them, but men took them 
up at their own choice. The 
word of God maketh reading, 
(l Tim. iv. 13,) and praying, (1 
Thess. v. IT,) two different wor- 
ships. In reading, God speaketh 
to us, (2 Kings xxii. 10, 11 ;) in 1 
praying, we speak to God, (Psal. 
xxii. 2, and xxviii. 1.) I had 
never faith to think well of them. 


In my weak judgment, it were 
good if they were out of the ser- 
vice of God. I cannot think 
them a fruit or effect of the Spirit 
of adoption, seeing the user can- 
not say of such prayers, “ Let 
the words of my mouth, and the 
meditations of my heart be ac- 
ceptable in thy sight, O JL<ord, 
my strength and my Redeemer 
which the servants of God ought 
to say of their prayers, (Psal. 
xix. 14.) For such prayers are 
meditations set down in paper 
and ink, and cannot be his heart- 
meditations who useth them : the 
saints never used them, and God 
never commanded them : and a 
promise to hear any prayers, ex- 
cept the pouring out of the soul 
to God, we can never read. 

As for separation from a wor- 
ship for some errors of a church 
— the independency of single con- 
gregations, a church of visible 
saints, and other tenets of Brown- 
ists, they are contrary to God’s 
word. I have a treatise at the 
press at London, against these 
conceits, as things which want 
God’s word to warrant them. 
The Lord lay it not to their 
charge, who depart from the Co- 
venant of God with this Land, to 
follow' such lying vanities. 

1 did see lately your daughter, 
the Lady Ardross. The Lord 
hath given her a child and deli- 
verance. 

Now, recommending your La- 
dyship to the rich grace of Christ, 

I rest, Yours, at all respective 
observance in Christ, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s. 


LETTER CCCIII. 

TO JAMES 

My very Dear, and Worthy 
Sister, — You are truly blessed in 
he Lord, however a sour world 
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gloom and frown on you, if ye 
continue in the faith settled and 
grounded, and be not moved away 
from the hope of the Gospel. 
It is good that there is a heaven, 
and it is not a night-dream and a 
fancy: — it is a wonder that men 
deny not that there is a heaven, 
as they deny there is any way to 
it, but of men’s making. You 
have learned of Christ that there 
is a h*eaven ; contend for it, and 
for Christ : hear well and sub- 
missively the hard thrust of this 
step-mother world, which God 
will not have to be yours. 1 
confess it is hard, and would to 
God I were able to lighten you 
of your burder. ; but believe me, 
this world, whi di the Lord will 
not have to be yours, is but the 
dross, refuse, a:.d scum of God’s 
creation, the portion of the Lord’s 
poor hired servants, the move- 
ables, not the heritage ; a hard 
bone cast to the dogs, holden out 
of the New Jerusalem, where- 
upon they rat ler break their 
teeth, than sati' fy their appetite. 
It is your fatlk^’s blessing, and 
Christ’s birthrk nt, that our Lord 
is keeping for y u ; and persuadi 
yourself also that, (if it be good 
for them and you,) your seed also 
shall inherit the earth ; for that 
is promised to them, and God's- 
bond is as good as if he would 
give every one of them a bond 
for thousand tl ousands. Ere ye 
were born, crosses in number 
measure, and weight, were writ- 
ten for you ; and your Lord wih 
lead you through them. Make 
Christ sure, and the world, and 
the blessings of the earth shall b< 
at Christ’s back and heck. I se< 
many professors for the fashion 
professors of glass ; I wouh 
make a little knock of persecution 
ding them in twenty pieces, an 
the world would laugh at the 
shreds : therefore, make fas 


work ; see that Christ be the 
ground-stone of your profession : 
he sore wind and rain will not 
wash away this building ; this 
work hath no less date than to 
tand for evermore. I should 
wenty times have perished in my 
affliction, if I had not laid ray 
weak back and pressing burden 
both upon the Stone, the Corner- 
stone laid in Zion. I am not 
twice fain, (as the proverb is,) 
but once and for ever, of this 
Stone. Now the God of peace 
stablish you to the day of the 
appearance of Jesus Christ. 

Yours, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s. 


LETTER CCCIV. 

FOR THE RIGHT HONORABLE LADY, 
MY LADY KENMDRE. 

Madam, — I am a little moved 
at your infirmity of body and 
health ; I hope it is to you a real 
warning. 41 And if in this life 
only wc had hope, we should be 
of all men the most miserable.” 
Sure the huge generations of the 
seekers of the face of Jacob’s God 
must be in a life above the things 
that are now much taking with 
us ; such as to see the sun, to 
enjoy this life in health, and 
some good worldly accommoda- 
tions too : — and, if we be making 
that sure, it is our wisdom. The 
times would make any that love 
the Lord, sick and faint, to con- 
sider how iniquity aboundeth and 
how dull we are in observing sins 
in ourselves, and how quick- 
sighted to find them out in others, 
and what bondage we are in ; 
and yet very often, when we com- 
plain of times, we are secretly 
slandering the Lord’s work and 
wise government of the world, 
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and raising a hard report of him. 
“ He is good and doeth good,’’ 
and all his ways are equal. 

Madam, I have been holding 
out to some others, (oh, if I could 
to myself,) some more of this, to 
read and study God well, and 
make the serious thoughts of a 
Godhead, and a Godhead in 
Christ, the work, and the only 
work, all the day. Oh, we are 
little with God 1 and do all with- 
out God ! we sleep and wake 
without him ; we eat, we speak, 
we journey, we go about worldly 
business, and our calling with- 
out God! and, considering what 
deadness is upon the hearts of 
many, it were good that some did 
not pray without God, and preach 
and praise, and read and confer 
of God, without God. It is uni- 
versally complained of, that there 
is a strange deadness upon the 
Land, and on the hearts of his 
people. Oh, if we could help it! 
but he that watereth every mo- 
ment his garden of red wine, 
must help it. I believe that he 
will burn the briers and the 
thorns that come against him. 

I desire to remember your La- 
dyship to God ; but little can I do 
that way: his everlasting good- 
will be with you. Yours, in the 
Lord Jesus, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, July 24. 


LETTER CCCV. 

FOR THE RIGHT HONORABLE, MY 
LADY VISCOUNTESS OF KENMURE. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
eace be to you. — I am glad to 
ear that your Ladyship is in any 
tolerable health ; and shall pray 
that the Lord may be your 
Strength and Rock. Sure I am, 
that he took you out of the womb ; 


and you have been casten on him 
from the breasts. I am confi- 
dent, that he will not leave you, 
till he crown the work begun in 
you. 

There is nothing here, but di- 
visions in the Church and As- 
sembly ; for beside Brownists 
and Independents, (who, pf all 
that differ from us, come nearest 
to walkers with God,) there are 
many other sects here, of*' Ana- 
baptists, Libertines who are for 
all opinions in religion, fleshly 
and abominable Antinomians and 
Seekers who are for no church- 
ordinances, but expect apostles 
to come and reform churches ; 
and a world of others, all against 
the government of presbyteries. 
Luther observed, when he studied 
to reform, that two-and-thirty 
sundry sects arose, (of all which 
I have named but a part, except 
those called Seekers, who were 
not then arisen :) he said, God 
should crush them, and that they 
should rise again ; both which 
we see accomplished. In the 
Assembly, we have well-near end- 
ed the government, and are upon 
the power of synods, and I hope 
near at an end with them ; and 
so I trust to be delivered from 
this prison shortly. The King 
hath dissolved the treaty of peace 
at Uxbridge, and adhereth to his 
sweet prelates : and would abate 
nothing, but a little of the rigour 
of their courts and a suspending 
of laws against the ceremonies, 
not a taking away of them. The 
not prospering of your armies 
:here in Scotland, is ascribed 
here to the sins of the Land, and 
particularly to the divisions and 
>ackslidings of many from the 
Jause, and the not executing of 
ustice against bloody Malignants. 

My wife, here, under the phy- 
sicians, remembereth her service 
-o your Ladyship. So recom- 
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mending you to the rich grace of 
Christ, 1 rest, Your Ladyship’s, 
at all obedience in Christ, S. R. 
London, March 4, 1644. 


LETTER CCCVI. 

FOR THE RIGHT HONORABLE, MY 
$ LADY BOYD. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 

peace be to you I received your 

letter on May 19th. 

We are here debating, with 
much contention of disputes, for 
the just measures of the Lord’s 
Temple. It pleaseth God, that 
sometimes enemies hinder the 
building of the Lord’s house ; 
but now friends, even gracious 
men, (so I conceive of them,) 
do not a little hinder the work. 
Thomas Goodwin, Jeremiah Bur- 
roughs, and some others, four or 
five, who are for the Indepen- 
dent way, stand in our way, and 
are mighty opposites to presby- 
terial government. We have 
carried through some proposi- 
tions for the scripture-right of 
presbytery ; especially in the 
church of Jerusalem, (Acts ii. 
and iv. and v. and vi. and xv.,) 
and the church of Ephesus, and 
are going on upon other grounds 
of truth ; and, by the way, have 
proven, that ordination of pastors 
belongeth not to a single congre- 
gation, but to a college of pres- 
byters, whose it is to lay hands 
upon Timothy and others, (1 
Tim. iv. 14; 1 Tim. v. 17 ; 
Acts xiii. I, 2, 3 ; Acts vi. 5, 6.) 
We are to prove, that one single 
congregation hath not power to 
excommunicate, which is opposed, 
not only by Independent men, 
but by many others. The truth 
is, we have many and grieved 
spirits with the work ; and for 


my part, I often despair of the 
reformation of this Land, which 
saw never anything, but the high 
places of their fathers’, and the 
remnants of Babylon’s pollutions ; 
and except that, u not by might, 
nor by power, but by the Spirit 
of the Lord,” 1 should think, 
God hath not yet thought it time 
for England’s deliverance : for 
the truth is, the best of them al- 
most have said, “ A half-refor- 
mation is very fair at the first 
which is no other thing than, 
Li It is not yet time to build the 
house of the Lord and for that 
cause, many houses, great and 
fair in the land, are laid desolate. 

Multitudes of Anabaptists, An- 
tinomians, Familists, Separatists, 
are here. The best of the people 
are of the Independent way. As 
for myself, I know no more, if 
there be a sound Christian (set- 
ting aside some, yea, not a few 
learned, some zealous and faith- 
ful ministers, whom I have met 
with,) at London, (though I doubt 
not but there are many,) than if 
I were in Spain ; which maketh 
me bless God, that the com- 
munion of saints, how desirable 
soever, yet is not the thing, even 
that great thing, Christ and re- 
mission of sins. If Jesus were 
unco, as his members are here, 
I should be in a sad and heavy 
condition. 

The House of Peers are rotten 
men, and hate our Commission- 
ers and our cause both : the life 
that is, is in the House of Com- 
mons, and many of them also, 
have their religion to choose. 
The sorrows of a travailing wo- 
man are come on the Land. Our 
army is lying about York, and 
have blocked up them of New- 
castle, and six thousand Papists 
and Malignants,with Mr. Thomas 
Sydserf, and some Scottish pre- 
lates ; and if God deliver them 
u 5 
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into their hands, (considering 
how strong the Parliament’s ar- 
mies are, how many vicrories God 
hath given them since they enter- 
ed into covenant with him, and 
how weak the King is,) it may be 
thought the Land is near a de- 
liverance : — hut I rather desire 
it, than believe it. 

We offered this dav to the As- 
sembly a part of a Directory for 
worship, to shoulder out the Ser 
vice-bnok : it is taken into con- 
sideration by the Assembly. 

Your son Lindsay is well : I 
receive letters from him almost 
every week. Yours, at all obedi- 
ence in God, S. 11. 

London, May 25. 


LETTER CCCVII. 

TO MISTRESS TAYLOR. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you. — Though I have 
no relation worldly or acquain- 
tance with you, yet, (upon the 
testimony and importunity of your 
elder son, now at London where 
I am, hut chiefly because I esteem 
Jesus Christ in you to be in place 
of all relations,) I make bold, in 
Christ, to speak my poor thoughts 
to you concerning your son lately 
fallen asleep in the Lord, who 
was sometime under the ministry 
of the worthy servant of Christ, 
my fellow-labourer Mr. Blair, by 
whose ministry I hope he reaped 
no small advantage. I know 
that grace rooteth not out the 
affections of a mother, but putteth 
them on His wheel who maketh 
all things new, that they may be 
refined : therefore, sorrow for a 
dead child is allowed to you, 
though by measure and ounce- 
weights. The redeemed of the 
Lord have not a dominion or 


lordship over their sorrow and 
other affections, to lavish out 
Christ’s goods at their pleasure : 
“ For ye are not your own, but 
bought with a price and your 
sorrow is not your own, nor hath 
he redeemed you by halves ; and, 
therefore, ye are not to make 
Christ’s cross no cross. He com- 
mandeth you to weep : ana that 
princely One who took up to 
Heaven with him a man’s 4 heart 
tobeacompMSsionate High-Priest, 
became your Fellow and Com- 
panion on earth, by weeping for 
the dead, (John xi. 33.) And, 
therefore, ve are to love that 
cross, because it was once on 
Christ’s shoulders before you : 
so that by his own practice, he 
hath over-gilded and covered your 
cross with the Mediator’s lustre. 
The cup ye drink was at the lip 
of sweet Jesus, and he drank of 
it ; and so it hath a smell of his 
breath, and I conceive that ye 
love it not the worse that it is 
thus sugared : therefore, drink 
and believe the resurrection of 
your son’s body. If one coal of 
ILdl could fall off the exalted 
j Head, Jesus — Jesus the Prince 
| of the kings of the earth — and 
burn me to ashes, knowing I were 
a partner with Christ, and a fel- 
low-sharer with him, (though the 
unworthiest of men,) I think that 
I should die a lovely death in that 
fire with him. The worst things 
of Christ, even his cross, have 
much of Heaven from himself ; 
and so hath your Christian sor- 
row, being of kin to Christ in 
that kind. If your sorrow were 
a bastard, and not of Christ’s 
house, (because of the relation ye 
have to him in conformity to his 
death and sufferings,) 1 should 
the more compassionate your con- 
dition : but kind and compassion- 
ate Jesus, at every sigh you give 
for the loss of your now glorified 
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child, (so I believe, as is moot,) 
with a man’s heart crieth, “ Half 
mine.” 

I was not, a witness to his 
death, being* called out of the 
Kingdom ; hut, if ye will credit 
those whom 1 do credit, (and 1 
dare not lie,) he died comfort- 
ably. It is true, he died before 
he ddl so much service to Christ 
on earth, as I hope 1 and heartily 
desird that your sou Mr. Hugh, 
(very dear to me in Jesus Christ,) 
will do. But that were a real 
matter of sorrow, if this were 
not to counterbalance it, that he 
hath changed service-houses, but 
hath n<>t changed service or mas- 
ter, (Rev. xxii. 0,) “■ And there 
shall he no more curse : but the 
throne of God and of the Lamb 
shall be in it ; and his servants 
shall serve him.” What he could 
have done in this lower house, he 
is now upon that same service in 
the higher house ; and it is all 
one, it is the same service and 
the same Master, only there is a 
change of conditions. And ye 
are not to think it a bad bargain 
for your beloved son, where he 
hath gold for copper and brass, 
eternity for time. I believe that 
Christ hath taught you, (for I 
give credit to such a witness of 
you, as your son Mr. Hugh,) 
not to sorrow because he died. 
All the knot must he, “ He died 
too soon, he died too young, he 
died in the morning of his life.” 
This is all ; but sovereignty 
must silence your thoughts. 1 
was in your condition; I had but 
two children, and both are dead 
since I came hither. The su- 
preme and absolute Former of all 
things, giveth not an account of 
any of his matters. The good 
Husbandman may pluck his roses, 
and gather in his lilies at mid- 
summer, and, for aught I dare 
say, in the beginning of the first 


summer month ; and he may 
transplant young trees out of the 
lower ground to the higher, where 
they may have more of the sun, 
and a more free air, at any sea- 
son of the year. What is that 
to you or me ? the goods are his 
own. The Creator of time and 
winds did a merciful injury, (if I 
dare borrow the word,) to nature, 
in landing the passenger so early. 
They love the sea too well, who 
complain of a fair wind and a 
desirable tide, and a speedy com- 
ing ashore ; especially a coming 
ashore in that land where all the 
inhabitants have everlasting joy 
upon their heads. He cannot he 
too early in Heaven. His twelve 
hours were not short hours. 
And withal, if ye consider this, 
had ye been .at his hed-side and 
should have seen Christ coming 
to him, ye would not, ye could 
not have adjourned Christ’s free 
love, who would want him no 
longer. 

And dying in another land, 
where his mother could not close 
his eyes, is not much. Who 
closed Moses’ eyes? and who put 
on his winding-sheet? For aught 
I know, neither father nor mo- 
ther, nor friend, hut God only. 
And there is as expeditious, fair, 
and easy a way betwixt Scotland 
and Heaven, as if he had died in 
the very bed he was horn in. 
The whole earth is his Father’s ; 
any corner of his Father’s house 
is good enough to die in. 

It may be that the living child, 
(I speak not of Mr. Hugh,) is 
more grief to you than the dead. 
Ye are to wait on, if at any time 
God will give him repentance. 
Christ waited as long possibly on 
you and me, certainly longer on 
me ; and if he should deny re- 
pentance to him, I could say 
something to that ; but I hope 
better things of him. 
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It seemeth that Christ will 
have this world your step-dame. 
I love not your condition the 
worse ; it may be a proof that 
ye are not a child of this lower 
house, but a stranger. Christ 
seeth it not good only, but your 
only good, to be led thus to Hea- 
ven. And think this a favour, 
that he hath bestowed on you 
free, free grace, that is, mercy 
without hire ; — ye paid nothing 
for it. And who can put a price 
upon any thing of royal and 
princely Jesus Christ ? And 
God hath given to you to suffer 
for him the spoiling of your 
goods. Esteem it as an act of 
free grace also. Ye are no loser, 
having himself ; and I persuade 
myself, that if ye could prize 
Christ, nothing could be bitter 
to you. 

Grace, grace he with you. 
Your Brother, and Wellwisher, 
S. R. 

London, 1645. 


LETTER CCCVIII. 

TO BARBARA HAMILTON. 

Worthy Friend, — Grace be to 
you. — I do unwillingly write un- 
to you of that which God hath 
done concerning your son-in-law ; 
only I believe, ye look not below 
Christ, and the highest and most 
supreme act of Providence, which 
moveth all wheels. And, cer- 
tainly, what came down enacted 
and concluded in the great book 
before the throne, and signed 
and subscribed with the Hand 
which never did wrong, should 
be kissed and adored by us. We 
see God’s decrees, when they 
bring forth their fruits, all ac- 
tions, good and ill, sweet and 
sour, in their time ; but we see 


not presently the after-birth of 
God’s decree, namely, his blessed 
end, and the good that he bring- 
eth out of the womb of his holy 
and spotless counsel. We see 
his working, and we sorrow. 
The end of his counsel and work- 
ing lieth hidden, and underneath 
the ground, and therefore, we 
cannot believe. Even amftngst 
men, we see hewn stones, timber, 
and an hundred scattered p&rcels 
and pieces of an house, all under- 
tools, hammers, and axes, and 
saws ; yet the house, the beauty 
and ease of so many lodgings and 
ease-rooms, we neither see nor 
understand for the present; these 
are but in the mind and head of 
the builder, as yet. We see red 
earth, unbroken clods, furrows, 
and stones ; but we see not sum- 
mer lilies, roses, and the beauty 
of a garden. If ye give the Lord 
time to work, (as often he that 
believeth not maketh haste, but 
not speed,) his end is under 
ground ; and ye shall see it was 
your good, that your son hath 
changed dwelling-places, but not 
his Master. Christ thought good 
to have no more of his service 
here; yet, (Rev. xxii. 3,) “ His 
servants shall serve him.” He 
needeth not us nor our service, 
either on earth or in Heaven. 
But ye are to look to Him who 
giveth the hireling both his leave 
and his wages, for his naked aim 
and purpose to serve Christ, as 
well as for his labours. It is put 
up in Christ’s account that such 
a labourer did sweat forty years 
in Christ’s vineyard ; howbeit 
he got not leave to labour so 
long, because He who accepteth 
of the will for the deed, counteth 
so. None can teach the Lord 
to lay an account — he numbereth 
the drops of rain, and knoweth 
the stars by their names, — it 
would take as much studying as 
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to give a name to every star in 
the firmament, great or small. 

See Lev. x. 3, 44 And Aaron 
held his peace.” Ye know his 
two sons were slain, whilst they 
offered strange fire to the Lord. 
Command your thoughts to be 
silent. If the soldiers of New- 
castle had done this, ye might 
have^stomached ? but the weapon 
was in another hand. Hear the 
rod what it preachetb, and see 
the name of God, (Micah vi. 9;) 
and know that there is somewhat 
of God and Heaven in the rod. 
The majesty of the unsearchable 
and bottomless ways and judg- 
ments of God is not seen in the 
rod, and the seeing of them re- 
quireththe eyes of the man of wis- 
dom. If the sufferings of some 
other with you in that loss could 
ease you, ye want them not. But 
He can do no wrong, He cannot 
halt ; His goings are equal, who 
hath done it. I know our Lord 
aimeth at mortification ; let him 
not come in vain to your house, 
and lose the pains of a merciful 
visit. God, the Founder, never 
melteth in vain, howbeit to us he 
seemeth often to lose both fire and 
metal. But I know ye are more 
in this work than I can be. There 
is no cause to faint or be weary. 

Grace be with you ; and the 
rich consolations of Jesus Christ 
sweeten your cross, and support 
you under it. I rest, Yours in 
his Lord and Master, S. R. 

London, Oct. 15, 1645. 


LETTER CCCIX. 

TO MISTRESS HUME. 

Loving Sister, — Grace, mer- 
cy, and peace be to you — If ye 
have anything better than the 
husband of your youth, ye are 


Jesus Christ’s debtor for it ; pay 
not then your debts with grudg- 
ing. Sorrow may diminish from 
the sweet fruit of righteousness ; 
but quietness, silence, submission, 
and faith, put a crown upon your 
sad losses. Ye know Whose 
voice the voice of a crying rod 
is, (Micah vi. 9.) The name 
and majesty of the Lord is writ- 
ten on the rod ; read and be in- 
structed. Let Christ have the 
room of the husband. He hath 
now no need of you, or of your 
love ; for he enjoyeth as much of 
the love of Christ, as his heart 
can be capable of. I confess that 
it is a dear-bought experience, to 
teach you to undervalue the crea- 
ture ; yet it is not too dear, if 
Christ think it so. I know, that 
the disputing of your thoughts 
against his going thither, the way 
and manner of his death, the in- 
struments, the place, the time, 
will not ease your spirits, except 
ye rise higher than second caus- 
es, and be silent because the Lord 
hath done it. If we measure the 
goings of the Almighty and his 
ways, the bottom whereof we see 
not, we quite mistake God. Oh, 
how little a portion of God do 
we see ! He is far above our 
ebb and narrow thoughts. He 
ruled the world in wisdom, ere 
we, creatures of yesterday, were 
born, and will rule it when we 
shall be lodging beside the worms 
and corruption. Only learn hea- 
venly wisdom, self-denial, and 
mortification by this sad loss. I 
know that it is not for nothing, 
(except ye deny God to be wise 
in all he doeth,) that ye have lost 
one in earth. There hath been 
too little of your love and heart 
in Heaven, and, therefore, the 
jealousy of Christ hath done this. 
It is a mercy that he contendeth 
with you and all your lovers. I 
should desire no greater favour 
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for myself than that Christ laid a 
necessity, and took on such bonds 
upon himself : — Such a one I 
must have, and such a soul 3 
cannot live in heaven without,” 
(John x. 16.) And, believe it, 
it is incomprehensible love, that 
Christ saith, “ If I enjoy the glorv 
of my Father, and the crown of 
Heaven far above men and angels. 
I must use all means, though ever 
so violent, to have the company 
of such a one for ever and ever.” 
If, with the eyes of w’.sdom, as a 
child of wisdom, ye justify your 
mother, the Wisdom of God, 
(whose child ye are,) ye will kiss 
and embrace this loss, and see 
much of Christ in it. Relieve 
and submit ; and refer the income 
of the consolations of Jesus, and 
the event of the trial, to your hea- 
venly Father, who numbereth all 
your hairs. And put Christ into 
his own room in your love ; it 
may be he hath either been out 
of his own place, or in a place of 
love inferior to his worth. Re- 
pair Christ in all bis wrongs done 
to him, and love him for a Hus- 
band ; and He that is a husband 
to the widow, will be that to you 
which he hath taken from you. j 

Grace he with you. Your 
sympathizing Brother, S. R. 

London, Oct. 15, lb'45. 


LETTER CCCX. 

TO THE VISCOUNTESS KENMURE. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy and 

peace be to your Ladyship 

Though Christ lose no time ; 
yet, when sinful men drive his 
chariot, the wheels of his chariot 
move slowly. The woman, Zion, 
as soon as she travailed, brought 
forth her children ; yea, (Isa. 
lxvi. 7,) u Before she travailed, 


she brought forth ; before her 
pain came, she w’as delivered of 
a man-child yet the deliverance 
of the people was with the wo- 
man’s going with child seventy 
years — that is more than nine 
months. There he many opposi- 
tions in carrying on the work ; 
hut I hope that the Lord will 
build his own Zion, and evidence 
to us that it is done, “ not by 
might nor by power, but By the 
Spirit of the Lord. 

Madam, I have heard of your 
infirmities of body, and sickness. 
I know the issue shall be mercy 
to you ; and that God’s purpose, 
which Beth hidden under ground 
to you, is to commend the sweet- 
ness of h’s love and cart* to you 
from yo. r youth. And if all the 
sad los' is, trials, sicknesses, in- 
firmiti. s, griefs, heaviness and 
inconstancy of the creature be 
expounded, (as sure I am they 
are,) the rods of the jealousy of 
an Husband in Heaven, contend- 
lg with all your lovers on earth, 
(though there were millions of 
them,) fur your love, to fetch 
nore of your love home to Hea- 
ven, to make it single, unmixed 
and chaste, to the Fairest in 
Heaven and earth, to Jesus the 
Prince of ages, ye will forgive, 
(to borrow that word,) every rod 
of God, and not let the sun go 
down on your wrath,” against 
any messenger of your afflicting 
and correcting Father. Since 
your Ladyship cannot but see 
that the mark at which Christ 
hath aimed, these twenty-four 
years and above, is, to have the 
company and fellowship of such 
a sinful creature, in Heaven with 
him for all eternity ; and, be- 
cause he will not, (such is the 
power of his love,) enjoy his Fa- 
ther’s glory, and that crown due 
to him by eternal generation, 
without you, by name, (John 
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xvii. 24 ; x. 16 ; xiv. 3 ;) there- 
fore, Madam, believe no evil of 
Christ : listen to no hard reports 
that his rods make of him to you: 
he hath loved you, and washed 
you from your sins — and what 
would ye have more ? Is that 
too little, except he adjourn all 
crosses, till ye be where ye shall 
be odt of all capacity to sigh or 
be crossed ? I hope that ye can 
desire no more, no greater, nor 
more excellent suit, than Christ, 
and the fellowship of the Lamb 
for evermore. And if that de- 
sire be answered in Heaven, (as 
I am sure it is, and ye cannot 
deny but it is made sure to you,) 
the want of these poor accidents, 
of a living husband, of many 
children, of an healthful body, of 
a life of ease in the world, with- 
out one knot in the rush, are 
nobly made up, and may be com- 
fortably borne. 

Grace, grace be with your 
Ladyship. Your Ladyship’s, at 
ail obedience in Christ, S. R. 

London, Oct. 16, 1645. 


LETTER CCCXI. 

TO BARBARA HAMILTON. 

Loving Sister, — Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you — I have 
heard with grief, that Newcastle 
hath taken one more in a bloody 
account, than before, even your 
son-in-law, and my friend ; but 
I hope ye have learned that much 
of Christ as not to look to wheels 
rolled round about on earth. 
Earthen vessels are not to dis 
pute with their Former. Pieces 
of shining clay, may, by reason- 
ing and contending with the Pot- 
ter, mar the work of Him, u who 
hath his fire in Zion, and his fur- 
nace in Jerusalem as bullocks 


sweating and wrestling in the 
furrow, make their yoke more 
heavy. In quietness and rest ye 
shall be saved. If men do any- 
hing contrary to your heart, we 
nay ask both, k4 Who did it?” 
md 44 What is done ?” and 
1 Why ?” When God hath done 
iriv such thing, we are to inquire, 
Who hath done it ?” and to 
know that this cometh from the 
Lord, who is 44 wonderful in 
counsel but we arc not to ask 
4 What? ”or 44 Why?” If it be 
from the Lord, (as certainly there 
s no evil in the city without him, 
(Amosiii. 6,) it is enough; the 
fairest face of his spotless way is 
but coming, and ye are to be- 
lieve his works as well as bis 
word. Violent death is a sharer 
with Christ in bis death, which 
was violent. It inaketh not much 
what way we go to Heaven : the 
happy home is all, where the 
roughness of the way shall be 
forgotten. lie is gone home to 
i Friend’s house, and made wel- 
come ; and the race is ended: 
time is recompensed with eter- 
nity, and copper with gold. 
God’s order is in wisdom. The 
husband goeth home before the 
wife ; and the throng of the mar- 
ket shall he over ere it be long, 
and another generation where 
we now are ; and at length, an 
empty house, and not one of 
mankind shall be upon the earth ; 
within the sixth part of an hour 
after, the earth and the work9 
that are therein shall be burnt 
up with fire. I fear more that 
Christ is about to remove, when 
he carrieth home so much of his 
plenishing beforehand. We can- 
not teach the Almighty know- 
ledge. When he was directing 
the bullet against his servant, to 
fetch out the soul, no wise man 
could cry to God, 44 Wrong, 
wrong, Lord, for k he is thine 
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own.” There is no mist over 
His eyes who is u wonderful in 
counsel.” If Zion be builded 
with your son-in-law’s blood, the 
Lord, (deep in counsel,) can 
glue together the stones of Zion 
with blood, and with that blood 
which is precious in his eyes. 
Christ hath fewer labourers in 
his vineyard than he had, but 
more witnesses for his cause and 
the Lord’s Covenant with the 
Three Nations. What is Christ’s 
gain is not your loss. Let not 
that which is his holy and wise 
will, be your unbelieving sorrow. 

Though I really judge that 1 
had interest in his dead servant ; 
yet, because he now liveth to 
Christ, I quit the hopes which 1 
had of his successful labouring 
in the ministry. I know he now 
praiseth the grace that he was to 
preach : and if there were a bet- 
ter thing on his head now in Hea- 
ven than a crown, or anything 
more excellent than Heaven, he 
would cast it down before His 
feet who sitteth on the throne. 
Give glory, therefore, to Christ, 
as he now doeth, and say, 41 Thy 
will be done.” 

The grace, and consolation of 
Christ be with you. Yours, in 
his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

London, Nov. 15, 1644. 


LETTER CCCXII. 

TO A CHRISTIAN FRIEND, UPON 
THE DEATH OF HIS WIFE. 

Worthy Friend, — I desire to 
suffer with you, in the loss of a 
loving and good wife, now gone 
before, (according to the method 
and order of Him, of whose un- 
derstanding there is no searching 
out,) whither ye are to follow. 
He th*at made yesterday to go be- 


fore this day, and the former 
generation, in birth and life, to 
have been before this present 
generation, and hath made some 
flowers to grow and die and 
wither in the month of May, and 
others in June, cannot be chal- 
lenged in the order he hath made 
of things without souls ; and 
some order he must keep also 
here, that one might bur^ an- 
other ; therefore, I hope, ye 
shall be dumb and silent, because 
the Lord hath done it. What 
creatures or under-causes do in 
[sinful mistakes, are ordered in 
wisdom by your Father, at whose 
feet your own soul and your 
Heaven lieth, and so the days of 
your wife. If the place she hath 
left were any other than a prison 
of sin, and the home she is gone 
to any other than where her 
Head and Saviour is King of the 
land, your grief had been more 
rational. Rut I trust your faith 
of the resurrection of the dead 
in Christ to glory and immorta- 
lity, will lead you to suspend your 
longing for her, till the morning 
and dawning of that day, when 
the Archangel shall descend with 
a shout, to gather all the prison- 
ers out of the grave up to himself. 
To believe this is best for you ; 
and to be silent, because He hath 
done it, is your wisdom. 

It is much to come out of the 
Lord’s school of trial wiser and 
more experienced in the ways of 
God, and it is our happiness 
when Christ openeth a vein, that 
he taketh nothing but ill blood 
from his sick ones. • Christ hath 
skill to do, and, (if our corrup- 
tion mar not,) the art of mercy 
in correcting. We cannot of 
ourselves take away the tin, the 
lead, and the scum that remain- 
eth in us ; and if Christ be not 
Master-of-work, and if the fur- 
nace go its lone, (he not standing 
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nigh the melting of his own ves- 
sel,) the labour were lost, and 
the Founder should melt in vain. 
God knoweth some of us have 
lost much fire, sweating and pains 
to our Lord Jesus ; and the ves- 
sel is almost marred, the furnace 
and rod of God spilled, the day- 
light burnt, and the reprobate 
metal not taken away, so as some 
are to answer to the Majesty of 
God for the abuse of many good 
crosses, and rich afflictions lost 
without the quiet fruit of righte 
ousness: — and it is a sad thing 
when the rod is cursed, that never 
fruit shall grow on it. And ex- 
cept Christ’s dew fall down, and 
his summer-sun shine, and his 
grace follow afflictions, to cause 
them to bring forth fruit to God, 
they are so fruitless to us, that 
our evil ground — rank and fat 
enough for briers — casteth up a 
crop of noisome weeds. “ The 
rod,” (as the prophet saith, Ezek. 
vii. 10, 11,) “ blossometh, pride 
buddeth forth, violence riseth up 
into a rod of wickedness — and 
all this hath .been my case under 
many rods, since I saw you. 

Grace be with you. Yours, 
in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

London, 1645. 


LETTER CCCXIII. 

TO A CHRISTIAN BROTHER. 

Reverend, and Beloved in the 
Lord, — It may be that I have 
been too long silent, but I hope 
that ye will not impute it to for- 
getfulness of you. 

As I have heard of the death 
of your daughter, with heaviness 
of mind on your behalf ; so am I 
much comforted, that she hath 
evidenced to yourself and other 
witnesses the hope of the Resur- 


rection of the dead. As sown 
corn is not lost, (for there is 
more hope of that which is sown 
than of that which is eaten, 1 
Cor. xv. 42,) so also is it in the 
Resurrection of the dead ; the 
body “ is sown in corruption, it 
is raised in incorruption ; it is 
sown in dishonour, it is raised in 
glory.’* I hops that ye wait for 
the crop and harvest, (1 Thes. 
iv. 14,) u for if we believe that 
Jesus died and rose again, even 
so them also who sleep in Jesus 
will God bring with him.” Then 
they are not lost who are gathered 
into that Congregation of the 
First-born, and the General As- 
sembly of the Saints. Though 
we cannot outrun nor overtake 
them that are gone before, yet 
we shall quickly follow them ; 
and the difference is, that she 
hath the advantage of some months 
or years of the crown, before you 
and her Mother. And we do 
not take it ill, if our children 
outrun us in the life of grace ; 
why then are we sad, if they out- 
strip us in the attainment of the 
life of glory ? It would seem 
that there is more reason togrieve 
that children live behind us, than 
that they are glorified and die 
before. All the difference is in 
some poor hungry accidents of 
time, less or more, sooner or 
later ; so the godly child, though 
young, died an hundred years 
old ; and ye could not now have 
bestowed her better, though the 
ihoice was Christ’s, not yours. 

And I am sure, Sir, ye cannot 
now say, that she is married 
igainst the will of her Parents. 
She might more readily, if alive, 
fall into the hands of a worse 
husband : but can ye think that 
;he could have fallen into the 
liands of a better? And if Christ 
marry with your house, it is your 
honour, not any cause of grief, 
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that Jesus should portion any of 
yours, ere she enjoy your portion 
— is it not great love? The pat- 
rimony is more than any other 
could give ; as good a husband 
is impossible : to say a better, is 
blasphemy. The King and Prince 
of ages can keep them better than 
ye can do. While she was alive, 
ye could intrust her to Christ, 
and recommend her to his keep- 
ing ; now by an after-faith ye 
have resigned her unto Him in 
whose bosom do sleep all that 
are dead in the Lord. Ye would 
have lent her to glorify the Lord 
upon earth, and he hath borrowed 
her, (with promise to restore her 
again, 1 Cor. xv. 53 ; 1 Thcs. 
iv. 15, 16,) to be an organ of the 
immediate glorifying of himself 
in Heaven. Sinless glorifying of 
God is better than sinful glorify- 
ing of Him. And sure your 
prayers concerning her are ful- 
filled. I shall desire, if the Lord 
shall be pleased the same way to 
dispose of her mother, that ye 
have the same mind. Christ can- 
not multiply injuries upon you ; 
if the fountain be the love of God, 
(as I hope i-t is,) ye are enriched 
with losses. 

Ye knew all I can say better, 
before I was in Christ, than 1 
can express it. Grace be with 
you. Yours, in Christ Jesus, 
S. R. 

London, Jan. 6, 1C46. 


LETTER CCCXIV. 

TO A CHRISTIAN GENTLEWOMAN. 

Mistress, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — If death, which 
is before you and us all, were any 
other thing than a friendly disso- 
lution, and a change, not a de- 
struction of life, it would seem a 
hard voyage, to go through such 
a sad and dark trance, so thorny 


a valley, as is the wages of sin. 
But I am confident, the way ye 
know, though your foot never 
trod in that black shadow. The 
loss of life is gain to you. If 
Christ Jesus be the Period, the 
End and Lodging-home, at the 
end of your journey, there is no 
fear, ye go to a Friend. And 
since ye have had a communion 
with him in this life, and he hath 
a pawn or pledge of yours, even 
the largest share of your love 
and heart, ye may look death in 
the face with joy. If the heart 
be in Heaven, the remnant of 
you cannot be kept the prisoner 
of the Sec-ona death. But though 
he be the sa ne Christ in the 
other life, that ye found him to 
be here, yet he is so far in his 
excellency, hearty, sweetness, ir- 
radiations and Kams of majesty, 
above what he appeared here, 
when he is seen as he is, that ye 
shall misken him, and he shall 
appear a new Christ. And his 
kisses, breathings, cmbracements, 
the perfume, the ointment of his 
name poured out on you, shall 
appear to have mere of God, and 
a stronger smell of Heaven, of 
eternity, of a Godhead, of ma- 
jesty and glory the”'* than here ; 
as water at the fo mtain, apples 
in the orchard and beside the 
tree, have more of their native 
sweetness, taste and beauty, than 
w hen transported to ..s some hun- 
dred miles. 

1 mean not that Christ can 
lose any of his sweciiiess in the 
carrying, or that he in his God- 
head and loveliness of presence, 
can he changed to the worse, 
hetwixt the little spot of the earth 
that ye are in, and the right 
hand of the Father, ar above all 
heavens : but the change will be 
in you, when ye shall have new 
senses, and the soul shall be a 
more deep and more capacious 
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vessel, to take in more of Christ; 
and when means, the chariot, the 
Gospel, that he is now carried in, 
and ordinances that convey him, 
shall be removed. Sure ye can- 
not now be said to see him face 
to face ; or to drink of the wine 
of the highest fountain, or to 
take in seas and tides of fresh 
love immediately, without vessels, 
midses, or messengers, at the 
Fountain itself, as ye will do a 
few days hence, when ye shall be 
so near as to be with Christ, 
(Luke xxiii. 43 ; John xvii. 24 ; 
Phil. i. 23 ; 1 Thess. iv. 17.) 

Ye would, no doubt, bestow a 
day’s journey, yea, many days 
journey on earth, to go up to 
Heaven, and fetch down any- 
thing of Christ; how much more 
may ye be willing to make a jour- 
ney to go in person to Heaven, 
(it is not lost time, but gained 
eternity,) to enjoy the full God- 
head? — and then, in such a man- 
ner as he is there, not in his 
week-days’ apparel, as he is here 
with us, in a drop or the tenth 
part of a night’s dewing of grace 
and sweetness ; but he is there in 
his marriage-robe of glory, rich- 
er, more costly, more precious, 
in one hem or button of that gar- 
ment of Fountain-majesty than a 
million of worlds. Oh, the well 
is deep ! Ye shall then think 
that preachers, and sinful ambas- 
sadors on earth, did but spill and 
mar his praises, when they spoke 
of him, and preached his beauty. 
Alas ! we but make Christ black 
and less lovely, in making such 
insignificant, and dry, and cold, 
and low expressions of his highest 
and transcendent super-excellency 
to the daughters of Jerusalem. 
Sure, I have often, for my own 
part, sinned in this thing. No 
doubt angels do not fulfil their 
task according to their obliga- 
tion, in that Christ keep their 


feet from falling with the lost 
devils ; though 1 know, they are 
not behind in going to the utmost 
of created power — but there is 
sin in our praising, and sin in the 
quantity, besides other sins. But 
l must leave this ; it is too deep 
for me. Go and see, and w r e de- 
sire to go with you ; but we are 
not masters of our own diet. If 
in that last journey ye tread on 
a serpent in the way, and thereby 
wound your heel, as Jesus Christ 
did before you, the print of the 
wound shall not be known at the 
resurrection of the just. 

Death is but an awsome step 
over time and sin to sweet Jesus 
Christ, who knew and felt the 
worst of death ; for death’s teeth 
hurt him. We know death hath 
no teeth now r , no jaws, for they 
are broken. It is a free prison, 
citizens pay nothing for the grave ; 
the jailer, who had the power of 
leath is destroyed : — praise and 
glory be to the First-begotten of 
the dead. 

The worst possible that may 
be, is, that ye leave behind you, 
children , husband , and the Church 
of God in miseries ; but ye can- 
not get them to Heaven with you 
for the present. Ye shall not 
miss them, and Christ cannot 
miscount one of the poorest of his 
lambs. No lad, no girl, no poor 
one shall be amissing, ere ye see 
them again, in the day that the 
Son shall render up the Kingdom 
to his Father. 

The evening and the shadow 
f every poor hireling is coming. 
The sun of Christ’s Church in 
this life is declining low. Not a 
.oul of the militant company will 
be here within a few generations ; 
our Husband will send for them 

. It is a rich mercy that we 
are not married to time longer 
than the course be finished. Ye 
may rejoice, that ye got not to 
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Heaven till ye knew that Jesus 
is there before you ; that when 
ye come thither, at your first en- 
try ye may feel the smell of his 
ointments, his myrrh, aloes, and 
cassia. And this first salutation 
of his, will make you find it is no 
uncomfortable thing to die. Go 
and enjoy your gain ; live on 
Christ’s love while ye are here, 
and all the way. As for the 
Church which ye leave behind 
you, the government is upon 
Christ’s shoulders, and he will 
plead for the blood of his saints. 
The bush hath been burning 
above five thousand years, and 
we never yet saw the ashes of this 
fire : yet a little while, and the 
vision shall not tarry : it will 
speak and not lie. I am more 
afraid of my duty, than of the 
Head, Christ’s government. He 
cannot fail to bring judgment to 
victory. Oh, that we could wait 
for our hidden life! Oh, that 
Christ would remove the cover- 
ing, draw aside the curtain of 
time, and rend the Heavens, and 
come down ! Oh, that shadows 
and night were gone, that the 
day would break, and that He 
who feedeth among the lilies, 
would cry to his heavenly trum- 
peters, “ Make ready let us go 
down and fold together the four 
corners of the world, and marry 
the bride 1” — His grace be with 
you. 

Now if I have found favour 
with you, and if ye judge me 
faithful, my last suit to you is 
that ye would leave me a legacy, 
and that is, that my name may 
be at the very last in your pray- 
ers ; afc I desire also, it may be 
in the prayers of those of your 
Christian acquaintance with whom 
ye have been intimate. Your 
Brother, in his own Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 


LETTER CCCXV. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you. — It is the least 
of the princely and royal bounty 
of Jesus Christ, to pay a king’s 
debts, and not to have his ser- 
vants at a loss. His gold is bet- 
ter than yours, and his hundred- 
fold is the income and rent of 
Heaven, and far above your re- 
venues : ye are not the first who 
have casten up your accounts that 
way. Better have Christ your 
factor than any other : for he 
tradeth to the advantage of his 
poor servants. But if the hun- 
dred-fold in this life be so well 
told, — as Christ cannot pay you 
with miscounting, or deferred 
hope, — oh, what must the rent 
of that Land be ! which render- 
eth every day and hour of the 
years of long eternity, the whole 
rent of a year, yea, of more than 
thousand thousands of ages, even 
the weighty income of a rich king- 
dom, not every summer once, but 
every moment. That sum of 
glory will take you and all the 
angels telling. To be a tenant 
to such a Landlord, where every 
berry and grape of the large field 
beareth no worse fruit than glory, 
fulness of joy, and pleasures that 
endure for evermore ! I leave it 
to yourself to think what a sum- 
mer, what a soil, what a garden 
must be there ; and what must 
be the commodities of that high- 
est land, where the sun and the 
moon are under the feet of the 
inhabitants. Surely the land can- 
not be bought with gold, blood, 
banishment, loss of father and 
mother, husband, wife, children. 

We but dwell here, because 
we can do no better. It is need, 
not virtue, to be sojourners in a 


London, Jan. 9, 1646. 
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prison; to weep and sigh, and,| 
alas! to sin sixty or seventy years 
in a land of tears. The fruits 
that grow here are all seasoned 
and salted with sin. Oh, how 
sweet is it, that the company of 
the first-born should be divided 
into two great bodies of an army, 
and some in their country, and 
some m the way to their country ! 
If it were no more than once to 
see the face of the Prince of this 
good land, and to be feasted for 
eternity with the fatness, sweet- 
ness, dainties of the rays and 
beams of matchless glory, and in- 
comparable fountain-love, it were 
a well-spent journey to creep 
hands and feet through seven 
deaths and seven hells, to enjoy 
him up at the well-head. Only 
let us not weary — the miles to 
that land are fewer and shorter 
than when we first believed. 
Strangers are not wise to quar- 
rel with their host, and complain 
of their lodging. It is a foul 
way, hut a fair home. Oh, that 
I had but such grapes and clus- 
ters out of the land as I have 
sometimes seen and tasted in the 
place whereof your Ladyship mak- 
eth mention ! but the hope of it 
in the end is a heartsome convoy 
in the way. If I see little more 
of the gold till the race be ended, 
I dare not quarrel. It, is the 
Lord! — I hope his chariot will 
go through these Three King- 
doms, after our suffering shall be 
accomplished. 

Grace be with you. Your La- 
dyship’s, in Jesus Christ, S. R. 

London, Jan. 26, 1646. 


LETTER CCCXVI. 

TO MR. .T. G. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— I shall with my soul desire the 


peace of these Kingdoms, and I 
do believe it will at last come, as 
a river and as the mighty waves 
of the sea ; but, oh, that we were 
ripe and in readiness to receive 
t ! The preserving of two or 
three, or four or five berries, in 
the outmost boughs of the olive- 
tree, after the vintage, is like to 
be a great matter, ere all be 
done ; yet I know that a cluster 
in both Kingdoms shall be saved, 
for a blessing is in it. But it is 
not, I fear, so near to the dawn- 
ing of the day of salvation, but 
the clouds must send down more 
showers of blood to water the 
vineyard of the Lord, and to 
cause it to blossom. Scotland’s 
scum is not yet removed ; nor is 
England’s dross and tin taken 
away ; nor the filth of our blood 
“purged by the spirit of judg- 
ment, and the spirit of burning” 
— but I am too much on this sad 
subject. 

As for myself, I do esteem no- 
thing out of Heaven, and next to 
a communion with Jesus Christ, 
more, than to be in the hearts 
and prayers of the saints. I 
know that he feedeth there among 
the lilies, till the day break : but 
1 am at a low ebb, as to any sen- 
sible communion with Christ ; 
yea, as low as any soul can be, 
and do scarce know where I am ; 
and do now make it a question, 
if any can go to Him who dwell- 
eth in light inaccessible, through 
nothing but darkness ? Sure, all 
that come to Heaven, have a 
stock in Christ ; but I know not 
where mine is. It cannot be 
enough for me to believe the sal- 
vation of others, and to know 
Christ to be the Honeycomb, the 
Rose of Sharon, the Paradise and 
Eden of the saints and first-born 
| written in Heaven, and not to see 
after the borders of that Good 
Land. But what shall I say ? 
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Either this is the Lord making 
grace a new creation, where there 
is pure nothing and sinful nothing 
to work upon, or I am gone. 

I should count my soul en- 
gaged to yourself, and others 
there with you. if ye would but 
carry to Christ for me a letter of 
cyphers and nonsense, (for I know 
not how to make language of my 
condition ;) only shewing that 1 
have need of his love : for I know 
many fair and washen ones stand 
now in white before the throne, 
who were once as black as I am. 
If Christ pass his word to wash 
a sinner, it is less to him, than a 
word to make fair angels of hlack 
devils ! only let the art of free 
grace be engaged. I have not a 
cautioner to give surety, nor doth 
a Mediator, such as lie is in all 
perfection, need a mediator: hut 
what I need, he knoweth. Only, 
it is his depth of wisdom, to let 
some pass millions of miles over 
score in debt, that they may 
stand, between the winning and 
the losing, in need of more than 
ordinary free grace. Christ hath 
been multiplying grace by mercy 
above these five thousand years ; 
and the latter-born heirs have so 
much greater guiltiness, that 
Christ hath passed more experi- 
ments and multiplied essays of 
heart-love on others, by misbe- 
lieving, alter it is past all ques- 
tion, many hundreds of ages, that 
Christ is ihe undeniable and now 
uncontroverted Treasurer of mul- 
tiplied redemptions. So now he 
is saying, lk The more of the dis- 
ease there is, the more of Physi- 
cian’s art of grace and tenderness 
there must be.” Only, I know', 
that no sinner can put infinite 
grace to it, so as the Mediator 
shall have difficulty or much ado, 
to save this or that man: — mil- 
lions of hells of sinners cannot 
come near to exhaust infinite 
grace. 


I pray you, (remembering my 
love to your wife, and friends 
there,) let me find that I have 
solicitors there amongst your ac- 
quaintance ; and forget not Scot- 
land. Your Brother, in Jesus 
Christ, S. R. 

London, Jan. 30, 1646. 


LETTER CCCXVII. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — It is too like that the 
Lord’s controversy with these 
two Nations is but yet beginning, 
and that we are ripened and white 
for file Lord’s sickle. 

For the particular condition 
that your Ladyship is in, another 
might speak, (if they would say 
all,) of more sad things. If there 
was not a Fountain of free grace 
to water dry ground, and an un- 
created Wind to breathe on wi- 
thered and dry bones, we were 
gone. The wheels of Christ’s 
chariot to pluck us out of the 
w omb of many deaths, are winged 
like eagles. All I have, is, to 
desire to believe, that Christ will 
shew all good-will to save ; and 
as for your Ladyship, I know 
that our Lord Jesus carrieth on 
no design against you, hut seek- 
eth to save and redeem you. He 
lie th not in wait for your falls, 
except it be to take you up. His 
way of redeeming is ravishing and 
taking ; there are more miracles 
of glorified sinners in Heaven, 
than can he on earth. Nothing 
of you, Madam, nay, not even 
your leaf, can wither. 

Verily, it is a king’s life to fol- 
low the Lamb. But when ye see 
him in his own country at home, 
ye will think ye never saw him 
before : “ He shall be admired of 
all them that believe,” (2 Thes. 
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i. 10.) Ye may judge how far 
all your now sad days, and toss- 
ings, changes, losses, wants, con- 
flicts, shall then be below you. 
Ye look to the cross, — now it is 
above your head and seemeth to 
threaten death, as having a do- 
minion ; but it shall then be so 
far below your thoughts, or your 
thoughts so far above it, that ye 
shall have no leisure to lend one 
thought to old-dated crosses, in 
youth, in age, in this country or 
in that, from this instrument or 
from another ; except it be to the 
heightening of your consolation, 
being now got above and beyond 
all these. 

Old age, and, waxing old as 
r> garment,” is written on the 
fairest face of the creation, ( Psal. 
cii. 26. Death, from Adam to 
the Second Adam’s appearance, 
playeth the king and reigneth 
over all. The prime Heir died ; 
his children, whom the Lord hath 
given, follow him : and we may 
speak freely of the life which is 
here; were it Heaven, there were 
not much gain it. godliness — hut 
there is a rest for the people of 
God. Christ-rnan ^.ossesseth it 
now one thousand six hundred 
years before many of his mem- 
bers ; but it weareth not out. 

Grace be with you. Your 
Ladyship’s, in Christ Jesus, 

S. R. 

London, Feb. 16, 1646. 


LETTER CCCXVIII. 

TO THE LADY ARDROSS. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 

peace be to you It hath seemed 

good, as I hear, to Him who hath 
appointed the bounds for the 
number of our months, to gather 
in a sheaf of ripe corn, in the 


death of your Christian mother, 
into his garner. It is the more 
evident that winter is near, when 
ipples, without violence of wind, 
fall of their own accord off the 
tree. She is now above the win- 
ter, with a little change of place, 
not of a Saviour ; only she en- 
joyeth Him now, without mes- 
sages and in his own immediate 
presence, from whom she heard 
by letters and messenger* before. 
1 grant that death is to her a very 
new thing, but Heaven was pre- 
pared of old ; and Christ, — as 
enjoyed in his highest throne, 
and as loaded with glory, and 
incomparably exalted above men 
and angels, having such a hea- 
venly circle of glorified harpers 
and musicians above, compassing 
| the throne with a song, — is to 
ler a new thing ; hut so new, as 
the first summer-rose, or the first 
fruits of that heavenly field ; or 
as a new paradise to a traveller, 
broken and worn out of breath 
nth the sad occurrences of a 
long and dirty way. 

Ye may easily judge, Madam, 
what a large recompense is made 
o all her service, her walking 
vith God, and her sorrows, with 
the first cast of the soul’s eye upon 
the shining and admirably beauti- 
ful face of the Lamb that is in 
the midst of that fair and white 
army which is there, and with 
the first draught and taste of the 
Fountain of life, fresh and new 
at the well-head : to say nothing 
of the enjoying of that face, with- 
out date, for more than this term 
of life which we now enjoy. And 
it cost her no more to go thither, 
than to suffer death to do her this 
piece of service : for by Him whe 
was dead, and is alive, she was 
delivered from the Second Death 
What then is the First death t( 
the Second ? Not a scratch o 
the skin of a finger, to the endlesi 
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Second Death. And now sh whatever others may think, but 
sitteth for eternity mail-free, in that which speaketh wrath and 
very considerable land, which judgment to'these Kingdoms. If 
hath more than four summers in ever ye, or any of that Land, re- 
the year. Oh, what spring-time ceived the Gospel in truth, (as I 
is there ! Even the smelling o" am confident ye and they did,) 


the odours of that great and eter 
nally blooming Rose of Sharon 
for ever and ever ! What a sing 
ing life is there ! There is nol 
a dumb bird in all that large 
field ; but all sing and breathe 
out heaven, joy, glory, dominion 
to the High Prince of that new 
found Land. And, verily, the 
land is the sweeter, that Jesus 
Christ paid so dear a rent for it 
and he is the glory of the Land 
all which, I hope, doth not so 
much mitigate and allay your 
grief for her part, (as truly this 
should seem sufficient,) as the 
unerring expectation of the dawn- 
ing of that day upon yourself, and 
the hope ye have of the fruition 
of that same King and Kingdom 
to your own soul. Certainly the 
hope of it, when things look so 
dark-like on both Kingdoms, must 
be an exceedingly great quicken- 
ing to languishing spirits, who 
are far from home while we are 
here. What misery, to have 
both a bad way all the day, and 
no hope of lodging at night ! but 
he hath taken up your lodging 
for you. 

I can say no more now ; but 
I pray that the very God of peace 
may establish your heart to the 
end. I rest, Madam, Your La- 
dyship’s, at all respective obedi- 
ence in the Lord, S. R. 

London, Feb. 24, 1646. 


LETTER CCCXIX. 

TO M. O. 

' Sir, — I can write nothing for 
the present concerning these times , 


there is here a great departure 
from that faith, and our sufferings 
are not yet at an end. However, 
I dare testify and die for it, that 
once Christ was revealed in the 
power of his excellency and glory 
to the saints there, and in Scot- 
land, of which I was a witness. 
I pray God that none deceive you, 
or take the crown from you. 
Hell, or the gates of Hell, can- 
not ravel, mar, nor undo, what 
Christ hath once done amongst 
you. It may be, that I am inca- 
pable of new light, and cannot 
receive that spirit whereof some 
vainly boast ; but that 11 which 
was from the beginning, which 
we have heard, which we have 
seen with our eyes, which we 
have looked upon, and our hands 
have handled,” even u the word 
of life,” (l John i. 1,) hath been 
declared to you. Thousands of 
thousands, walking in that light 
and that good old way have gone 
to Heaven, and are now before 
ho throne. Truth is but one, 
and hath no numbers. Christ 
and Antichrist are both now in 
the camp, and are come to open 
blows. Christ’s poor ship saileth 
*n the sea of blood, the passen- 
gers are so sea-sick of a high 
"ever, that they miscall one ano- 
her : Christ, I hope, will bring 
he broken bark to land. I had 
rather swim for life and death on 
an old plank, or a broken board, 
,o land with Christ, than enjoy 
he rotten peace we have hitherto 
iad. It is like that the Lord 
will take a severe course with us, 
o cause the children of the fami- 
y to agree together. I conceive 
hat Christ hath a great design 
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of free grace to these Lands ; but of Christ in Ireland, and a sweet 
his wheels must move over moun- summer of the Gospel, and a 
tains and rocks. He never yet feast of fat things for evermore 
wooed a bride on earth but in in Ireland, and that one should 
blood, in fire, and in the wilder- never come to Heaven, it should 
ness. A cross of our own choos- be a desirable life : the King’s 
in g, honeyed and sugared with spikenard, Christ’s perfume, his 
consolations, we cannot have. I apples of love, his ointments, 
think not much of a cross, when even down in this lower house of 
all the children of the house weep clay, are a choice heaven. Oh ! 
with pae and for me ; and to sut- what then is the King in his own 
fer when we enjoy the communion land ? where there is such a 
of the saints, is not much ; but throne, so many kings’ palaces, 
it is hard when saints rejoice in ten thousand thousands of crowns 
the suffering of saints, and re- of glory, that want heads yet to 
deemed ones hurt, yea, even go fill them ! Oh, so much leisure 
nigh to hate, redeemed ones. as shall be there to sing! Oh, 
I confess, I imagined, there such a Tree as groweth there in 
had no more been such an a f- the midst of that Paradise, where 
fliction on earth, or in the world, the inhabitants sing eternally un- 
as that one elect angel should der its branches ! To look in at 
fight against another ; but, for a window, and see the branches 
contempt of the communion of burdened with the Jipples of life 
saints, we have need of new-born — to be the last mn that shall 
crosses, scarce ever heard of be- come in thither, were too much 
fore. The saints are not Christ ; forme. 

there is no misjudging in him, I pray you to remember me to 
there is much in us; and a doubt the Christians there ; and re- 
it is, if we shall have fully one member our private covenant, 
heart, till we shall enjoy one Grace be with you. Your Friend, 
Heaven. Our star-light hideth in the Lord Jesus, S. R. 

us from ourselves, and hideth us London, 'April 17, 1646. 
from one another, and Christ 
from us all — hut he will not be 
hidden from us. I shall wish 

that'&ll the sons of our Father in LETTER CCCXX. 
that land were of one mind, and 

that they he not shaken nor to earlston, elder. 
moved from the truth once re- 
ceived. Christ was in that Gos- Sir, — I know that ye have 
pel, and Christ is the same now learned long ago, ere I knew 
that he was in the prelates’ time, anything of Christ, that if we 
That Gospel cannot sink ; it will had the cross at our own election, 
make you free, and bear you out. we would either have law-surety 
Christ, the subject of it, is the for freedom from it, or then, we 
chosen of God ; and cometh from would have it honeyed and sugar- 
Bozrah, with garments died in ed with comforts, so as the sweet 
blood. Ireland and Scotland should over-master the gall and 
both must be his field, in which*) wormwood. Christ knoweth how 
he shall feed and gather lilies, to breed the sons of his house, 
Suppose, (which yet is impossi- and ye will give him leave to take 
ble,) that some had an eternity hie own way of dispensation with 
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you ; and, though it be rough, 
forgive him : he defietb you to 
have as much patience to him, as 
he hath borne to you. I am 
sure that there cannot a dram- 
weight of gall be less in your 
cup : and ye would not desire 
he should both afflict you, and 
hurt your soul. When his peo- 
ple cannot have a providence of 
silk and roses, they must be con 
tent with such an one as he 
carvetl. out for them. Ye would 
not go to Heaven but with com- 
pany ; and ye may perceive that 
the way of those who went be- 
fore you was through blood, suf- 
ferings and many afflictions ; 
nay, Christ, the Captain, went 
in over the door-threshold of 
Paradise, bleeding to death. J 
do not hink but ye have learned 
to stoop, though ye, (as otheis,) 
he naturally ttiff ; and that ye 
have found that the apples and 
sweet fruits, which grow on that 
crabbed tree of the cross, are as 
sweet as it is sour to bear it ; 
especially considering, that Christ 
hath borne the whole complete 
cross, and that his saints bear 
but bits and chips; as the apostle 
saith, tk The remnants,” or 14 leav- 
ings” of the cross. 

I judge you ten thousand times 
happy, that ever ye were grace’s 
debtor; for certainly Christ hath 
engaged you over head and ears 
to free grace : and take the debt 
with you to eternity, Immanuel's 
highest Land, where ye find be- 
foreyou a houseful of Christ’s wer- 
lasting debtors — the less shame to 
you. Yea, and this lower king- 
dom of grace is but Christ’s 
hospital and guest-house of sick 
folks, whom the brave and noble 
Physician, Christ, hath cured, 
upon a venture of life and death. 
And, if ye be near the water- 
side, (as I know ye are,) all that 
I can say is this, Sir, that I feel 


by the smell of that Land which 
is before you, that it is a goodly 
country, and it is well paid for to 
your hand ; and He is before you 
who will heartily welcome you. 
Oh, to suck those breasts of full 
consolation above, and to drink 
Christ’s new wine up in his Fa- 
ther’s house, is some greater 
matter than is believed : sihee it 
was brewed from eternity for the 
Head of the house, and so many 
thousand crowned kings. Rubs 
! in the way, where the lodging is 
so good, are not much. 

He that brought again from 
the dead the Great Shepherd of 
the sheep, by the blood of the 
i Eternal Covenant, establish you 
to the end. Your Friend and 
Servant, in Christ Jesus, S. R. 

London, May J5, 1646. 


LETTER CCCXXI. 

TO HIS REVEREND, AND WORTHY 
BROTHER, MR. GEORGE GIL- 
LESPIE. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— I cannot speak to you : — the 
way ye know ; the passage is 
free and not stopped ; the print 
of the footsteps of the Forerun- 
ner is clear and manifest ; many 
have gone before you. Ye will 
not sleep long in the dust before 
the day break. It is a far shorter 
piece of the hinder-end of the 
night to you than to Abraham 
and Moses ; beside all the time 
of their bodies resting under 
corruption, it is as long yet to 
their day as to your morning- 
light of aw aking to glory ; though 
their spirits, having the advan- 
tage of yours, have had now the 
fore-start of the shore before you. 

I dare say nothing against his 
dispensation. I hope to follow 
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quickly. The heirs, that are not 
there before you, are posting 
with haste after you, and none 
shall take your lodging over your 
head. Be not heavy. The life 
of faith is now called for ; doing 
was never reckoned in your ac- 
counts, (though Christ in and by 
you hath done more, than by 
twenty, yea, an hundred grey- 
hairejl and godly pastors ;) be- 
lieving now is your last. Look to 
that word, (Gal. ii. 20,) “ Never- 
theless 1 live, yet not 1, but 
Christ liveth in me.” Ye know 
the 1 that Liveth, and the 1 that 
liveth not ; it is not single ye 
that live. Christ by law liveth 
in the broken debtor ; it is not a 
life by doing or holy walking, 
but the living of Christ in you. 
If ye look to yourself as divided 
from Christ, ye must be more 
than heavy. All your wants, 
dear Brother, be upon him : ye 
are his debtor ; grace must sum 
and subscribe your accounts as 
paid. Stand not upon items, 
and small or little sanctification. 
Xe know that inherent holiness 
must stand by, when imputed is 
all. I fear the clay house is a 
taking down and undermining: 
but it is nigh the dawning : look 
to the east, the dawning of the 
glory is near. Your Guide is 
good company, and knoweth all 
the miles, and the ups and downs 
in the way : — the nearer the 
morning, the darker. 

Some travellers see the city 
twenty miles off, and at a dis- 
tance : and yet within the eighth 
part of a mile they cannot see it. 
It is all keeping, that ye would 
now have, till ye need it ; and if 
sense and fruition come both at 
once, it is not your loss. Let 
Christ tutor you as he thinketh 
good ; ye cannot be marred nor 
miscarry in his hand. Want is 
an excellent qualification ; and 


“ no money, no price,” to you, 
(who 1 know, dare not glory in 
your own righteousness,) is fit- 
ness warrantable enough to cast 
yourself upon Him who justifieth 
the ungodly. Some see the gold 
once, and never ag-ain till the 
race’s end ; it is coming all in a 
sum together ; when ye are in a 
more gracious capacity to tell it 
than now. “ Ye are not come 
to the mount that burneth with 
fire, or unto blackness, darkness, 
and tempest ; but ye are come to 
Mount Zion, unto the city of the 
living God, the heavenly Jerusa- 
lem, and to an innumerable com- 
pany of angels, to the General 
Assembly and Church of the 
first-born which are written in 
Heaven, and to God the Judge 
of all, and to the spirits of just 
men made perfect, and to Jesus 
the Mediator of the New Cove- 
vant, and to the blood of sprink- 
ling,” etc. 

Ye must leave the wife to a 
more choice Husband, and the 
children to a better Father. 

If ye leave any testimony to 
the Lord’s work and Covenant, 
against both Malignants,and Sect- 
aries, (which 1 suppose may be 
needful,) lot it be under your 
hand, and subscribed before faith- 
ful witnesses. Your loving and 
afflicted Brother, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, Sept. 27, H>48. 


LETTER CCCXXII. 

TO MISTRESS GILJL.K8PIE. 

Dear Sister, — I have heard 
how the Lord hath visited you, 
in removing the child Archibald. 
I hope ye see that the setting 
down of the weight of your con- 
fidence and affection upon any 
created thing, whether husband 
x 2 
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or child, is a deceiving thing ; 
and that the creature is not able 
to bear the weight, but sinketh 
down to very nothing under your 
confidence. And, therefore, ye 
are Christ’s debtor for all provi- 
dences of this kind, even in that 
he buildeth an hedge of thorns in 
your way : for so ye see that his 
gracious intention is to save you, 
(if I may say so,) whether ye 
will or not. It is a rich mercy 
that the Lord Christ will be 
Master of your will and of your 
delights, and that his way is 
so fair for landing of husband 
and children before-hand in the 
country whitherto ye are journey- 
ing. No matter how little ye be 
engaged to the world, since ye 
have such experience of cross 
dealing in it. Had ye been a 
child of the house, the world 
would have dealt more warmly 
with its own. There is less of 
you out of Heaven, in that the 
child is there, and the husband 
is there, but much more that 
your Head, Kinsman, and Re- 
deemer doth fetch home such as 
are in danger to be lost. And 
from this time forward, fetch 
not your comforts from such 
broken cisterns and dry wells : 
if the Lord pull at the rest, ye 
must not be the creature that 
will hold when he draweth. 

Truly, to me your case is 
more comfortable than if the 
fire-side were well plenished with 
ten children. The Lord saw 
that ye were able, by his grace, 
to hear the loss of husband and 
child : and that ye are that weak 
and tender as not to be able to 
stand under the mercy of a gra- 
cious husband, living and flourish- 
ing in esteem with authority, and 
in reputation for godliness and 
learning : for he knoweth the 
weight of these mercies would 
crush you and break you ; and 


as there is no searching out of 
his understanding, so he hath 
skill to know what providence 
will make Christ dearest to you ; 
and let not your heart say, “ It is 
an ill-waled dispensation.” Sure 
Christ, who hath seven eyes, had 
before him the good of a living 
husband and children for Mar- 
garet Murray, and the good* of a 
removed husband and children 
translated to glory ; now that he 
hath opened his decree to you, 
say, “ Christ hath made for me 
a wise and gracious choice, and 
I have not one word to say to 
the contrary.” Let not your 
heart charge anything, nor un- 
belief libel injuries upon Christ 
because he will not let you alone, 
nor give you leave to play the 
idolatress with such as have not 
that right to your love that 
Christ hath. I should wish that, 
at the reading of this, ye may 
fall down and make a surrender 
of those that are gone, and of 
those that are yet alive, to him : 
and for you, let him have all ; 
and wait for himself, for he will 
come, and will not tarry. Live 
by faith, and the peace of God 
guard your heart. He cannot 
die whose ye are. 

My wife suffereth with you ; 
and remembereth her love to 
you. Your Brother, in Christ, 
S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, Aug. 14, 1649. 

LETTER CCCXXIII. 

TO THE WORTHY, AND MUCH HO- 
NOURED COLONEL GILBERT KER. 

Much Honoured, and truly 
Worthy, — I hope I shall not 
need to shew you, that ye are in 
greater hazard from yourself and 
your own spirit, which should be 
watched over, — that your actings 



LETTER CCCXXIII. 


467 


for God may be clean, spiritual, it must be the confederacy of the 
purely for God, for the Prince nations of the world with Bri- 
of the kings of the earth, — than tain’s Lord of armies. And let 
ye can be in danger from your me die in the comforts of the 
enemies. Oh, how hard is it, to faith of this, that a throne shall 
get the intentions so cut off be set up for Christ in this island 
from, and raised above the crea- of Britain, (which is, and shall 
ture„ as to be without mixture be, a garden more fruitful of 
of <jreature and carnal interest, trees of righteousness, and which 
and to have the soul in heavenly payeth, and shall pay more thou- 
actir^gs, only eyeing Himself, and sands to the Lord of the vine-- 
acting from love to God, re- yard, than is paid in thrice the 
vealed to us in Jesus Christ 1 bounds of Great Britain upon 
Ye will find yourself, your de- earth,) and then there can be 
lights, your solid glory, (far neither papist, prelate, malig- 
above the air and breathings of nant, nor sectary, who dare draw 
mouths, and the thin, short, a sword against Him that sitteth 
poor applauses of men,) before upon the throne, 
you in God. All the creatures, Sir, I shail wish a clean army, 
all the swords, all the hosts in so far as may be, that the shout 
Britain, and in this poor globe of a King who hath many crowns, 
of the habitable world, are but may be among you ; and that ye 
under him single cyphers making may fight in faith, and prevail 
no number, the product being with God first. Think it your 
nothing but painted men, and glory to have a sword to act, 
painted swords in a brod, with- and suffer, and die, (if it please 
out influence from him. And, him,) so being ye may add any- 
oh, what of God is in Gideon’s thing to the declarative glory of 
sword, when it is the sword of Christ, the Plant of renown, 
the Lord ! Immanuel, God with us : happy 

I wish a sword from Heaven and thrice blessed are they by 
to you, and orders from Heaven whose actings, or blood, or pain, 
to you to go out, and as much or loss, the diadems and rubies 
peremptoriness of a heavenly will, of bis highest and most glorious 
as to say, and abide by it, “ I crown, (whose ye are,) shall 
will not, I shall not go out un- glister and shine in this quarter 
less thou goest with me.” I de- of the habitable world. Though 
sire not to be rash in judging ; he need not Gilbert Ker, nor his 
but I am a stranger to the mind sword ; yet this honour have 
of Christ, if our adversaries who ye with his redeemed soldiers, to 
have unjustly invaded us, be not call Christ High Lord-General, 
now in the camp of those that of whom ye hope for pay, and 
make war with the Lamb. But all arrears well told. Go on, 
the Lamb shall overcome them worthy Sir, in the courage of 
at length ; for he is the Lord of faith, follow-in the Lamb : make 
lords, and King of kings, and not haste unbelievingly ; but in 
they who are with him are called, hope and silence keep the watch- 
and chosen, and faithful. And tower, and look out. He will 
though ye and I see but the dark come in his own time ; his salva- 
side of God’s dispensations this tion shall not tarry, he will place 
day towards Britain, yet the fair, salvation in Britain’s Zion for 
beautiful, and desirable close of 1 Israel’s glory. 
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His good-will who dwelt in 
the bush, and it burned not, be 
yours, and with you. 1 am 
yours, in his sweet Lord Jesus, 
S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, Aug. 10, 1650. 


LETTER CCCXXIV. 

TO THE WORTHY, AND MUCH HO- 
NOURED COLONEL GILBERT KER. 

Much Honoured, and Worthy 
Sir, — What I wrote to you be- 
fore, I spake not upon any pri- 
vate warrant. I am where 1 
was. Cromwell and his army, 
(I shall not say, but there may 
be, and are, several sober and 
godly among them, who have 
either joined through misinforma- 
tion, or have gone alongst with 
the rest in the simplicity of their 
hearts, not knowing any thing,) 
fight in an unjust cause, against 
the Lord’s secret ones; and now, 
to the trampling of the worship 
of God, and persecuting the peo- 
ple of God in England and Ire- 
land, he hath brought upon his 
score the blood of the people of 
Godin Scotland. I entreat you, 
dear Sir, as ye desire to be ser- 
viceable to Jesus Christ, whose 
free grace prevented you, when 
ye were his enemy, go on without 
fainting, equally eschewing all 
mixtures with Sectaries and Ma- 
hgnants; neither of the two shall 
ever be instrumental to save the 
Lord’s people, or build his house. 
And, without prophesying, or 
speaking further than He whose 
1 am, and whom I desire to serve 
in the Gospel of his Son, shall 
warrant, 1 desire to hope and to 
believe there is a glory and a 
majesty of the Prince of the 
kings of the earth, that shall 
shine and appear in Great Bri- 


tain, which shall darken all the 
glory of men, confound Sectaries 
and Malignants, and rejoice the 
spirits of the followers of the 
Lamb, and dazzle the eyes of 
the beholders. 

Sir, I suppose that God is to 
gather Malignants and Sectaries, 
ere all be done, as sheaves in a 
barn-floor ; and to hid the Daugh- 
ter of Zion arise, and thresfy. I 
hope that ye will mix with none 
of them. 1 am abundantly satis- 
fied, that our army, through the 
sinful miscarriage of men, hath 
fallen ; and dare say, it is a 
better and a more comfortable 
dispensation than if the Lord had 
given us the victory and the necks 
of the reproachers of the way of 
God, because he bath done it. 
For — 1. More blood, blasphe- 
mies, cruelty, treachery, must he 
upon the accounts of the men, 
whose Land the Lord forbid us 
to invade. 2. Victory is such a 
burdening and weighty mercy, 
that we have not strength to bear 
it as yet. 3. That was not the 
army, nor Gideon’s three hun- 
dred, by whom he is to save us ; 
— we must have one of our Lord’s 
carving. 4. Our enemies, on 
both sides, are not enough hard- 
ened, nor we enough mortified 
to multitude, valour and crea- 
tures. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Your Friend and Servant, in his 
sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, Sept. 5, 1650. 


LETTER CCCXXV. 

A Letter from Mr. Samuel 
Rutherford to Mr. William 
Guthrie, when the army was 
at Stirling , after the defeat ai 
Dunbar , and the godly in the 
West were falsely branded with 
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intended compliance with the 
usurpers , about the time when 
those debates and that differ- 
ence concerning the Public Re- 
solutions , arose. 

Reverend Brother, — I did not 
dreayi of such shortness of breath, 
and fainting in the way toward 
our country : I thought that 1 
had # no more to do than die in 
my nest, and bow down my sin- 
ful head, and let Him put on the 
crown, and so end. I have suf- 
fered much ; but that is the 
thickest darkness, and the strait- 
est step of the way I have yet 
trodden. I see more suffering 
yet behind, and I fear from the 1 
keepers of the vine. Let me oh- 
tain of you, that you would press' 
upon the Lord’s people, that i 
they would stand far off from ' 
these merchants of souls, come 
in amongst you. If the way re- 
vealed in the word be that way, 
we then know that these soul- 
cowpers and traffickers shew not 
the way of salvation. Alas ! 
alas ! poor I am utterly lost, my 
share of Heaven is gone, and my 
hope is perished, and I am cut 
off’ from the Lord, if hitherto 
out of the way. But I dare not 
judge kind Christ ; for, if it may 
be but permitted, (with reverence 
to his greatness and highness, 
be it spoken,) I will, before wit- 
nesses, produce his own hand, 
that he said, 11 This is the way, 
walk thou in it,” — and he cannot 
except against his own seal. I 
profess that 1 am almost broken 
and a little sleepy, and would 
fain put off this body: but this is 
my infirmity, who would be under 
the shadow and covert of that 
Good Land, once to be without 
the reach and blast of the ter- 
rible One. But I am a fool : 
there is none that can overbid, 
or take my lodging over my 


head, since Christ hath taken it 
for me. 

Dear Brother, help me, and 
get me the help of their prayers 
who are with you, in whom is 
my delight. You are much sus- 
pected of intended compliance ; 

I mean not of you, only, but of 
all the people of God with you. 

It is hut a poor thing the fulfill- 
ing of my joy : but let me obtest - 
all the serious seekers of his 
face, his secret sealed ones, by 
the strongest consolations of the 
Spirit, by the gentleness of Jesus 
Christ, that Plant of renown, by 
your last accounts, and appearing 
before God, when the white 
throne shall be set up, he not de- 
ceived with their fair w'ords. 
Though my spirit he astonished 
at the cunning distinctions, wffiich 
are found out in the matters of 
the Covenant, that help may he 
had against these men ; vet my 
heart tremhletb to entertain the 
least thought of joining with 
those deceivers. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Amen. Your own Brother, in 
our common Lord and Saviour, 
S. R. 

St. Andrew’s. 


LETTER CCCXXVI. 

TO THE WORTHY, AND MUCH HO- 
NOURED COLONEL GILBERT HER. 

Much Honoured, and Worthy 
Sir, — It is worthy of considera- 
tion, that the Lord may, and 
often doth call to a work, and 
vet hide himself, and try the 
faith of his own. If I conceive 
aright, the Lord hath called you 
to act against that enemy ; and 
the withdrawers of their sword, 
in my weak apprehension, add 
| their zeal unto, and take upon 



470 


LETTER CCCXXVI. 


them the guilt of that unjust in- 
vasion of this Land made by 
Cromwell’s army, and of the 
blood of the Lord’s people in this 
Kingdom; since the sword, put 
into the hand of his children, is 
to execute wrath and vengeance 
upon evil-doers. The Lord’s time 
of appearing for his broken Land 
is reserved to the breathings of 
the Spirit of the Lord, such as 
came upon Gideon and Samson ; 
and that is an act of princely and 
royal sovereignty in God. Ye 
are, Sir, to lay hold on opportu- 
nities of Providence, and to wait 
for him. 

As for your particular treating 
by yourselves with the invaders 
of our Land, I have no mind to 
it, and do look upon their way as 
a carrying on of the Mystery of 
Iniquity, (for Babylon is a seat 
of many names.) Sir, let this 
controversy stand undecided til) 
the Second Appearance of Jesus 
Christ, and our appeal lie before 
the throne undiscussed till that 
day. I hope to lie down in the 
grave in the faith of the justness 
of our cause. I speak nothing 
of the maintaining the greatness 
of men, not subordinate to the 
Prince of the kings of the earth. 
I judge that the blood of the wit- 
nesses of Jesus is found upon the 
skirts of this society, as well as 
in Babylon’s skirts. I believe 
that the way of the Lord is 
Colonel Gilbert Ker’s strength 
and glory ; and I should be con- 
tent to want my part of him, 
(which is, I confess, precious and 
dear in Christ,) so that he be 
spent in the service of Him who 
will anon make inquisition for 
the blood of the truly godly, which 
these men have shed, after fair 
warning that they were the godly 
of Scotland. 

Worthy Sir, believe, faint not, 
set your shoulder under the glory 


of Jesus, that is misprised in Scot- 
land, and give a testimony for 
him — he hath many names in 
Scotland, who shall walk with 
him in white. This despised 
Covenant shall ruin Malignants, 
Sectaries, and Atheists. Yet a 
little while, and behold he som- 
eth, and walketh in the greatness 
of his strength, and his garnSents 
died with blood. Oh, for the sad 
and terrible day of the Lord upon 
England, their ships of Tarshish, 
their fenced cities, etc., because 
of a broken Covenant ! 

A conference with the enemy, 
not to hinder acting, (Oh, that 
the Lord would thereby, or by 
someother way, remove the cloud 
that is over you,) if authority 
should concur, were to be de- 
sired ; but it can bardly be ex- 
pected : however, in the way of 
duty, and in the silence of faith, 
go on ; if ye perish, ye are the 
first of the creation with whom 
the Lord hath taken that dispen- 
sation. I should humbly desire 
you, Sir, to look to that, “ Dying, 
and behold we live ; killed all the 
day long, and yet more than con- 
querors.” There shall be the 
heat and warmness of life in your 
graves and buried bones : but 
look not for the Lord’s coming 
the Lord’s coming the higher 
way only, for he may come the 
lower way. Oh, how little of 
God do we see, and how mysteri- 
ous is he ! Christ known is 
amongst the greatest secrets of 
God. Keep yourself in the love 
of God, and, in order to that, as 
far in obedience and subjection to 
the King, (whose salvation and 
true happiness my soul desireth,) 
and to every ordinance of man 
for the Lord’s sake, and to the 
fundamental laws of this King- 
dom, as your Lord requireth. 
Sir, ye are in the hearts and 
prayers of the Lord’s people in 
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this Kingdom, and in the other 
two. The Lord hath said, 
“ There is a blessing in the clus- 
ter of grapes, destroy it not.” 

Grace, grace be upon the head 
of him that is separated from his 
brethren ; and the good-will of 
Hiry that dwelt in the bush, be 
with you. Your Servant, in his 
sw?et Lord Jesus, S. R. 

F^erth, Nov. 23, 1650. 


LETTER CCCXXVII. 

TO THE MUCH HONOURED, AND 
TRULY WORTHY COLONEL CIL- 
BERT KER. 

(Habakkuk ii. 3, 4.) 

Much Honoured, and Worthy 
Sir, — Your chains now shine as 
much for Christ, the cause being 
his, as your sword was made fa- 
mous in acting for that cause ; 
and blessed are such as can will- 
ingly tender to Christ both action 
and blood, doing and suffering. 
Resisting unto blood is little for 
that precious and never-enough 
exalted Redeemer, who, when 
ye were a-buying, gave blood 
somewhat dearer than ye gave 
for him, even the blood of God, 
(Acts xx. 28.) I know a man, 
who, upon the receipt of a letter, 
that ye were killed and the people 
of God destroyed, wished that 
he might be quickly under the 
wall of the higher palace, from 
under the dint of the storm, and 
who longed to have the weather- 
beaten and crazy bark safely 
landed in that harbour of eternal 
quietness. 

What further service Christ 
hath for you, I know not ; it is 
enough, that in your captivity ye 
offer your service to Christ — but, 
if I see any thing, it looketh like 


a merciful defeat. I see the 
nobles and the State falling off 
from Christ, and the night com- 
ing upon the prophets, which we 
should pray to prevent : because 
it is a rare thing to see a fallen 
star win ever up again to the fir- 
mament to shine. And what if 
this be the thick darkness going 
before the break of day ? Sure, 
Sir, the sun shall rise upon Scot- 
land ; but if I shall see it, or how* 
near it is to that day, I leave that 
to Him, even unto Jehovah, who 
“ createth upon every dwelling- 
place in Mount Zion, and upon 
her assemblies a cloud, and a 
smoke by day, and the shining of 
a flaming fire by night.” But, 
Sir, tl the wilderness shall re- 
joice and blossom as a rose and 
happy he, who hath a bone or an 
arm, to put the crown upon the 
head of our highest King whose 
chariotis paved with love. Were 
there ten thousand millions of 
heavens created above these high- 
est Heavens, and again as many 
above them, and as many above 
them till angels were wearied 
with counting, it were but too 
low a seat to fix the princely 
throne of that Lord Jesus, 
(whose ye are,) above them all : 
— created heavens are too low a 
seat of majesty for him. Since 
then, there is none equal to your 
Master and Prince who hath 
chosen out for you amongst many 
sufferings for sin, that only cross, 
which cometh nearest in likeness 
to his own cross, watered with 
consolation, take courage, and 
comfort yourself in Him who 
hath chosen you to glory here- 
after, and to conformity with 
him here. We fools would have 
a cross of our own choosing, and 
would have our gall and worm- 
wood sugared, our fire cold, and 
our death and grave warmed with 
heat of life ; but He who hath 
x 5 
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brought many children to glory, 
and lost none, is our best Tutor. 
1 wish that when I am sick, he 
may he keeper and comforter. I 
judge it a blessed fall, that we 
are forfeited heirs, broken and 
out of credit, and that Christ is 
become a Tutor in the place of 
Free-will, and that we are no 
more our own. I am broken 
and wasted with the wrath that 
is on the Land, and have been 
much tempted with a design to 
have a pass from Christ, which if 
1 had, I would not stay to be a 
witness of our defection for no 
man’s entreaty. But 1 know it i* 
my softness and weakness, who 
would ever be ashore, when a fit 
of sea-sickness cometh on ; though 
I know I shall come soon enough 
to that desirable country, and 
shall not be displaced, — none shall 
take my lodging. 

Sir, many eyes are upon you 
and the godly are exceedingly 
refreshed, that ye listen not to 
the ways of many about you 
who with fair words make mer- 
chandise of souls. Sir, if the 
way you are in, be not the way of 
Christ then wo to me, for 1 am 
eternally lost ; but truly, the Lord 
Christ’s dealing with Colonel 
Gilbert Ker hath proven to me, 
that the New Testament and the 
Covenant of Grace is a piece, that 
a solemn meeting and assembly of 
all created angels, join all their 
wits together, could not have de- 
vised. Since, Sir, ye paid no- 
thing for the change that Christ 
made, and ye will take that debt 
of free grace to Heaven with you, 
(for what was Christ Jesus in- 
debted to you, more than to all 
your kindred and name!) there- 
fore, since ye are made his own, 
follow no other way. What is 
my salvation, though I should 
lay it in pawn, (it is but a poor 
pledge,) that this, this only is the 


way ? but Christ is surety him- 
self, that it is the way. The 
Forerunner went before you, and 
he is safely landed, and there is a 
fair company before you of such 
as “ have come out of great tri- 
bulation, and have washed their 
garments, and made them \yhite 
in the blood of the Lamb to 
whom these promises are now 
performed, u He that overcom- 
eth, shall eat of the Tree of life, 
that is in the midst of the Para- 
dise of God; and God shall wipe 
away all tears from their eyes ; 
and their shall he no more death, 
neither sorrow, nor crying, nei- 
ther shall there he any more pain, 
lie that sitteth on the throne 
shall dwell among them ; they 
shall hunger no more, neither 
thirst any more, neither shall the 
■un light on them, nor any heat ; 
for the Lamb that is in the midst 
if the throne, shall feed them, 
and shall take them unto the liv- 
ing fountains of waters.” 

I may, Sir, possibly keep you 
from better work. The God of 
peace, that brought again from 
the dead the Great Shepherd of 
the sheep, through the blood of 
the Eternal Covenant, make you 
perfect. Yours, in Jesus Christ, 
S. II. 

St. Andrew’s, Jan. 7, 1651. 


LETTER CCCXXVIII. 

TO THE MUCH HONOURED, AND 
TRULY WORTHY COLONEL GIL- 
BERT KER. 

Much Honoured, and Worthy 
Sir, — I have heard of your con- 
tinued captivity in England, as 
well as in this afflicted Land ; 
but, go where ye will, ye cannot 
go from under your Shadow, 
which is broader than many king* 
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doms. Ye change lodging and 
countries ; but the same Lord is 
before you; if ye were carried 
away captive to the other side of 
the sun, or as far as the rising of 
the morning star. It is spoken 
to your Mother, who hath yet re- 
ceived no bill of divorce, which 
was written to Judah, (Micah iv. 
10,J 1,4 Be in pain, and labour to 
bring forth, O Daughter of Zion, 
like a woman in travail: for now 
halt thou go forth out of the city, 
nd thou shalt dwell in the field, 
nd thou shalt go even to Baby- | 
Jon, there shalt thou be delivered : j 
there the Lord shall redeem thee 
from the hand of thine enemies.” 
England shall be accountable for 
you, to render you back ; (Isa. 
xliii. 6,) 44 1 will say to the north, 

1 Give up and to the south, 

4 Keep not back.’ ” It is a ser- 
mon that flesh and blood laugheth 
at ; (Ezok. xxxvii. 4,) " 4 Prophesy 
upon these dry hones, and say 
unto them, 4 O ye dry bones, hear 
the word of the Lord !’ ” It is 
a preaching to the cold grave : 
44 Thus saith the Lord unto the 
bones, 4 Behold I will cause breath 
to enter into you, and ye shall 
live. And I will lay sinew r s up- 
on you, and bring flesh upon you, 
and cover you with skin, and put 
breath in you, and ye shall live.’” 
(Rev. xx. 13.) t4 And the sea 
gave up the dead that were in it.” 
Berwick must render hack the 
Scottish captives, and Colonel 
Gilbert Ker with them. (Isa 
xliii. 14,) 44 For thus saith the 
Lord, your Redeemer, the holy 
One of Israel, 4 For your sake, 
1 have sent to Babylon, and have 
brought down all their nobles, 
and the Chaldeans, whose cry is 
in the ships.'’ ” (Deut. xxx 4.) 
44 If any of them be driven out 
to the utmost parts of Heaven, 
from thence will the Lord thy 
God gather thee, and from thence 


will he fetch thee.” (Zech. viii. 
7, 8,) 44 Thus saith the Lord of 
hosts, 4 Behold I will save my 
people from the east country, and 
from the west country ; and 1 
will bring them, and they shall 
dwell in the midst of Jerusalem, 
and they shall he my people, and 
I will bo their God, in truth and 
in righteousness.’ ” Sir, ye are 
both hooked by the Lord who 
writeth up the people, (Psal." 
Ixxxvii. 5,f?,) and counted to the 
Lord as one of the house and 
stock, (Psal. xxii. 30 ) Fear not, 
faint not, all your hairs are num- 
bered. 

It is the desire of the people 
of God, that as your bonds hi- 
therto have been exemplary, to 
the strengthening of the feeble 
and to the stopping of the mouth 
of the adversary, wdthout any de- 
clining to the right or left hand ; 
so your sufferings, in the plaee ye* 
now go to, may he, (as we are 
confident in the Lord of you, and 
in humility boast of his grace in 
you,) savoury, convincing, and 
like unto this honorable cause, 
that will prevail in Britain, con- 
trary to all the machinations and 
counsels of devils and men : and 
though there were no other ink 
in the pen I now wiite with, but 
: some dewing of my last cooling 
blood, this I purpose, (His grace 
whose I am, enabling me,) to 
stand to. Sir, we desire to adore 
no instruments ; yet we conceive 
the shining and rays of grace, 
from the Fountain, Jesus Christ 
the fulness of the Godhead, be- 
stowed on sinful men, hold forth 
the good thoughts of Christ to 
this poor Land, whose multiplied 
graves, and wlu^o souls under 
the altar, slain by .Sectaries and 
Malignants, cry aloud to Heaven. 

I see nothing, Sir, if the Lord 
he not near, though I dare nnt 
say how soon, to awake for the 
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year of Zion's controversy; (Isa. 
xxxiv. 5,) 44 For my sword shall 
be bathed in Heaven.’* Behold, 
it shall come down upon Eng- 
land, and on the residue of his 
enemies in Scotland. Wo is me 
for England ! That Land shall 
be soaked with blood, and their 
dust made fat with fatness ; that 
pleasant Land shall be a wilder- 
ness, and on the dust of their 
land pitch ; a judgment upon 
their walled towns, their pleasant 
fields, their strong ships, etc., if 
they do not repent. 

Ye have not, I conceive, seen 
such searching and trying times 
as now these are ; and yet the 
question will be drawn to a more 
narrow state, and multitudes will 
yet leave the Cause ; for we took 
all into the covenant that offered 
to build with us : but Christ must 
have but a small remnant ; few 
nobles, if any, few ministers, few 
professors, though our way stand- 
eth unchanged, (2 Cor. vi. 8, 9,) 
44 By honour and dishonour, by 
good report and evil report : as 
deceivers, and yet true ; as un- 
known , yet well known ; as dying, 
and behold we live; as chastened, 
and yet not killed.” Neither is 
this your condition alone, but the 
experienced lot of all the saints 
that have gone before you. It is 
one and the same cross of Christ ; 
but there be sundry faces and di- 
verse circumstances in the same 
remnant, the sufferings of Christ 
and yours. Sir, to be delivered 
to soldiers, and in captivity, look- 
eth like His suffering of whom 
Isaiah saith, (chap. liii. 8,) 44 He 
was taken from prison, and from 
judgment:” yea, and taken bound, 
(John xviii. 12.) When the 
cause is the truth of God, the 
lustre and face. of suffering is so 
much the more lovely, that it 
hath the hueand colour of Christ’s 
sufferings who endured contra- 


diction of sinners, and despised 
the shame. Oh it is a great 
word, 41 Christ shamed, and Christ 
abased !” But thus was the Head, 
and so are the members dealt with 
in the world ; and truly anything 
of Christ, even the worst of him, 
(to speak so,) his reproach f and 
shame are lovely. Though su- 
perstitious love to the material 
cross he suffered upon be fooj.ery, 
and doting upon the holy grave 
be cursed idolatry : yet is there 
a communion with him in his suf- 
ferings most desirable ; (1 Pet. 
iv. 13,) 44 But rejoice, in as much 
as ye are partakers of Christ’s 
sufferings in which sense the 
cup that his lip touched hath the 
sweeter taste, even though death 
were in it ; the grave, because 
he did lie in it, is so much the 
softer, and the more refreshful a 
bed of rest ; and that part of the 
sky and clouds that the Beloved 
shall break through, and come to 
judgment, is as lovely a piece of 
the created heaven as any is, if 
we may love the ground he goeth 
on the better — but all this is to 
be understood in a spiritual man- 
ner. The Lord calleth you, Sir, 
upon whom the Spirit of God and 
his glory resteth, to put your 
soul’s Amen to this dispensation ; 
and requireth of us, that our de- 
sires follow the now-declared de- 
cree of God, concerning the de- 
solation of our sinful Land, so 
many ways guilty of a despised 
Gospel, and a broken Covenant, 
and that with all submission. 
Certainly no man hath failed more 
in this thing, than he who writeth 
to you : for I have brought my 
health into great hazard, and tor- 
mented my spirit with excessive 
grief for our present provocations, 
and the rendings of our Kirk ; 
and I see it is a challenging of, 
and a bold pleading against Him 
upon whose shoulder the govern- 
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ment is, (Isa. xxii. 22.) Tfc 
Father hath put a glorious trust 
upon Christ ; (ver. 23,) “ and I 
will fasten him as a nail in a sure 
place, and he shall be for a glo- 
rious throne to his Father’s house, 
(ver. 24,) And they shall hang 
upon him all the glory of his Fa- 
ther s house, the offspring and the 
issife, all vessels of small quantity: 
from the vessels of cups even to 
all the vessels of flagons.” Our 
unbelieving apprehensions do so 
quarrel at the prosperity of ene- 
mies in an evil cause, that we 
wrestle with defeats, spoiling, 
captivity of the godly, killing of 
his people, the wasting of our 
Land, starving and famishing of 
the Kingdom, which is worse than 
the sword : but this is a sinful 
contradicting of the Lord’s re- 
vealed decree. His wisdom saith, 
Spoiling and desolation is best 
for Scotland, ”and wesay, u Not;” 
and so accuse Christ of misgo- 
vernment, and of not being true 
to the trust put upon him. But 
since he doth not drag the go- 
vernment at his heels, but hath it 
upon his shoulder ; and since the 
Nail fastened in a sure place can- 
not be broken, nor can the smal- 
lest vessel fail to find sweet secu- 
rity in dependence upon him ; 
since all the weight of Heaven 
and earth, of redeemed saints and 
confirmed angels is upon his shoul- 
der, I am a fool, and brutish to 
imagine, that I can add anything 
to Christ's special care of, and 
tenderness to his people. He 
who keepeth the basins and knives 
of his house, and bringeth the 
vessels again to the Second Tem- 
ple, (Ezra i. 8, 9, 10,) must have 
a more tender care of his redeem- 
ed ones, than of a spoon, or of 
Peter’s old shoes, which yet must 
not be lost in his captivity, (Acts 
xii. 8.) Oh, for grace to suffer 
Christ to tutor his own minors 


and young heirs ! But we can- 
not endure to be under the act- 
ngs of his government ; we love 
too much to be our own. Oh, 
how sweet to be wholly Christ’s, 
and wholly in Christ 1 to be out 
of the creature’s owning, and 
made complete in Christ ; to live 
by faith in Christ ; and to be once 
for all clothed with the created 
majesty and glory of the Son of 
God, wherein he maketh all his 
friends and followers sharers ; to 
dwell in Immanuel’s high and 
blessed Land, and live in that 
sweetest air, where no wind blow- 
eth, but the breathings of the 
Holy Ghost ; no seas nor floods 
flow, but the pure waters of life, 
that proceedeth from under the 
throne, and from the Lamb ; no 
planting, but the Tree of life, that 
yieldeth twelve manner of fruits 
every month ! What do we here 
but sin and suffer? Oh, when 
shall the nights be gone, the sha- 
llows flee away, and the morning 
of that long, long day, without 
cloud or night, dawn ? The 
Spirit and the bride say, “ Come.” 
Oh, when shall the Lamb’s wife 
be ready, and the Bridegroom 
say, “ Come !” 

Worthy Sir, I mind you to the 
Hearer of prayer ; Oh, help me 
in that kind. 

The Spirit of Jesus be with 
your spirit. Yours, in his only, 
only Lord Jesus, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, May 14, 1651. 


LETTER CCCXXIX. 

TO THE WORTHY, AND MUCH 
HONOURED COLONEL GILBERT 
KEIt. 

Much Honoured, and Worthy 
Sir, — I know not why the people 
of God should not take notice of 
the bonds of any who have blood 
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in readiness to be let out for his 
cause ; and 1 .judge it was not of 
you, that ye died not in the un- 
decided controversy which the 
Lord of the whole earth hath 
with the men whom he hath sent 
against us. 

Dear, and much Honoured in 
the Lord, let me entreat you to 
be far from the thoughts of leav- 
ing this Land, — I see it, and find 
it, that the Lord hath covered 
the whole Land with a cloud in 
his anger : but though T have 1 
been tempted to the like*, I had 
rather he in Scotland, beside an- 
gry Jesus Christ, knowing that 
he mindeth no evil to us, than in 
any Eden or garden in the earth, 
-if we can remain united with 
the Lord’s remnant in the Land. 
He layeth up u rath for all sorts of 
adversaries in Britain. Though 
I should never see the glory of 
his glistering sword in Biitain, I 
would he solaced in the innocent 
thoughts, (far from revenge,) that | 
the saints shall dip their feet in 
the blood of the slain of the Lord. 
And truly, Sir, I suppose that } e 
cannot hut come to these thoughts 
and weak desires before the Hear- 
er of prayers, for as little as ye 
think of and value yourself. For | 
me, if I could mind you in your 
bonds, I purpose not to stand to | 
the account ye give, or thoughts 
ye have of yourself; though 1 
knew ye are not a whit more or 
less before Him who weigheth 
his own according to the weight 
of imputed righteousness, for my 
apprehensions. Christ cannot 
mistake you, — men may — and the 
calculation and esteem of free 
grace muketh you to be what you 
are. I hope to see you an ever- 
lastingly obliged debtor to Him 
whom ye shall praise, but never 
pay. And truly ye have no riches 
but that debt ; and I know that 
ye love to be engaged to Jesus 


"hrist, the most excellent of cre- 
ditors : much joy and sweetness 
may ye have in standing written 
in his book. I desite to do it 
myself, and I would have you also 
highly to esteem the design of 
Christ, who hath raised the riches 
of the glory of so much grace 
above the circle of the Heaven of 
heavens, out of very nothings ; 
and contrived his thoughts of # love 
so, that lumps of glorified clay 
should stand before him, for all 
ages, the burdens and loaden 
debtors of free, eternally free 
grace. Sir, ye cannot cast the 
count of the rents of your so 
great inheritance of glory. Grace 
he with you. Your Servant, in 
his own Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Edinburgh, May 18, 1651. 


LETTER CCCXXX. 

TO MY LADY RKNMURE. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace he to you — We are fallen 
in winnowing and trying times. 
I am glad that your breath serv- 
eth you to run to the end, in the 
same condition and way wherein 
ye have walked these twenty years 
past : it is either the wav of peace, 
or we are yet in our sins, and 
have missed the way. The Lord, 
it is true, hath stained the pride 
of all our glory; and now, last 
of all, the sun hath gone down 
upon many of the prophets : but 
stumble not, men are but men, 
and God appeareth more and 
more to he God, and Christ is 
still Christ. 

Madam, a stronger than I am, 
had almost stumbled me and ca^t 
me down ; but, oh, what mercy 
is it, to discern between what is 
Christ’s and what is man’s, and 
what way the hue, colour, and 
lustre of gifts of grace dazzle and 
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deceive our weak eyes ! Oh, to 
be dead to all things that are be- 
low Christ, were it even a created 
heaven and created grace! Ho- 
liness is not Christ ; nor are the 
blossoms and flowers of the Tree 
of life the tree itself. Men and 
creatures may wind themselves 
between us and Christ ; and, 
therefore, the Lord hath done 
mucjj to take out of the way all 
betwixt him and us. There are 
not in our way now kings, nor 
armies, nor nobles, nor judicato- 
ries, nor strongholds, nor watch- 
men, nor godly professors. The 
fairest things, and most eminent 
in Britain, are stained, and have 
lost their lustre; only, only Christ 
keepeth his greenness and beauty, 
and remaineth what he was. Oh ! 
if he were more and more excel- 
lent to our apprehensions than 
ever he was, (whose excellency is 
above all apprehensions,) and still 
more and more sweet to our taste. 
1 care for nothing, if so be that 
I were nearer to him ; and yet 
he fleeth not from me : I flee 
from him, but lie pursueth. I 
hear that your Ladyship hath 
the same esteem of the despised 
Cause and Covenant of our Lord, 
that ye had before. Madam, hold 
you there. I dare and would 
gladly breathe out my spirit in 
that way, with a nearer commu- 
nion and fellowship with the La- 
ther and the Son, and would seek 
no more, but that I might dit 
believing ; and also I would hope, 
that the earth should not cover 
the blood of the godly slain in 
Scotland; but that the Lord will 
make inquisition for their blood, 
when the sufferings of the saints 
in these Lands shall be fulfilled. 

The good-will of Him that 
dwelt in the bush be with you. 
Your Ladyship’s, at all obser- 
vance, in the Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Glasgow, Sept. 28, 1651. 


LETTER CCCXXXI. 

FOR THE RIGHT HONORABLE, AND 

CHRISTIAN LADY, THE LADY 

KKNMURE. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 

peace be to you The Lord is 

gracious who keepeth your Lady- 
ship in the furnace, when many 
put out their hand to iniquity one 
way or other. We are now 
shouldering and casting down 
one another in the dark, and the 
godly are bidden from the godly. 
We make our own chains heavier 
by joining with the Lord’s ene- 
mies ; hence new sufferings to all 
that dare not say a confederacy 
to those to whom this people say 
a confederacy, nor fear their 
fear. As that is my exercise 
now, who am not very far from 
being my lone, — though I know 
in Whom 1 have believed, at 
least, I should know, — in this 
place ; so I am afraid that the 
godly there comply with those 
declared enemies of God. It will 
be our strength to walk between 
enemies and Malignants on either 
side. This is the day of Jacob’s 
trouble, yet these dry bones can, 
and must live. I know not if I 
shall see it, but I hope to take 
this quietness and silence of faith, 
in the midst of the noises of the 
alarm for war, to the grave with 
me, that the Lord will build upon 
the Church of Britain and Ire- 
land a palace of silver, inclosed 
with boards of cedar. 

Dear Madam, faint not, the 
night is almost gone ; for the 
vision is yet for an appointed 
time, but at the end it shall speak, 
and not lie ; though it tarry, wait 
for it, because it will surely come, 
and not tarry. Madam, weary 
not ; none can outbid your lodg- 
ing in Heaven ; there is more 
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given for it by Him who hath 
bespoken it for Jean Campbell, 
and taken it for her, than any 
can offer : — the ransom of blood 
standeth. 

My wife rememhereth her re- 
spects to your Ladyship. The 
child is well. Mrs. Gillespie is 
well, we hear, but is not here. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in his own Lord Jesus 
Christ, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, Jan. 28, 1653. 


LETTER CCCXXXII. 

FOR GRIZZEL FULLERTON. 

Mistress, — Remembering well 
what relation 1 had to your dear 
Mother, (now blessed and per- 
fected with glory,) and being 
confident that yourself looketh 
that way, which except I be eter- 
nally lost, is the way of peace and 
of life ; I should be ungrateful to 
forget those, whom, by the cove- 
nant of the Lord, i cannot but 
remember to God. 

I shall speak nothing to you of 
the present sad differences ; but 
if I have, or ever had, any near- 
ness to God, that other way, 
which I trust I shall never fol- 
low, is the way of man. And, 
for the present powers, I suffer 
from them, and look for more. 
God hath a controversy with 
with them ; and, my soul, enter 
not into their secrets. Only, I 
would beseech, request, and ob- 
test you, in the Lord, and by 
your appearance before Christ, 
to follow the way of the Lord, 
and the steps trod by the graci- 
ous in that place, which the Lord 
followed with life and power. 
My heart is filled with sorrow, 
considering what communion with 
God some of that country had, 


and how much they were in edi- 
fying and helping one another in 
his way, and how little of that 
there is now in that country. 
Your mother kept-in life in that 
place, and quickened many about 
her to the seeking of God. My 
desire to you is, that ye sjiould 
succeed her in that way, and be 
letting a word fall to your bfeth- 
ren and others, that may entour- 
age them to look toward the way 
of God : — you will have need of 
it ere it be long. See how you 
may have a gracious minister, 
and no neutral there, to succeed 
and follow the servant of God, 
now asleep in the Lord. There 
is a great and wide difference be- 
tween a name of godliness, and 
the power of godliness : that is 
hottest when there are fewest 
witnesses. The deadness upon 
many, and the defection of the 
Land, is great. Blessed are they 
who seek the Lord and his face. 

I shall entreat you to remem- 
ber me to your husband, and all 
friends. 1 desire to forget none 
who are in Christ. Your Bro- 
ther, in the Lord, S. R. 

Edinburgh, March 14, 1653. 


LETTER CCCXXXIII. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you — I know that ye 
think of an out-going, and that 
your quartering in time, and your 
abode in this life, is short ; “ for 
we Bee away as a shadow.” The 
declining of the sun, and the 
lengthening of the shadow, say 
that our journey is short and near 
the end. I speak it, because I 
have warnings of my removal. 
Madam, I know not any against 
whom the Lord is not : for he is 
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against 44 the proud and lofty • 
the day of the Lord is upon all 
the cedars, upon all the high 
mountains, upon every high tow- 
er, and upon every fenced wall, 
upon all the ships of Tarshish, 
and upon all pleasant pictures.” 
I kryw not anything comparable 
to a nearness and spiritual com- 
muifion with the Father and the 
Son Christ. There is much 
deaaness and witheredness upon 
many spirits, sometimes near to 
God ; and I wish the Lord have 
not more to say and to do against 
the Land. 

Ye have, Madam, in your 
accounts, mercies, deliverances, 
rods, warnings, plenty of means, 
consolations when refuge failed, 
when ye looked on the right hand 
and behold no man would know 
you nor care for your soul, when 
young and weak, manifestations 
of God, the out-goings of the 
Lord for you, experiences, an- 
swers from the Lord ; by all 
which, ye may be comforted now, 
and confirmed in the certain hope, 
that grace, free grace, in a fixed 
and established surety, shall per- 
fect that good w r ork in you. 
Happy they who see not and yet 
believe. 

Grace, grace eternally in our 
Lord Jesus be with you. Yours, 
in the Lord Jesus, S. R. 

Edinburgh, May 27, 1653. 


LETTER CCCXXXIV. 

FOR THE RIGHT HONORABLE, AND 
TRULY WORTHY COLONEL GIL- 
BERT KER. 

Much Honoured in the Lord, 
— How it is with you, may ap- 
pear by your letters to some with 
us : but it is the complaint of not 
a few of such, as were in Christ 


before me, that most of us inhabit 
and dwell in a parched land. The 
people of the Lord are like a 
land not rained upon. Though 
some dare not deny that this is 
the garden of the Beloved, and 
the vineyard that the Lord doth 
keep, and water every moment ; 
yet, oh, where are the sometimes 
quickening breathings and influ- 
ences from Heaven, that have re- 
freshed his hidden ones ? The 
causes of his withdrawings are 
unknown to us. One thing can- 
not be denied, but that ways of 
high sovereignty, and dominion 
of grace, are far out of the sight 
of angels and men ; yea, and so 
above the fixed way of free pro- 
mises, such as, 44 This do, and 
he shall breathe and blow upon 
his garden as he hath put forth 
a declaration to bis hidden ones 
in Scotland, that smarting, wres- 
tlings, prayings, complaining, gra- 
cious missing, cannot earn the 
visits from on high, nor fetch 
down showers upon the desert. 
It may be, w'hen we are saying 
in our graves, 44 Our bones are 
dry, and our hope gone,” that 
temporal and spiritual deliverance 
may come both together ; and 
that he will cause us feel, both 
the one way and the other, the 
good of His reign who shortly 
cometh to the throne ; (Psal. 
Ixxii. 6,) 44 He shall come down 
like reign upon the mown grass ; 
as showers that water the earth.” 
(Ver. 7,) 44 In his days shall the 
righteous flourish ; and abundance 
of peace, so long as the moon en- 
dureth.” (Ver. 12,) 44 He shall 
deliver the needy when he crieth, 
and the poor also, and him that 
hath no helper.” (Ver. 14,) 
44 He shall redeem their soul from 
deceit and violence : and precious 
shall their blood be in his sight.” 
And though we cannot pray home 
a sweet season that way, yet 
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Christ must bring summer with 
him when he cometh. (Ver. 16,) 
44 There shall be an handful of 
corn in the earth upon the top of 
the mountains ; the fruit thereof 
shall shake like Lebanon.” 1 
know not if I apply prophecies as 
I would, rather than as they are. 
When the one Shepherd is set 
over them, even He who shall 
stand, — Oh, how much do we lie, 
— and feed in the strength of the 
Lord, the isles, — and this the 
greatest of them, — which wait 
for his law, are to look for that, 
(Ezek. xxxiv. 26.) 44 And 1 will 
make them, and the places round 
about my hill, a blessing; and I 
will cause the shower to come 
down in his season : there shall 
be showers of blessing.” How 
desirable must every drop of such 
a shower be! And, (Hos. xiv. 
5,) u I will be as the dew to Is- 
rael : he shall grow as the lily, 
and cast forth his roots as Leba- 
non.” (Ver. 6,) “ His branches 
shall spread, and his beauty shall 
be as the olive-tree, and his smell 
as Lebanon.” And, (Isaiah lv 
13,) 44 Instead of the thorn shall 
come up the fir-tree, and instead 
of the brier shall come up the 
myrtle-tree ; and it shall be to 
the Lord for a name, for an ev- 
erlasting sign that shall not be 
cut off.” (Isaiah xli. 19,) 44 1 
will plant in the wilderness the 
cedar, the shittah-tree, and the 
oil-tree.” (Isaiah xliv. 3,) 41 I 
will pour water upon him that is 
thirsty, and floods upon the dry 
ground : I will pour inv Spirit 
upon thy seed, and my blessing 
upon thine offspring.” And it 
shall be no lost labour, nor fruit- 
less husbandry ; (ver. 4,) 44 they 
shall spring up as among the 
grass, as willows by the water- 
courses.” But, when this shall 
be in Scotland, — and it must be, 

. — is better to believe than pro- 


phesy ; and quietly to hope and 
sit still, — for that is yet our 
strength, — than to quarrel with 
him, that the wheels of this cha- 
riot move leisurely. 

Yet this can hardly say any- 
thing to us who do so much please 
ourselves in our deadness, aiyi are 
almost gone from godly thirst and 
missing too, being half-satisfied 
with our witheredness. N o (^oubt 
we have marred his influences, 
and have not seconded nor smiled 
upon his actings upon us, nor have 
we been much of his strain who, 
(Psalm cxix.,) doth eight times 
breathe out that suit, 44 Quicken 
me, quicken me.” So much are 
we desirous to be acted upon by 
the Lord as blocks and stones : 
and so prodigal are we of his 
motions, as if they were no bet- 
ter to be husbanded : but it is 
good, that it is not in our power 
to blast and undo his breathings ; 
but his wind bloweth where he 
listeth. Could we but learn and 
cast a quiet spirit under the 
dewintrs and showerings of Him 
that every moment watereth his 
vineyard, how happy and blessed 
were we ? We neither open, nor 
do we discern his knocking, nor 
feel his hand put in through the 
keyhole, nor can we give any spi- 
ritual account of the walkings and 
motions of Christ, when he stand- 
eth b hind the wall, when he 
cometh skipping over the moun- 
tains, when he cometh to his gar- 
den and feasteth, when he feedeth 
among the lilies, when his spike- 
nard casteth a smell, w'hen he 
knocketh and withdraweth, and 
is nowhere to be found. Oh, 
how little a portion of God do 
we see! How little study we 
God ! how rarely read we God, 
or are versed in the lively appre- 
hensions of that great unknown 
All in All, the glorious Godhead, 
and the Godhead revealed in 
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Christ ! We dwell far from the 
well, and complain but drily of 
our dryness and dulness ; we are 
rather dry than thirsty. 

Sir, there may be artificial 
pride in this humility ; but for 
me’, 1 neither know what He is, 
nor Jiis Son’s name, nor where 
he dwelleth. I hear a report of 
Chrfst great enough, and that is 
all. j Oh ! what is nearness to 
him? what isthat, to be 41 in God,” 
to “ dwell in God ?” What a 
house must that be! (1 John iv. 
13.) How far are some from 
their house and home? how ill 
acquaint with the rooms, man- 
sions, safety, and sweetness of 
holy security to be found in God! 
Oh, what estrangement ! what 
w andering ! what frequent con- 
versing with self and the crea- 
ture ! 44 Is not here the bed 

shorter * than that a man can 
stretch himself on it ? and the 
covering narrower than that hi* 
can wrap himself in it ?” (Isaiah 
xxviii. 20.) When shall we at- 
tain to a living in only, only 
God ! and be estranged from all 
the poor created nothings, the 
painted shadow-beings of yester- 
day ; which, an hour and less 
before creation, were dark waste 
negatives, and empty nothings, 
and should so have been for 
eternity, had the Lord suffered 
them to lie there for ever ? It 
is He, the great 14 He who sitteth 
upon the circle of the earth,” (of 
the world,) 44 and the inhabitants 
thereof are as grasshoppers ; that 
stretcheth out the Heavens as a 
curtain, and spreadeth them out 
as a tent to dwell in ; that bring- 
eth the princes to nothing, and 
maketh the judges of the earth 
as vanity.” (Isaiah xl. 22, 23.) 
And He, the only He, and there 
is no He beside him. (Isaiah 
xliii. 10, 11, and xlv. 5.) Men 
or angels ! — they are not any of 


them a he to him : but a living, 
breathing, dying nothing is man 
at his best, a sick clay-vanity ; 
ind the angel to him but a more 
excellent, living, and understand- 
ing nothing. Yet we live at a 
distance from him, and we die 
and wither, when we are out of 
God. Oh, if we knew how no- 
thing we are without him. 

Sir, we desire to mind your 
bonds ; and are cheered and re- 
freshed, that we hear of any of 
his manifestations, and his out- 
goings, which are prepared as 
the morning to you. We hope, 
nor need we desire you not to 
faint, and are confident that the 
anointing that abideth in you, 
teacheth you so much. Wait 
upon the speaking vision : 44 be- 
hold he cometh, behold his re- 
ward is with him, and his work 
before him.” 

The only wise God strengthen 
you with all might, according to 
his glorious power, unto all pa- 
tience and long-suffering with 
joyfulness. Yours at all observ- 
ance, in the Lord Jesus, S. R. 

St. Andrew's, July, 1053. 


LETTER CCCXXXV. 

FOll MR. JOHN SCOTT, AT OXKAM. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— No man oweth more to the 
church of God with you, than 
poor and wretched I : but when 
weakness of body, and the Lord 
by it, did forbid to undertake a 
lesser journey to Edinburgh, I 
am forbidden far more to jour- 
ney thither ; and believe it, no- 
thing besides this doth hinder. I 
am unable to overtake what the 
Lord hath laid upon me here ; 
and, therefore, I desire to sub- 
mit to sovereignty, and must be 
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silent. If my prayers and best 
desires to the Lord could con- 
tribute anything for promoting 
of his work, my soul’s desire is, 
that the wilderness, and that 
lace to which I owe my first 
reathing, in which I fear Christ 
was scarce named as touching 
any reality or power of godliness, 
may blossom as a rose. 

So desiring and praying that 
is name may be great among 
you ; and entreating that you 
may believe that the names of 
the Lord’s adversaries shall he 
written in the earth, and that 
whoso will not come up of all 
the families of the earth unto Je- 
rusalem, to worship the King, 
the Lord of hosts, even upon 
them shall be no rain ; and that 
the Lord will create glory upon 
every assembly in Mount Zion ; 
I rest Your own Brother, in the 
Lord, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, June 15, 1655. 


LETTER CCCXXXYI. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, I have been so long 
silent, that I am almost ashamed 
now to speak. I hear of your 
weakly condition of body, which 
speaketh some warning to you, 
to look for a longer life, where 
ye shall have more leisure to 
praise than time can give you 
here. It shall be loss to many ; 
but sure, yourself, Madam, shall 
be only free of any loss. And 
truly, considering what days we 
are now fallen into, if sailing 
were not serving of the Lord, 
(which I can hardly attain to,) a 
calm harbour were very good, 
when storms are so high. The 
Forerunner, who hath landed 
first, must help to bring the sea- 


beaten vessel safe to the port, and 
the sick passengers who are fol- 
lowing the Forerunner, safe a- 
shore. Much deadness prevaileth 
over some ; but there is much life 
in Him who is the Resurrection 
and the Life, to quicken. Oh, 
what of our hid life is without us, 
and how little and poor a stock 
is in the hand of some ! The 
only wise God supply wh^t is 
wanting. The more ye want, 
and the more your joy hath run 
on, the more is owing to you by 
the promise of grace. Bygones 
of waterings from Heaven, which 
your Ladyship wanted in Ken- 
mure, Rusco, the West, Glas- 
gow, Edinburgh, England, etc., 
shall all come in a great sum to- 
gether : — the marriage-supper of 
the Lamb must not be marred 
with too large a four-hours’ re- 
freshment. Know, Madam, that 
He who hath tutored you from 
the breasts, knoweth how to time 
his own day-shinings, and love- 
visits. 

Grace, that runneth on, be 
with you. Yours, in the Lord, 
at all observance, S. R. 

St. AndrewV 


LETTER CCCXXXVIL 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — I confess that I have 
cause to be grieved at my long 
silence, or laziness in writing. I 
am also afflicted to hear, that 
such who were debtors to your 
Ladyship for better dealing, have 
served you with such prevarica- 
tion. Ye know that crookedness 
is neither strong nor long endur* 
ing ; and ye know likewise, that 
these things spring not out of the 
dust. It is sweet to look upon 
the lawless and sinful stirrings of 
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the creatures, as ordered by a piece sickly clay carried about 
most holy Hand in Heaven. Oh, m one house or town to ano- 
if some could make peace with ther, lieth most heavy on me. 
Godl It would be our wisdom, The Lord hath removed Scot- 
and afford us much sweet peace, and’s crown, for he owned not 
if oppressors were looked on as his crown. We fretted at his 
passive instruments, like the saw catholic government of the world, 
or ax in the carpenter’s hand : and fretted that he would not be 
they are bidden, (if such a dis- ruled and led by us, in breaking 
tincflon may be admitted,) but our adversaries : and he maketh 
not jommanded of God, (as She- us to suffer and pine away in our 
mei was, 2 Sam. xvi. 10,) to do niquities, under the broken go- 
what they do. vernment of his house. It is like 

Madam, — these many years the that it would be our snare, to be 
Lord hath been teaching you to tried with the honour of a peace- 
read and study well the book of able reformation : we might mar 
holy, holy, and spotless sove- the carved work of his house, 
reigntv, in suffering from some worse than those against whom 
nigh-hand, and some far off. we cry out. It is like that he 
Whoever be the instruments, the hath bidden us lie on our left- 
replying of clay to the Potter, side three hundred and ninety 
the Former of all, is unbeseeming days; and yet, so astonishing is 
the nothing-creature: 1 hope that our stupidity, that we moan not 
he will clear you : but, when Zi- our sore side. Our gold is be- 
on’s public evils lie not nigh some come dim, the visage of our Na- 
of us, and leave no impression writes is become black, the sun 
upon our hearts, it is no wonder is gone down on our seers, the 
that we be exercised with domes- crown is fallen from our head, 
tic troubles : — but I know that ye w r e roar like bears. Lord save 
are taught of God to prefer Je- us from that, “ He that made 
rusalem to your chiefest joy. them will not have mercy on 
Madam, there is no cause of them.” The heart of the scribe 
fainting: wait upon the not tar- meditateth terror. Oh, Madam, 
rying vision, for it will speak. if the Lord would help us to 

The only wise God be with more self-judging, and to make 
you, and God, even your own sure an interest in Christ! Ah, 
God bless you. Yours, at all we forget eternity, and it ap- 
observance, in God, S. R. proacheth quickly. 

St. Andrew’s, June, 1657. Grace be with you. Your La- 

dyship’s, at all obedience, in the 
Lord, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, Nov. 20, 1657. 

LETTER CCCXXXVIII. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

LETTER CCCXXXIX. 

Madam, — I should not forget | 

you ; but my deadness under a for mr. John scott, at oxnam. 
threatening stroke, both of a fall- 
ing Church, a broken Covenant, Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
a despised Remnant, and crazi- — I saw from C. K. a testimony 
ness of body, that I cannot get a of your presbytery against tolera* 
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tion, in which yp have been instru- 
mental : the Lord give strength 
to do more. I think it both rare 
and necessary, and would account 
it a great mercy, if there were 
an addition of a postscript from 
divers ministers and elders, out 
of all the shires of Scotland : it 
is really the mind of all the godh 
and tender in this Land. It is 
believed by some, that the pro- 
testing party hath quite given 
over the cause. I hope it is not 
so ; but the Lord shall he vet 
victorious in his most despised 
ones. Our darkness is great and 
thick, and there is much dead- 
ness ; yet the Lord will be our 
light. 

Thus recommending you to 
His grace whose ye are, I am. 
Your own Brother, in the Lord, 
S. R. 

St. Andrew's, April 2, 1658. 


LETTER CCCXL. 

FOR MR. JOHN SCOTT, AT OXNAM. 

Dear Brother, — Faint not; 
but he strong in the Lord, and 
in the power of his might. 1 
look on it as a rich mercy, that 
the Lord is with you, strengthen- 
ing you to quicken fainters, to 
warm and warn any that are cold 
or dead, or who deaden others: 
believe that it will be your peace 
in the end. The times are sad ; 
yet I persuade myself that the 
vision will not tarry, but will 
speak. The Lord will loose our 
captive-bonds. Oh, blessed he. 
though alone, who is found fast 
and constant for the desirable 
interest of Christ. 

My humble advice would be. 
that you see to the placing of the 
deacon and the ruling elder, or 
to anything that may weaken the 


discipline. Our Second Book of 
Discipline should be heeded ; ses- 
sions purged. Oh ! catechising 
and personal visiting, and speak- 
ing to them sigilhtim concerning 
their interest in Christ, and a 
state of conversion, is little in 
practice. The practice of fajnily- 
fasts is scarce known to be an 
ordinance of God. It were §“ood 
that ye should confer with gpdly 
brethren in private, concerning 
the promoting of godliness, con- 
cerning Christian conference, and 
prating together, worshipping of 
God in families, and solitary fasts. 

To His grace who can direct, 
quicken, and strengthen vou, I 
commend you, and am your lov- 
ing Brother, S. R. 

Sr. Andrew’s. 


LETTER CCCXLI. 

TO MR. JAMES DURHAM, MINISTER 
OF THE GOSPEL AT GLASGOW, 
SOME FEW DAYS BEFORE HIS 
DEATH. 

Sir, — I would ere now' have 
written to you, had I not known 
that your health, weaker and 
weaker, could scarce permit you 
to hear or read. 1 need not speak 
much ; the w ay ye know, and have 
preached to others the skill of 
the Guide, and the glory of the 
home beyond death. And when 
he saith, “ Come and see,” it will 
he your gain to obey, and go out 
and meet the Bridegroom. What 
accession is made to the higher 
louse of his Kingdom should 
not be our loss, though it be real 
oss to the Church of God : but 
we count one way, and the Lord 
counteth another way. He is 
nfallible and the only wise God, 
and needeth none of us. Had 
he needed the staying in the body 
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of Moses and the prophets, he 
could have taken another way. 
Who dare bid you cast your 
thoughts back on wife or children, 
when he said, “ Leave them to 
me, and come up hither ?” Or 
who can persuade you to die or 
live, as if that were arbitrary to 
us, and not His alone who hath 
determined the number of your 
mon Jhs ? If so it seem good to 
him, follow your Forerunner and 
Guide. It is an unknown land 
to you, who were never there 
before; but the land is good, and 
the company before the throne 
desirable, and He who sitteth on 
the throne is his lone a sufficient 
heaven. 

Grace, grace be with you. 
Yours, in the Lord, S. R. 

St. Aruhew’s, Juue 15, 1658. 


LETTER CCCXLII. 

FOR MR. JOHN SCOTT, AT OXNAM. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— Your letter that came unto me 
of August 2nd, to be at Edin- 
burgh upon August 2nd, was un- 
known to me by the subscription ; 
but since it was written for so 
honorable and warrantable a 
truth of Christ, as a testimony 
against toleration, if my health 
would have permitted, and my 
daily menacing gravel, I should 
have come to Edinburgh. What, 
either counsel, countenance, or 
clearing, ye could have had from 
the like of me, l cannot say, nor 
dare I speak much, but with a 
reserve of the help of his grace. 
I desire to desire and purpose by 
strength from above, to own that 
cause, and to join with you and 
some in this Church, besides your 
Presbytery, who will own that 
cause. Be strong in the Lord, 


and in the power of his might. 
This cloud will over ; could we 
live by faith, and wait on a speak- 
ing and a seemingly delaying vi- 
sion, the Lord will not tarry. 

Grace be with you. Many are 
with you, but there is One who is 
above millions. Your own Bro- 
ther, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, August 8, 1658. 


LETTER CCCXLIII. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — I am ashamed of my 
long silence to your Ladyship. 
Your tossings and wanderings 
are known to Him upon whom 
ye have been east from the breasts, 
and who hath been your God of 
old. The temporal loss of crea- 
tures dear to you there, may he 
the more easily endured, that the 
gain of One who only hath im- 
mortality groweth. 

There is an universal com- 
plaint of deadness of spirit on all 
that know God. He that writ- 
eth to you, Madam, is as deep in 
this as any, and is afraid of a 
strong and hot battle before time 
be at a close : — but no matter if 
the Lord crown all with the vic- 
torious triumphing of Faith . God 
teacheth us by terrible things in 
righteousness. We see many 
things, but we observe nothing. 
Our drink is sour. Grey hairs 
are here and there on us. We 
change many lords and rulers ; 
but the same bondage of soul and 
body remaineth. We live little 
by faith, hut much by sense, ac- 
cording to the times, and by hu- 
man policy. The watchmen sleep, 
and the people perish for lack of 
knowledge. How can we be en- 
lightened, when we turn our back 
on the Sun ? and, must we not 
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be withered when we leave the 
Fountain ? It should be my only 
desire to be a minister, gifted with 
the white stone, and the new name 
written on it. I judge it were 
fit, (now when tall professors, 
and when many stars fall from 
Heaven, and God poureth the 
isle of Great Britain from vessel 
to vessel, and yet we sit and are 
settled on our lees,) to consider, 
(as sometimes I do; but, ah! 
rarely,) how irrecoverable a wo 
it is to be under a beguile in the 
matter of eternity : and what if 
I, who can have a subscribed tes- 
timonial of many who shall stand 
at the right hand of the Judge, 
shall miss Christ’s approving testi- 
mony, and be set upon the left hand 
among the goats? There is such a 
beguile, (Matt. vii. 22 ; xxv. 8, 9, 
10, 11, 12; Luke xiii. 25, 26, 
27.) And it befalleth many, ami 
what if it befall me who have but 
too much art to cozen my own 
soul and others with the flourish 
of ministerial or country holiness. 

Hear Lady, l am afraid of pre 
vailing security. We watch lit- 
tle, (I have relation mainly to 
myself,) we wrestle little. I am 
like one travelling in the night 
who seeth a spirit, and sweateth 
for fear, and dareth not to tell it 
to his fellow for fear of increas- 
ing his own fear. However, 1 
am sure, when the Master is nigh 
his coming, it were safe to write 
over a double and a new copy of 
our accounts of the sins of na- 
ture, childhood, youth, riper 
years, and old age. What if 
Christ have another written re- 
presentation of me than I have of 
myself? — sure he is right : — and 
if it contradictmy mistaking and 
sinfully erroneous account of my- 
self, ah 1 where am I then? But, 
Madam, I discourage none ; I 
know that Christ hath made a 
new marriage-contract of love, 


and sealed it with his blood, and 
the trembling believer shall not 
be confounded. 

Grace be with you. Yours, at 
all obedience, in Christ, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, May 26, 1659. 


LETTER CCCXLIV. 

TO MY LADY KENMURE. 

Madam, — I should be glad that 
the Lord would be pleased to 
lengthen out more time to you, 
that ye might, before your eyes 
be shut, see more of the work of 
the right-hand of the Lord, in re- 
viving a now swooning and crush- 
ed Land and Church. Though 
I was lately knocking at death’s 
gate, yet could I not get in, but 
was sent back for a time. It is 
well if 1 could yet do any service 
to Him ; but, ah, what deadness 
lieth upon the spirit! — and dead- 
ness breedeth distance from God. 
Madam, these many years the 
Lord hath let you see a clear dif- 
ference betwixt those who serve 
God and love his name, and those 
who serve him not. And I judge 
that ye look upon the way of 
Christ as the only best way, and 
that ye would not exchange Christ 
for the world’s god, or their 
Mammon, and that ye can give 
Christ a testimony of Chief 
among ten thousand. True it is, 
that many of us have fallen from 
our first love ; but Christ hath 
renewed his first love of our es- 
pousals to himself, and multiplied 
the seekers of God, all the coun- 
try over, even where Christ was 
scarce named, east and west, 
south and north, above the num- 
ber that our fathers ever knew. 
But, ah ! Madam, what shall be 
done or said of many fallen stars, 
and many near to God complying 
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wofully, and sailing to the near- 
est shore? Yea, and we are con- 
sumed in the furnace, but not 
melted ; burned, but not purged ; 
our dross is not removed, but our 
scum rcrnaineth in us ; and in 
the furnace we fret, we faint, 
and, (which is more strange,) we 
slumber. The fire burnetii round 
about us, and we lay it not to 
heart. Grey hairs are upon us, 
and Vc know it not. 

It were now a desirable life to 
send away our love to Heaven ; 
and well it becometh us to wait 
for our appointed change, yet so 
as we should he meditating thus: 
— “ Is there a new world above 
the sun and moon ? and is there 
such a blessed company harping 
and singing hallelujahs to the 
Lamb up above ; Why, then, 
are we taken wit h a vain life of 
sighing and winning? Oh, where 
is our wisdom, that we sit stili 
laughing, eating, sleeping prison- 
ers, and do not pack up all our 
best thine s for the journey, de- 
siring always to be clothed with 
our house from above, not made 
with hands!” Ah! we savour 
not the things that are above, 
nor do we smell of glory ere we 
come thither ; but we transact 
and agree with time for a new 
lease of clay-mansions. Behold! 
He cometh. We sleep, and turn 
all the work of duties into dispute 
of events for deliverance ; but 
the greatest baste to be bumbled 
for a broken and a buried Cove- 
nant is first and last forgotten : 
and all our grief is, the Lord lin- 
goreth, enemies triumph, godly 
ones suffer, athiests blaspheme. 
Ah ! we pray not ; but wonder 
that, Christ conuth not the high- 
er way , by might, by power, by 
garments rolled in blood. Wliat 
if be come the low er way ? Sure 
w r o sin in putting the book in Lis 
band, as if we couid teach the 


Almighty knowledge. We make 
haste ; we believe not. Let the 
only wise God alone, he steereth 
well ; he draweth straight lines, 
though wc think and say they are 
crooked. It is right that some 
should die and their breasts full 
of milk ; and yet we are angry 
that God dealeth so with them. 
Oh, if I could adore him in his 
hidden ways, when there is dark- 
ness under his feet, and darkness^ 
in his pavilion, and clouds are 
about liis throne ! Madam, hop- 
ing, beli< ving, patient praying is 
our life. He loseth no time. 

The Lord Jesus be with your 
spirit. Yours, at all obliged ob- 
servance, in Christ, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, S pt. 12, l(j/)9. 


LETTER CCOXLV. 

TO UIS REVEREND, AND DEAR 
BRETHREN, MR. GUTHRIE, MR. 
TRAILL, AND THE REST OF 
THEIR BRETHREN IMPRISONED 
IN THE CASTLE OF EDINBURGH. 

Reverend, very Dear, and now 
much Honoured Prisoners for 
Christ, — I am, as to the point of 
light, at the utmost of persuasion 
in that kind, that is the cause of 
Christ which ye now suffer for, 
and not men’s interest. If it be 
for men, let us leave it ; but if 
we plead for God, our own per- 
sonal safety and man’s deliverance 
will not be peace. There is a 
salvation called 11 the salvation 
of God,” which is cleanly, pure, 
spiritual, uumixed, near to the 
holy woid of God; it is that 
which we would $gek, even the 
favour of God that he beareth 
to his people ; not simple glad- 
ness, but the gladness and good- 
ness of the Lord’s chosen. And 
sure, (though I be the weakest of 

Y 
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his witnesses, and unworthy to be 
among the meanest of them, and 
am afraid that the Cause be hurt 
— but it cannot be lost — by my 
unbelieving faintness,) I would 
not desire a deliverance, separa- 
ted from the deliverance of the 
Lord’s cause and people. It is 
enough to me to sing, when Zion 
singeth ; and to triumph, when 
Christ triumpheth. 1 should 
judge it an unhappy joy, to rejoice 
when Zion sigheth. “ Not one 
hoof” will be your peace. 

If Christ doth own me, let me 
he in the grave in a bloody wind- 
ing-sheet, and go from the scaf- 
fold in four quarters, to grave or 
no grave. I am his debtor to j 
seal with sufferings this precious! 
truth ; hut, oh ! when it cometh i 
to the push, I dare say nothing J 
considering mv weakness, wicked- j 
ness, and faintness. But fear | 
not \e. Ye are not, ye shall not | 
be alone, the Father is with you. j 
It was not an unseasonable, hut a j 
seasonable and necessary duty ye I 
were about. Fear Him who is 
Sovereign. Christ is Captain of 
the castle and Lord of the keys. 
The cooling well-spring, and re- ; 
freshment from the promises, are , 
more than the frownings of the i 
furnace. I see snares and temp- j 
tations in capitulating, compos j 
ing, ceding, minching with dis- 
tinctions of circumstances, for- 
malities, compliments, and ex- 
tenuations in the cause of Christ. 
A long spoon, the broth is hell’s 
hot : — hold a distance from car- 
nal compositions ; and much near- 
ness to the Fountain, to the fa- 
vour and refreshing light from 
the Father of lights speaking in 
his oracles j—this is sound health 
and salvation. Angels, men, 
Zion’s elders eye us ; but what of 
all these ? Christ is by us, and 
looketh on us, and w r riteth up all. 
Let us pray more ; and look less 
to men. 


Remember me to Mr. Scott, 
and to all the rest. Blessings be 
upon the head of such as are 
separated from their brethren. 
Joseph is a faithful bough by a 
well. 

Grace be with you. Your 
loving Brother and Companion 
in the Kingdom and Patience of 
Jesus Christ, S. ; R. 

St. Andrew’s, 1660. e 


LETTER CCCXLVI. 

Mn. Rutherford’s Judgment , 
sent to some Brethren , about 
% petitioning Ills Majesty after 
his return , and for owning such 
as were censured while about 
that so necessary a duty. 

Reverend, and Dear Brethren, 
— It is a matter of difficulty to 
me to write at this distance, not 
having heard your debates. It 
secnicth that the Lord calleth us 
to give information to the King’s 
Majesty of affairs. The Lord’s 
admirable providence, in bring- 
ing him to his throne, and lay- 
ing aside others who were ene- 
mies to the cause and sworn Co- 
venant of God, so that now the 
government is in a right line, is 
to be adored ; and I judge, (with- 
out prescribing,) that some should 
he sent to His Majesty to con- 
gratulate that providence; and 
I that reason of our being so slow 
| in sending should be rendered. 

2. We should write, not in 
the name of the Kirk of Scot- 
land, hut in the name of a most 
considerable number of godly 
ministers, elders and professors, 
who both pray for the king, are 
obedient to his laws, and are un- 
der the oath of God — The sworn 
Reformation. 

I 3. It is better now, than after 
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Sentences and trouble, to have re- 
course to him who is by place 
Parens Patrice . 

4. We should supplicate in all 
humility for protection, counte- 
nance, far more for lawful liberty 
to fear the bond of the oath of the 
dreadful and most high Lord ; 
avouching to His Majesty, that the 
Loffd, his holy name being inter- 
posal, will own that Covenant, 
and bless His Majesty with a hap- 
py and successful reign, in the 
owning thereof and kissing of the 
Son of God. And when the Lord j 
shall be pleased to grant that to | 
us, which concerneth religion, the j 
beauty of his house, the propa- 
gating of the Gospel, the govern- 
ment of the Lord’s Kingdom, 
without popery, prelacy, unwrit- 
ten traditions and ceremonies ; 
let His Majesty try our loyalty 
with what commands he will be 
pleased to lay on us, and see if 
we bo found rebellious. 

5. We should disclaim such as 
have sinfully complied with the 
late usurpers ; produce our writ- 
ten testimonies against them ; our 
not accepting of offices and places 
of trust from them ; our testi- 
monies against their usurpation, 
covenant-breaking, toleration of 
all religions, corrupt sectarian 1 
ways, for which the Lord hath] 
broken them. 

Wc are represented to His 
Majesty as such as would not con 
sent that the Remonstrance of 
the western forces should be con- 
demned by the Commission of the 
General Assembly ; whereas, 1. 
We did humbly desire, that the 
judicature should not condemn 
nor censure that Remonstrance, 
till the gentlemen were heard, 
and their reasons discussed. 2. 
Whatever demur was as to the 
banding or combining part of it, 
we were and are obliged to be- 
lieve, that they had no sectarian 


design therein, nor levelling in- 
tention. 3. They are gentlemen 
most loyal, and never were ene- 
mies to His Majesty’s royal 
power : but only desired that 
security might be had for religion 
and the people of God ; persons 
disaffected to religion and the 
sworn Covenant abandoned ; 
otherwise they were, and still are 
willing to hazard lives and estates, 
for the just greatness and safety- 
of His Majesty, in the mainte- 
nance of the true religion, Cove- 
nant, and cause of God. The 
only difficulty will be, where to 
have fit men to send. But as it 
will be both sin and shame for us 
to desert our undeservedly now 
censured brethren ; so it will he 
our sin and reproach sinfully to 
comply with such things and 
courses, as we testified against, 
and confessed to God. 

1 can say no more at present, 
hut that lam Your loving Bro- 
ther, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, 16G0. 


Mr. UvTnvnvomys Judgment of 
a Draught , or minute of a Pe- 
tition, to have been *—i 

to the Committee of Estates , by 
those Ministers who were then 
prisoners in the Castle of Edin- 
burgh, for that other well-known 
petition to His Majesty, about 
which they were, when seized 
upon and made prisoners. 

But that no man may mistake or 
judge amiss of persons so fixed in 
the cause, and faithful in their gene- 
rations ; know, that this Draught 
was not sent to Mr. Rutherford, as 
a paper concluded and condescended 
upon among these Brethren, whose 
love to truth made them in all things, 
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so tender, that they were ever fond 
to abstain from all appearance of 
evil ; but it was more like the sug- 
gestion of some other men, (where- 
in was laid before them what kind 
of address would most probably 
please, waving the just measures of 
wliat was simply duty in their cir 
eumstances,) than any thing flow- 
ing from themselves, as the pro- 
duct of a mature deliberation. And 
secondly, know, (which confirmeth 
what was said,) that whatever it 
was, or whoever gave the rise to it, 
yet it was never made use of, nor 
presented to the Committee ol 
Estates, by any of these faithful 
men, whose piaise, for their fidelity , 
fixedness, real and untainted integ- 
rity , is in the churches of Christ 

Dear Brother, — I am, as ye 
know, straitened as another suf- 
fering man ; hut dare not petition 
this Committee : — 

1. Because it draweth us to 
capitulate with such as have tin 
advantage of the mount, the Lord 
.so disposing for the present : am< 
to bring the matters of Christ t< 
yea and no, (ye being prisoners, 
and they the powers,) is a hazard. 

2. A speaking to them in 
write, and passing in silence the 
sworn Covenant, and the cause 
of God, which is the very pre- 
sent controversy, is contrary to 
the practice of Christ and the 
Apostles, who, being accused or 
not accused, avouched Christ to 
be the Sou of God, and the Mes- 
sias, and that the dead must ris( 
again, even when the adversary 
misstated the question. Yea, 
silence on the cause of God, which 
adversaries persecute, seemeth a 
tacit deserting of the cause, when 
the state of the question is known 
to beholders : and 1 know that 
the Brethren intend not to leave 
tin* cause. 

•L I know of no offence that | 
you have given, (L will not say: 
\\ hat offence may be taken,) either 


as to the matter or manner of 
your petition : for, if what you 
have done be a necessary duty 
laid aside by others, a duty can 
never give an offence to Christ, 
and so none to men. But Chris- 
tians will look upon a pious, 
harmless, and innocent petition 
to the Prince, in the matters of 
the Lord’s honour and the jfood 
of his Church, though proffered 
by one or two, when they are 
silent whose it is to speak and 
act, as a seasonable duty. 

4. The Draught of that Peti- 
tion which you sent me, speaketh 
not one word of the Covenant of 
God ; for the adhering to which 
yftu now suffer, and which is the 
object of men's hatred ; and the 
destruction whereof is the great 
work of the times : and your 
silence, in this nick of time ap- 
peareth to he a non-confession of 
Christ before men ; and you w ant 
nothing to beget an uncleanly de- 
liverance, but the profession of 
silence. 

5. There is a promise and real 
purpose, as the Petition saith, to 

| live peaceably under the King’s 
i authority. But, 1. Ye do not 
i answer so candidly and ingenu- 
ously the mind of the rulers, 
who, to your knowledge, mean a 
i far other thing by authority, than 
| ye do. For ye mean, his jimt 
'authority, his authority in the 
| Lord, and his just greatness, in 
the maintenance of true religion, 
as in the Covenant, Confession 
of Faith, and Catechisms, is ex- 
pressed from the word of God : 
they mean his supreme authority, 
and absolute prerogative above 
j laws, as their acts make clear, 

| and as their practice is ; for they 
j refused, to such as were unwill- 
ing to subscribe their bond, to 
add authority in the Lord, or, 
just and lawful authority, or, 
authority as it is expressed in the 
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Covenant : but this Draught of 
a Petition, under your own hand, 
yieldeth the sense .and meaning 
to them which they crave. 9. 
That authority for which tht»v 
contend, is exclusive of the sworn 
Covenant ; so that except ye had 
said* 41, We shall be subject to 
the King’s authority in the Lord, 
or according to the sworn Cove- 
nant,” ye sav nothing to the point 
in hand ; and that sure is not 
your meaning. 3. Whoever pro- 
mised so much peaceable living 
under His Majesty’s authority, 
leaving out the exposition of the 
Fifth Commandment, as your 
petition doth, may, upon the very 
same ground, subscribe the borid 
refused by the godly ; and so you 
pass from the Covenant, and 
make all those by-past actings of 
this Kirk and State, these years 
by-past, to be horrid rebellion ; 
and how deep that guiltiness 
draweth, consider. 

6. A condemning of the Re- 
monstrance, simply and without 
any limitation and distinction, is 
a condemning of many precious 
ones in the Land, and a passim* 
from the Causes of God’s wrath, 
which is the chief matter of the 
Remonstrance. 

7. That nothing is before your 
eyes hut the exoneration of your 
conscience, is indeed believed h\ 
the godly who know you ; hut a 
passing in silence of the honest 
materials in your former petition 
to His Majesty, seemeth to he a 
deserting thereof, since, in all 
your Petition, ve do not once say. 
ye cannot hnt adhere to that piotu 
Petition, as vour necessary duly. 
And, that ve intend in the Peti- 
tion the happiness of His Ma- 
jesty, is also believed. 

Dear Brother, shew to our 
brethren, that the Lord Christ 
in your persons, hath stated a 
(piestion betwixt him and the 


owers on earth. The only wise 
God lead you now, when lie hath 
brought you forth in public, so to 
t as if ye did see Jesus Christ 
hv you, and beholding you. It 
is easy for such as art* on the 
shore, to throw a counsel to those 
that are tossed in the s**a ; hot, 
only by living by faith, and by 
fetching strength and comfort 
from Christ can be viotorious7 
and have right to the precious 
promises of the Tree of life, of 
the hidden Manna, of the gifted 
Morning-Star, and the like, made 
to those v\ ho overcome: to Whose 
strength and grace, brethren, 
who desire with me to remember 
you, do recommend you. 1 am, 
Dear Brother, Yours in the 
Lord, S. R 

St. Andrew's, 1600. 


LETTER CCCXLVI11. 

FOR THE RTOHT HONOURABLE, 

MY UI)Y VISCOUNTESS OK KKN- 

MURE. 

Madam, — It is not my part to 
he unmindful of yon. Be not 
afflicted for your brother, the 
Marquis of Argyll. As to the 
main, in mv weak apprehension, 
the seed of God being in him, 
and love to the people of God 
and his cause, it shall he well. 
The making of particular reckon- 
ing with the Lord, and of peace 
with God, and owning of his 
cause, when too many disown it, 
will make his peace with the 
King the surer. The Lord is 
beginning to reckon with such as 
did forsake his cause and Cove- 
nant : and until we return to 
him, our peace shall not be like 
a river and as the waves of the 
s-*a. However, the opening of 
the bosom to take in all the Ma- 
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lignants, can produce no better 
fruits. The Lord calleth us to 
flee into our chambers, and shut 
the doors, till the indignation be 
over, (Isaiah xxvi. 20.) The 
lily among the thorns is so served : 
he hideth himself, and our moun- 
tain is removed, and we are 
troubled; but the Lord reigneth, 
let the earth tremble, and let the 
earth rejoice. The Lord with- 
out blood broke the yoke of usurp- 
ing oppressors, and laid them 
aside : the same Lord can settle 
throne and kingdom on the pil- 
lars of Heaven. But, oh, the 
controversy the Lord hath with 
Edom and those who covenanted 
w ith us and then sold us ; and 
with those of whom the Holy 
Ghost speaketh, (Lam. ii. 14,) 
u Thy prophets have seen vain 
and foolish things for thee ; they 
have not discovered thine iniquity 
to turn away thy captivity, but 
have seen for thee false burdens, 
and causes of banishment.” The 
time of Jacob’s suffering is but 
short, and the vision will speak. 
Could we bo from under dead- 
ness, and watch unto wrestling 
and prayer with the Lord, and 
live more by faith, we should be 
more than conquerors. Wait 
upon the Lord ; faint not. 

The Lord Jesus be with your 
spirit. Yours, at all respective 
observance, in the Lord, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, July 24, 1U60. 


LETTER CCCXLIX. 

FOR MISTRE89 CRAIG, UPON THE 
DEATH OF HER HOPEFUL SON, 
WHO WAS DROWNED WHILE 
WASHING HIMSELF IN A RIVER 
IN FRANCE. 

Mistress, — Youhave solearned 
Christ, as, now in the furnace 


what dross, what shining of faith 
may appear, must come forth. I 
heard of the removal of your son, 
Mr. Thomas. Though I be dull 
enough in discerning, yet I was 
witness to some spiritual savouri- 
ness of the new birth and hope of 
the Resurrection, which I sa,w in 
the hopeful youth, when he was, 
as was feared, a-dying in this city. 
And, since it was written andt ad- 
visedly appointed, in the spotless 
and holy decree of the Lord, 
where, and before what witnesses, 
and in what manner, whether by 
a fever, the mother being at the 
bed, or by some other way in afar 
country, (dear patriarchs died in 
Egypt ; precious to the Lord, 
have wanted burials, Psalm Ixxix. 
3,) your safest will be, to be 
silent, and command the heart to 
utter no repining and fretting 
thoughts of the holy dispensation 
of God. 

1 . The man is beyond the ha- 
zard of dispute ; the precious 
youth is perfected and glorified. 

2. Had the youth lain year and 
day pained beside a witnessing 
mother, it had been pain and 
grief lengthened out to you in 
many portions, and every parcel 
would have been a little death ; 
now His holy Majesty hath, in 
one lump and mass, brought to 
your ears the news, and hath not 
divided the grief into many por- 
tions. 

3. It was not yesterday’s 
thought, nor the other year’s 
statute ; but a counsel of the 
Lord of old : and “ who can 
teach the Almighty knowledge?” 

4. There is no way of quieting 
the mind, and of silencing the 
heart of a mother, but godly sub- 
mission. The readiest way for 
peace and consolation to clay- 
vessels is, that it is a stroke of 
he Potter and Former of all 
hings ; and since the holy Lord 
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hath loosed the grip, when it was out of memory without any vic- 
fastened sure on your part, I toriousness of faith. The Lord, 
know that your light, and I hope who forbiddeth fainting, forbid- 
that your heart also, will yield, deth also despising. But it is 
It is not safe to be at pulling and easier to counsel than to suffer : 


drawing with the omnipotent 
Lord. Let the pull go with 
him # for he is strong; and say, 

Thy will be done on earth as 
it is*in Ileaven.V 

5# His holy method and order 
is to be adored : sometimes the 
husband before the wife, and 
sometimes the son before the mo- 
ther ; so hath the only wise God 
ordered ; and when he is sent 
before, and not lost, in all things 
give thanks. 

6. Meditate not too much on 
the sad circumstances — the mo- 
ther was not witness to the last 
sigh, — possibly, cannot get leave 
to wind the son, nor to weep 
over his grave, and, he was in a 
strange land : — there is a like 
nearness to Heaven out of all the 
countries of the earth. 

7. This did not spring out of 
the dust. Feed and grow fat bv 
this medicine and fare of the only 
wise Lord. It is art and the 
skill of faith to read what the 
Lord writeth upon the cross, 
and to spell and construct right 
his sense ; often we miscall words j 
and sentences of the cross, and 1 
either put nonsense on his rods, 
or burden his Majesty with slan- 
ders and mistakes, when he mirul- 
eth for us thoughts of peace and 
love — even to do us good in the 
latter end. 

8. It is but a private stroke 
on a family and little to the pub- 
lic arrows shot against grieved 
Joseph, and the afflicted ; but, 
ah ! dead, senseless, and guilty 
people of God. This is the day 
of Jacob’s trouble 1 

9. There is a bad way of wil- 
ful swallowing of a temptation, 
and not digesting it, or laying it 


the only wise Lord furnish pa- 
tience. It were not amiss to 
call home the other youth. 

1 am not a little afflicted for 
my Lady Kenmure’s condition. 

I desire you, when ye see her, t<T 
remember my humble respects to 
! her. My wife heartily remem- 
j bereth her to you ; and is wound- 
ed much in mind with your pre- 
sent condition, and sufferet’n with 
you. 

Grace be with you. Yours, 
in the Lord, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, Aug. 4, 1660. 


LETTER CCCL. 

FOR MY REVEREND BROTHER, 

Christ’s soldier in bonds, 

MR. JAMES GUTHRIE, MINISTER 

OF THE GOSPEL AT STIRLING. 

Dear Brother, — We are very 
oft comforted with the word of 
promise ; though we stumble not 
a little at the work of holy pro- 
vidence ; some earthly men flour- 
ishing as a green herb, and the 
people of God counted as sheep 
for the slaughter, and killed all 
the day long ; and yet both word 
of promise, and works of provi- 
dence, are from Him whose ways 
are equal, straight, holy, and spot- 
less. 

As for me, when I think of 
God’s dispensations, he might 
justly have brought to the mar- 
ket-cross, and to the light, my 
unseen and secret abominations, 
which would have been no small 
reproach to the holy name, and 
precious truths of Christ ; but in 
mercy he hath covered these, and 
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shapen and carved out more ho- 
nourable causes of suffering, of 
which we are unworthy. 

And now, dear Brother, much 
depen doth upon the way and 
manner of suffering, especially, 
that his precious truths be owned 
with all heavenly boldness, and a 
reason of our hope given in meek- 
ness and fear ; and the royal 
crown, and absolute supremacy 
of our Lord Jesus Christ, the 
Prince of the kings of the earth, 
avouched as becometh : for cer- 
tain it is that Christ will reign 
the Father’s King in Mount 
Zion ; and his sworn Covenant 
will not he huried. It is not de- 
nied, that our practical breach of 
Covenant first, and then our 
legal breach thereof, by enacting 
the same mischief and framing it 
into a law, may heavily provoke 
our sweetest Lord ; yet there are 
a few names in the Land that 
have not defiled their garments, 
and a holy seed on whom the Lord 
will have mercy, like the four or 
five olive-berries upon the top of 
the shaken olive-tiee; and their 
eye shall be toward the Lord 
their Maker. Think it not strange 
that men devise against you ; 
whether it be to exile, — the earth 
is the Lord’s ; or perpetual im- 
prisonment, — the Lord 
light and liberty ; or a violent 
and public death, — for the King- 
dom of Heaven consisteth in a 
fair company of glorified martyrs 
and witnesses, of whom Jesus 
Christ is the chief Witness, who 
for that cause was born, and 
came into the world. Happy 
are ye, if you give testimony to 
the world of your preferring Je- 
sus Christ to all powers : and the 
Lord will make the innocency 
and Christian loyalty of his de- 
famed and despised witnesses in 
this Land to shine to after-gem 1 - 1 
rations, and will take the Man- 1 


child up to God and to his throne, 
and prepare a hiding-place in 
the wilderness for the Mother, 
and cause the earth to help the 
Woman. Be not terrified ; fret 
not ; forgive your enemies ; bless, 
and curse not ; for though both 
ye and I should be silent/ sad 
and heavy is the judgment # and 
indignation from the Lord, that 
is abiding the unfaithful watch- 
men of the Church of Scotland. 
The souls under the altar are 
crying for justice, and there is an 
answer returned already : — the 
Lord’s salvation will not tarry. 

Cast the burden of wife and 
children on the Lord Christ ; he 
careth for you and them ; your 
blood is precious in his sight. 
The everlasting consolations of 
the Lord bear you up, and give 
you hope ; for your salvation, (if 
not deliverance,) is concluded. 
Your own Brother, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, Feb. 15, 1661. 


LETTER CCCLI. 

TO MR. ROBERT C AMPBELL. 

Reverend, and Dear Brother, 
— Ye know that this is a time in 
which all men almost seek t heir 
own things, and not the things of 
Jesus Christ. Ye are your lone, 
as a beacon on the top of a moun- 
tain ; hut faint not, Christ is a 
numerousmultitude himself ; yea , 
millions. Though all the nations 
were convened against him round 
about, yet doubt not but he will, 
at last, arise for the cry of the 
poor and needy. 

For me, I am now near to 
eternity, and for ten thousand 
worlds I dare not adventure to 
pass from the Protestation against 
the corruptions of the time, nor 
go alongst with the shameless 
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apostasy of the many silent and 
dumb watchmen of Scotland 
but I think it my last duty to 
enter a protestation in Heaven, be- 
fore the righteous Judge, against 
the practical and legal breach of 
the Covenant, and all oaths im- 
pos(«d on the consciences of the 
LoijfVs people, and all Popish 
superstitions and idolatrous man- 
date of men. Know that the 
overthrow of the sworn Reforma- 
tion, the introducing of Popery 
and the Mystery of iniquity, is 
now set on foot in the Three 
Kingdoms; and whosoever would 
keep their garments clean are 
under that command, 44 Touch 
not. taste not, handle not.” 

The Lord calleth you, Dear 
Brother, to be still 44 stedfast, 
immoveable, and abounding in 
the work of the Lord.” Our 
royal kingly Master is upon his 
journey, and will come, and will 
not tarry ; and blessed is the 
servant who shall he found watch- 
ing when he cometh. Fear not 


only in the Lord ; for all inno- 
cent self-defence, (which is 
cording to the Covenant, the 
Word of God, and the laudable 
example of the Reformed Church- 
es,) is now intended to be utterly 
subverted and condemned : and 
what is taken from Christ, as the 
flower of his prerogative royal, 
is now put upon the head of a^ 
Mortal Power, which must be 
that great Idol of indignation that 
provoketh the eyes of his glory. 
Dear Brother, let us mind the 
rich promises that are made to 
j those that overcome, knowing 
! that those that enduie to the end 
: shall be saved. 

Thus recommending you to 
the rich grace of God, I remain 
| Your affectionate Brother in 
| Christ, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s, 1C61. 
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men ^ for the Lord is your light and 
salvation. It is true, it is some- 
what sad and comfortless that ye 
are your lone ; but so it was with 
our precious Master : nor are ye 
your lone, for the Father is with 
you. It is possible that I shall 
not be an eve-witness to it in the 
flosl ; hut I believe He cometh 
quickly who will remove our dark- 
ness, and will shine gloriously in 
the Isle of Britain, as a crowned 
king, either in a formally sworn 
covenant, or in his own glorious 
way ; which I leave to the deter- 
mination of his infinite wisdom 
and goodness. And this is the 
hope and confidence of a dying 
man who is longing and fainting 
for the salvation of God. 

Beware of the ensnaring bonds 
and obligations, by any hand-writ 
or otherwise, to give unlimited 
obedience to any authority, but 


TO ABERDEEN. 

Reverend, and dearly Beloved 
in the Lord, — Grace be to you, 
and peace from God our Father, 
and from our Lord Jesus Christ. 

There w ere some who rendered 
thanks, with knees bowed to 
Him, 41 of whom is named the 
whole family in Heaven and 
earth ,” when they heard of 4 4 your 
work of faith, and labour of love, 
and patience of hope in our Lord 
Jesus •” and rejoiced not a little, 
that where Christ was not named 
in savouriness and power of the 
Gospel, even in Aberdeen, there 
Christ hath a few names precious 
to him, who shall walk with him 
in white. We looked on it, (He 
knoweth whom we desire to serve 
in our spirit, in the Gospel of his 
Son.) as a part of the fulfilling of 
that, 44 The wilderness and soli- 
y 5 
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tary place shall be glad for them ; 
and the desert shall rejoice and 
blossom as a rose : but now it is 
more grievous to us than a thou- 
sand deaths, when we hear that 
you are shaken, and so soon re- 
moved from that which you once 
acknowledged to be the way of 
God. Dearly Beloved, the sheep 
follow Christ who calleth them 
by name ; a stranger they will 
not follow ; but they flee from 
him, for they know not the voice 
of a stranger. Ye know the way, 
u by which ye were sealed to the 
day of redemption and ye re- 
ceived the Spirit, by the bearing | 
of faith. Part not with that! 
way, except ye see there be no j 
rest for your souls therein ; nei- j 
ther listen to them that say,i 
Many were converted under j 
episcopal as well as under presby- 
terial government and yet the 
godly gave testimony against the 
bishops ; for the instruments of 
conversion loathed episcopacy, 
with the ceremonies thereof, and 
never sealed it with their suffer- 
ings. But we shall desire in- 
stances of any engaged by oaths, 
and by the sufferings of the faith- 
ful messengers of God, and the 
manifestations of the Lord’s pre- 
sence, in the way ye now forsake, 
who yet turned from it, and went 
one step toward sinful separation, 
and did it in that way ye now aim 
at, and did yet flourish and grow 
in grace: but we can bring proofs 
of many who left it, and went 
further on to abominable ways of 
error. And you have it not in 
your power where you shall lodge 
at night, having once left the 
way of God ; and many we know 
lost peace and communion with 
God, and fell into a condition of 
withering, and, not being able to 
find their lovers, were forced to 
return to their first Husband. 
We shall entreat you to consider 


what a stumbling it is to malig- 
nant opposers of the way and 
cause of God, who with their 
ears heard you, and with their 
eyes saw you, so strenuously take 
part with the godly in their suf- 
ferings, and profess yourselves 
for religion, truth, doctrine,* go- 
vernment of the house of CJod, 
his covenant and cause ; if now 
you build again what you dnee 
destroyed, and destroy what you 
builded. And will you not make 
yourselves, hv so doing, trans- 
gressors ? How shall it wound 
the hearts of the godly, stain the 
profession, darken the glory of 
the Gospel, shake the faith of 
many, weaken the hands of all, 
if ye, and ye first of all in this 
Kingdom, will stretch out the 
hand to raze the walls of our Je- 
rusalem, by reason of which the 
Lord made her terrible as an 
army with banners : for, when 
kings came and saw the palaces 
and bulwarks thereof, they mar- 
velled and were troubled, and 
hasted away ; fear took hold of 
them there, and pain as of a wo- 
man in travail. And we shall 
be grieved, if you shall be heirs 
to the guiltiness of breaking down 
the same hedge of the vineyard, 
for the which the sad indigna- 
tion of God pursueth this day 
the Royal Family, many nobles, 
houses great and fair, and all the 
prelatical party in these Three 
Kingdoms. And when your dear 
brethren are weak and fainting, 
shall we believe that ye will leave 
us, and be divided from this so 
blessed a conjunction ? The 
Lord Jesus Christ, we trust, will 
walk in the midst of the Golden 
Candlesticks, and be with us, if 
ye will be gone from us. 

Beloved in the Lord, we can- 
not but be persuaded better things 
of you ; and we will not conceal 
from you, that we are ignorant 
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what to answer when we are re- 
proved on your behalf, in regard 
that your change to another gos- 
pel-way (which the Lord avert) 
is so much the more scandalous, 
that the sudden alteration, un- 
known to us before, now over- 
take^ you, when men come 
amqpgst you against whom the 
furrows of the fields of Scotland 
do Complain. Forget not, dear 
Brethren, that Christ hath now 
the fan in his hand, and that this 
is also the day of the Lord, which 
shall burn as an oven ; and, that 
Christ now sitteth as a refiner of 
silver, purifying the sons of Levi, 
and purging them as gold and 
silver, that they may offer unto 
the Lord an offering of righte- 
ousness ,* and, that those who 
keep the word of his (not their 
own) patience shall he delivered 
from the hour of temptation, that 
shall come on all the earth to try 
them. 

If ye exclude all non-converts 
from the visible city of God, in 
which, daily, multitudes in Scot- 
land, in all the four quarters of 
the Land, above whatever our fa- 
thers saw, throng into Christ, 
shall they not be left to the lions 
and wild beasts of the forest, even 
to Jesuits, Seminary-priests, and 
other seducers ? For the magis- 
trate hath no power to compel) 
them to hear the Gospel, nor 
have ye any church-power over 
them, as ye teach : and they bring 
not love to the Gospel and to 
Christ, out of the womb with 
them ; and so they must be left 
to embrace what religion is most 
suitable to corrupt nature. Nor 
can it be a way approven by the 
Lord in Scripture, to excommu- 
nicate from the Visible Church, 
(which is the office-house of the 
free grace of Christ, and his draw- 
net,) all the multitudes of non- 
converts, baptized, and visibly 


within the Covenant of Grace, 
which are in Great Britain, and 
all the reformed churches ; and 
so to shut the gates of the Lord’s 
gracious calling upon all these, 
because they are not, in your 
judgment, chosen to salvation, 
when once you are within your- 
selves. For how can the Lord 
call Egypt his people, and As- 
syria the work of his hands, and~ 
all the Gentiles, (who for num- 
bers are as the flocks of Kedar, 
and the abundance of the sea,) 
the kingdoms of our Lord, and 
of his Christ, if you number in- 
fants, as many do, and all such as 
your charity cannot judge con- 
verts, as others do, among hea- 
thens and pagans who have not 
a visible claim and interest in 
Christ ? The candlestick is not 
yours, nor the house ; but Christ 
fixeth and removeth the one, and 
buildeth or casteth down the 
other, according to his sovereign- 
ty. We in humility judge our- 
selves, though the chiefof sinners, 
the sons of Zion and of the seed 
of Christ : if ye remove from us, 
and carry from hence the candle- 
stick, let our Father be judge, 
and shew us, why the Lord hath 
bidden ye come out from among 
us. We look upon this Visible 
Church, though black and spot- 
ted, as the hospital and guest- 
house of sick, halt, maimed, and 
withered, over which Christ is 
Lord, Physician, and Master ; 
and we would wait upon those 
that are not yet in Christ, as our 
Lord waited upon us and you 
both. We, therefore, your bre- 
thren, children of one Father, 
cannot but, with tears and ex- 
ceeding sorrow of heart, earnestly 
entreat, beseech, and obtest you, 
by the love of our Lord Jesus 
Christ, by his sufferings and pre- 
cious ransom which he paid for 
us both, by the consolations of 
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his Spirit, by your appearance 
before the dreadful tribunal of 
our Lord Jesus ; yea, and charge 
you before God and the same 
Lord Jesus, “ who shall judge 
the quick and the dead, at his 
appearing, and in his Kingdom 
break not the spirits and hearts 
of those to whom ye are dear as 
their own soul ; forsake not the 
assemblies of the people of God ; 
let us not divide. 

Not a few of the people of God 
in this shire of Fife, in whose 
name I now write, dare say, if ye 
depart, that ye will leave Christ 
behind you with us, and the Gol- 
den Candlesticks, and will cast 
yourselves, we much fear, out of 
the hearts and prayers of thou- 
sands dear to Jesus Christ in 
Scotland. Therefore, before ye 
fix judgment and practice on any 


untrodden path, let a day of hu- 
miliation be agreed upon by us 
all, and our Father’s mind and 
will inquired, through our one 
common Saviour ; and let us see 
one another’s faces at best con- 
veniency ; and plead the interest 
of Christ, and be comforted, «and 
not stumbled at your ways. r 

So, expecting your answer, we 
shall pray that the God of pekce, 
who brought again from the dead 
our Lord Jesus, that great Shep- 
herd of the sheep through the 
blood of the Everlasting Cove- 
nant, may make you perfect in 
every good work to do his will ; 
working in you that which is 
well-pleasing in his sight, through 
Jesus Christ ; and I shall remain, 
Your affectionate Brother, in the 
Lord, S. R. 

St. Andrew’s. 
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LIFE OF THE AUTIIOB. 


Mr. Samuel Rutherford, a gentleman by extraction, having 
spent some time at the grammar-school, went to the University of 
Edinburgh, where he was so much admired for his great talents v 
and so deservedly looked upon as one from whom great things 
might be expected, that in a short time, though then but very 
young, he was made professor of philosophy in that university. 

Some time after this he was called to be minister at Anwoth in 
Galloway, unto which charge he entered by means of the first 
Viscount of Kenmure, without any acknowledgement or engagement 
to the bishops. There he laboured with great diligence and success, 
both night and day ; rising usually by three o’clock in the morning, 
and spending the whole time in reading, praying, writing, catechis- 
ing, visiting, and other duties belonging to the ministerial profession 
and employment. 

At Anwoth he wrote his 44 Exercitationes de Gratia,” etc., for 
which he was summoned, as early as June, 1030, before the High 
Commission Court ; but the weather was so tempestuous as to 
obstruct the passage of the Archbishop of St. Andrew’s thither, 
arid Mr. Colville, one of the judges, having befriended him, the 
diet was deserted. About the same time, his first wife died, after 
a sore sickness of thirteen months; and he himself was so ill of a 
tertian fever for thirteen weeks, that then he could not preach on 
the sabbath -day without great difficulty. 

In April, 1034, he was again threatened with another prosecu- 
tion, at the instance of the Bishop of Galloway, before the High 
Commission Court. These threatenings were not all the reasons 
which Mr. Rutherford had to lay his account with suffering; and 
as the Lord would not hide from his faithful servant Abraham, 
things which he was about to do, so neither would he conceal from 
this son of Abraham what his purposes were concerning him. In 
a letter to the wife of the Provost of Kirkcudbright, dated April 
20, 1633, he says, 44 Upon the 17th and 18th of August, he got a 
full answer of his Lord to he a graced minister, and a chosen ar- 
row hid in his quiver.” Accordingly the thing he looked for came 
upon him, for he was again summoned before the High Commission 
Court for his nonconformity, his preaching against the five articles 
of Perth, and the fore-mentioned book, 44 Exercitationes Apolege- 
ticae pro Divina Gratia,” which book they alleged reflected upon 
the Church of Scotland; but the truth was, says a late historian, 
the argument of that book cut the sinews of Arminianism, and 
galled the episcopal clergy to the very quick, so that Bishop Sydserf 
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could endure him no longer. When he came before the Commis- 
sion Court, he altogether declined them as a lawful judicatory, and 
would not give the Chancellor, (being a clergyman,) and the bishops 
their titles, by styling them lords ; yet some had the courage to 
befriend him, particularly Lord Lorn, afterwards the famous Mar- 
quis of Argyll, who did as much for him as was within his power 
to do; but the Bishop of Galloway threatening, that if he got not 
his will of him, he would write to the King, it was carried against 
him ; and upon the 27th of July, 1G36, he was discharged to exer- 
cise any part of his ministry within the Kingdom of Scotland, under 
pain of rebellion, and ordered, within six months, to confine hihi- 
self within the city of Aberdeen, during the King’s pleasure ; which 
sentence he obeyed, and forthwith went toward the place of his 
confinement. 

From Aberdeen he wrote many of his famous letters, from which 
it is evident that the consolations of the Holy Spirit did greatly 
abound with him in his sufferings: yea, in one of these letters, he 
expresses this in the strongest terms, when he says, “ I never knew 
before, that his love was in such a measure. If he leave me, he 
leaveth me in pain, and sick of love, and yet my sickness is my life 
and health. 1 have a fire within me ; I defy all the devils in Hell, 
and all the prelates in Scotland to cast water on it.” Here he 
remained upwards of a year and a half, by which time he made the 
doctors of Aberdeen know that the Puritans, as they called them, 
were clergymen as well as they. But, upon notice that the Private 
Council had received in a declinature against the High Commission 
Court in the year 1038, he ventured to return to his flock at Ari- 
woth ; where he again took great pains, both in public and in pri- 
vate amongst that people, who from all quarters resorted to his 
ministry, so that the whole country-side might account themselves 
as his particular flock ; and it being then at the dawning of the 
Reformation, they found no small benefit by the Gospel, that part 
of ancient prophecy being farther accomplished, 11 For in the wil- 
derness shall waters break out, and streams in the desert,” (Isa. 
xxxv. G.) 

He w r as before that venerable Assembly held at Glasgow in 
1638, and gave an account of all his former proceedings with 
respect to his confinement, and the causes thereof. By them he 
was appointed to be professor of Divinity at St. Andrew’s, and col- 
league in the ministry with the worthy Mr. Blair, who was trans- 
lated thither about the same time. And here God again so 
seconded this his eminent and faithful servant, that by his indefati- 
gable pains, both in teaching in the schools, and in preaching in 
the congregation, St. Andrew’s, the seat of the Archbishop, and 
by that means the nursery of all superstition, error, and profane- 
ness, became forthwith a Lebanon, out of which were taken cedars 
for the building of the House of the Lord, almost through the 
whole Land ; many of whom were guided to Heaven before him- 
self, who received the spiritual life by his ministry, and many 
others walked in that light after him. 

And, as he was mighty in the public parts of religion, so he was 
a great practiser and encourager of the private duties thereof. 
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Thus, in the year 1640, when a charge was foisted in before the 
General Assembly, at the instance of Mr. Henry Guthrie, minister 
at Stirling, (afterward Bishop of Dunkeld,) against private society- 
meetings, which were then abounding in the Land, on which en- 
sued much reasoning, the one side conceding that a paper previously 
drawn up by Mr. Henderson should be agreed to, concerning the 
order to he kept in these meetings, etc., but Guthrie and his 
adherents opposing this, Mr. Rutherford, who was never much 
disposed to speak in judicatories, threw in this syllogism, — 44 What 
th# Scriptures do warrant, no assembly may forbid ; but private 
meftings for religious exercises the Scriptures do warrant ; (MaT. 
iii. 16,) 4 Then they that feared the Lord spake often one io another,’ 
etc. ; (James v. 16,) 4 Confess your faults one to another, and 
pray one for another,’ etc. These things could not be done in 
public meetings,” etc. And, although the Earl of Seaforth, there 
present, and those of Guthrie’s faction, upbraided this good man 
for this, yet it had influence upon the majority of the members, so 
that all that the opposite party obtained, was an act concerning the 
ordering of family worship. 

Mr. Rutherford was also one of the Scottish Commissioners, 
appointed in 1643, to the Westminster Assembly, and was very 
much beloved there for his unparalleled faithfulness and zeal in 
going about his Master’s business. It was during this time that 
he published 44 Lex, Rex,” and several other learned pieces against 
the Erastians, Anabaptists, Independents, and other sectaries who 
began to prevail and increase at that time, and none ever had the 
courage to take up the gauntlet of defiance thrown down by this 
champion. 

When the principal business of this Assembly was pretty well 
settled, Mr. Rutherford, on October 24th, 1647, moved that it 
might be recorded in the Scribe’s book, that the Assembly had en- 
joyed the assistance of the Commissioners of the Church (if Scot- 
land, all the time they had been debating and perfecting these four 
things mentioned in the Solemn League, namely, their composing 
a Directory for Worship, an uniform Confession of Faith, a Form 
of Church Government and Discipline, and tin* Public Catechism, 
wlrch was done in about a week after he and the rest had returned 
home. 

Upon the death of the learned Damatius, in 1651 , the magistrates 
of Utrecht in Holland, being abundantly satisfied as to the learn- 
ing, piety, and true zeal of the great Mr. Rutherford, invited him 
to the Divinity Chair in that place, but he could not be persuaded 
to accept the invitation. His reasons, when dissuading another 
gentleman from going abroad, seemed to be expressed in these 
words: — 44 Let me entreat you to be far from the thoughts of leav- 
ing this Land ; I see it, and find it, that the Lord hath covered the 
whole Land with a cloud in his anger ; but though I have been 
tempted to the like, I had rather be in Scotland beside angry Jesus 
Christ, knowing he mindeth no evil to us, than in any Eden or 
garden on the earth.” From which it is evident that he chose ra- 
ther to suffer affliction in his own native country, than to leave his 
charge and flock in time of danger. He continued with them till 
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the day of his death, in the free and faithful discharge of his duty. 

When the unhappy difference fell out between those called the 
Protestors and the Public Resolutioners, in 1650 and in 1651, he 
espoused the cause of the Protestors, and gave faithful warning 
against the Public Resolutions, and likewise, during the time of 
Cromwell’s usurpation, he contended against all the prevailing sect 
that then came in with the Sectaries by virtue of his Toleration. 
And such was his unwearied assiduity and diligence, that he seerped 
to pray constantly, to preach constantly, to catechise constantly, 
and to visit the sick, exhorting from house to house, to teaclf as 
much in the schools, and spend as much time with the students Uid 
young men in fitting them for the ministry, as if he had been se- 
questrated from all the world besides, and yet withal to write as 
much as if he had been constantly shut up in his study. 

But no sooner did the restoration of Charles II. take place than 
the face of affairs began to change, and after his fore-mentioned 
book, 44 Lex, Rex,” was burned at the Cross of Edinburgh, and 
at the gates of the new college of St. Andrew’s, where he was pro- 
fessor of Divinity, the Parliament, in 1661,were to have an in- 
dictment laid before them against him ; and such was their humanity, 
when every body knew he was a-dying, that they caused to summon 
him to appear before them at Edinburgh, to answer to a charge of 
high treason. But having a higher tribunal, before which to ap- 
pear, where his Judge was his friend, he was dead before that 
time came, having been taken away from the evil to come. 

When on his death-bed, he lamented much that he was withheld 
from bearing witness to the work of reformation since the year 
1638, and upon the 28th of February he gave a large and faithful 
Testimony against the sinful courses of that time, which testimony 
he subscribed twelve days before his death, being full of joy and 
peace in believing. 

During the time of his last sickness, especially when his end 
drew near, he uttered many savory speeches, and often broke out 
in a kind of sacred rapture, extolling and commending the Lord 
Jesus whom he called his blessed Master — his kingly King. 
Some days before his death he said, 44 I shall shine — I shall see 
him as he is, — I shall see him reign, and all his fair company with 
him ; and I shall have my large share : mine eyes shall see my Re- 
deemer, these very eyes of mine, and no other for me : this may 
seem a wide word, but it is no fancy or delusion ; — it is true, it is 
true ; let my Lord’s name be exalted, and, if he will, let my name 
be ground to pieces, that he may be all in all. If he should slay 
me ten thousand times ten thousand times, I will trust in him. He 
often repeated, (Jer. xv. 16,) 44 Thy words were found, and I did 
eat them ; and thy word was unto me the joy and rejoicing of my 
heart.” Exhorting one to be diligent in seeking God, he said, 44 It 
is no easy thing to be a Christian ; but for me, I have gotten the 
victory, and Christ is holding out both his arms to embrace me.” 
At another time, to some friends about him, he said, 44 At the be- 
ginning of my sufferings I had mine own fears, like any other sin- 
ful man, lest I should faint, and not be carried credibly through ; 
and I laid this before the Lord : and as sure as he ever spake to 



LIFE OF THE AUTHOR, 


505 


me in his word, as sure his Spirit witnesseth to my heart, he hath 
accepted my suffering. He said to me, 4 Fear not : the out-gate 
shall not be simply matter of prayer, but matter of praise.’ I said 
to the Lord, if he should slay me five thousand times five thousand 
times, I would trust in him ; and I spake it with much trembling, 
fearing I should not make my putt good. But as really as ever he 
spake to me by his Spirit, he witnessed unto my heart, 4 that his 
grime should be sufficient.’ ” 

The Tuesday’s night before his death, being much oppressed in 
heift’t with the state of the public, he had that expression, 44 Terror 
hatii taken hold on me because of His dispensations.” And after 
falling upon his own condition, he said, 44 I disclaim all that he 
ever made me will or do, and look on it as defiled and imperfect, 
as coming from me ; and I betake myself to Christ for sanctifica- 
tion, as well as justification and repeating these words, 44 He is 
made of God to me, wisdom, righteousness, sanctification, and re- 
demption,” he added 44 I close with it ; let him be so, he is my all, 
in all.” 

On March the 17th, three gentlewomen, coming to see him, af- 
ter exhorting them to read the word, and to be frequent in prayer, 
and much in communion with God, he said, 44 My honorable Mas- 
ter and lovely Lord, my great and royal King, hath not a match in 
Heaven or in earth ; 1 have my own guiltiness like another sinful 
man, but he hath pardoned, loved, and washed, and given me 4 joy 
unspeakable and full of glory.’ I repent not that ever I owned his 
cause. Those whom ye call Protestors are the witnesses of Jesus 
Christ ; I hope never to depart from that cause, nor side with 
those that have burnt the Causes of God’s Wrath. They have 
broken their covenant oftener than once or twice : but I believe, 
4 the Lord will build Zion, and repair the waste places of Jacob.’ 

O 1 to obtain mercy, to wrestle with God for their salvation 

As for this Presbytery, it hath stood in opposition to me these years 
past. I have my record in Heaven, that I had no particular end 
in view, but was seeking the honour of God, the thriving of the 
Gospel in this place, and the good of the new College, — that society 
which I have left upon the Lord : what personal wrongs they have 
done to me, and wdiat grief they have occasioned to me, I heartily 
forgive them ; and desire mercy to wrestle with God, for mercy to 
them all, and their salvation.” 

The same day, Mr. James M‘Gill, Mr. John Wardlaw, Mr. 
William Vilant, and Mr. Alexander Wedderburn, all members of 
the same presbytery with him, coming to visit him, he made them 
heartily welcome, and said, 44 My Lord and Master is the Chief of 
ten thousand of thousands ; none is comparable to him in Heaven 
or in earth. Dear Brethren, do all for him ; pray for Christ, 
preach for Christ ; feed the flock committed to your charge for 
Christ ; do all for Christ ; beware of mcn-pleasing, there is too 
much of it among us. Dear Brethren, you know I have had my 
own grievances among you of this presbytery. He before whom I 
stand, knows it was not my own interest, but the interest of Jesus 
Christ, and the thriving of the Gospel, that I was seeking. What 
griefs or wrongs you have done me, I heartily forgive, as I desire 
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to be forgiven of Christ. The new College hath brolan my heart, 
and I can say nothing about it, but I have left it upon the Lord of 
the house : and it hath been, and still is, my desire, that he may 
dwell in this society, and that the youths may be fed with sound 
knowledge. This is a divided visit of the presbytery, and I know 
so much the less what to say.” 

After this, he said, “ Dear Brethren, it may seem a presumption 
in me, a single individual, to send a commission to a presbytery ;” 
and Mr. M k GilI replying, it was no presumption; be continu'd, 
“ Dear Brethren, take a commission from me, a dying man. to 
them — to appear for God and his cause, and adhere to the doctHne 
of the covenant, and have a care of the flock committed to their 
Charge. Let them feed the flock out of love ; preach for God, 
visit and catechise for God, and do all for God. Beware of man- 
pleasing : the chief Shepherd will appear shortly : and tell them 
from me, dear Brethren, that all the personal griefs and wrongs 
they have done to me, I do cordially and freely forgive them : -but 
for the business of the new College, I have left that upon the Lord ; 
let them see to it ; my soul desires the Lord to dwell in that society, 
and that himself may feed the youths. I have been a sinful man, 
and have had my failings, but my Lord hath pardoned and accepted 
my labors. I adhere to the Cause and Covenant, and mind never 
to depart from that Protestation against the controverted assemblies. 
I am the man I was. I am still for keeping the government of the 
Kirk of Scotland entire, and would not, for a thousand worlds, 
have had the least finger of an hand in burning the Causes of God’s 
Wrath. Oh, for grace to wrestle with God for their salvation who 
have done it !” Mr. Vilant, having prayed at his desire, as they 
tool, their leave, he renewed Lis charge to them, to feed the flock 
out of love.” 

- The next morning, as he recovered out of fainting, in which they 
who looked on expected his dissolution, be said, “ I feel — I feel — 
1 In lieve — 1 joy and rejoice — I feed on manna!” The worthy and 
famous Mr. Robei t Blair, whose praise is in the Gospel, through 
all this Church, whom our Author bad in high esteem, and with 
whom he lived in near friendship and love till the day of his death, 
said to Mr. Rutherford, as he took a little wine in a spoon to re- 
fresh himself, being very weak, “ Ye fe<-d on dainties in Heaven, 
and think nothing of our cordials on earth.” He answered, They 
are ail hut dung, yet they ate Christ's creatures and out of obedi- 
ence to his command, 1 take them adding, Mine eyes shall see 
my Redeemer ; 1 know he shall stand at the last day upon the earth, 
and I shall be caught up in the clouds to meet him in the air, and I 
shall he ever with him : and what would ye have more ? — there is 
an end and stretching out his hand again, he said, “ There is an 
end.” A little after he said, “ I have been a wicked, sinful man, 
but I stand at the best pass that ever a man did ; Chiist is mine, 
and I am his.” And then spake much of the white stone, and the 
new name. Mr. Blair, who loved to hear Christ commended with 
all his heart, said to him again, “ What think ye now of Christ ?” 
To which he replied : “ 1 shall live and adore him. Glory, glory 
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to my Creator, and to my Redeemer for ever ! Glory shines in 
Immanuel’s land !” 

In the afternoon of that day he said, 44 Oh, that all my brethren 
in the public may know what a Master I have served, and what 
peace I have this day : I shall sleep in Christ, and, 4 when I awake, 

I shall be satisfied with his likeness.’” And he said, 44 This night 
shall close the door, and put my anchor within the vail, and I shall 
go away in a sleep, by five o’clock in the morning.” Though he 
wafvery weak, he had often this expression, 44 Oh, for arms to em- 
hn^e him! oh, for a well-tuned harp!” And he exhorted Dr._ 
Co^ille, (a man that complied with episcopacy afterwards,) to ad- 
here to the government of the Kirk of Scotland, and to the doctrine 
of the Covenant ; and to have a care that youth were fed with 
sound knowledge ; and expressed his desire that Christ might dwell 
in the new college, that vice and profaneness might be borne down. 
He told the Doctor, who was a professor in that college, that he 
heartily forgave him all the ill he had done him. 

He spake likewise to Mr. Honeyman, who came to see him, (the 
man who afterwards not only submitted to tire episcopal govern- 
ment, but wrote in defence of it, and was made Bishop of Orkney.) 
and desired him to tell the Presbytery to appear for God and his 
cause and covenant, saying, 44 The case is not desperate ; let them 
be in their duty.” And directing his speech to Dr Colville, and 
Mr. Honeyman, he said, 44 Stick to it. Ye may think it an easy 
tiling in me a dying man, who am now going out of the reach of all 
that man can do ; but He before whom I stand, knows I dare ad- 
vise no colleague or brother to do what I would not cordially do 
myself, upon all hazard: and as for the Causes of God’s Wrath, 
that men have now condemned ; tell Mr. James Wood from me, that 
I had rather lay my head down on a scaffold, and suffer it, to he chop- 
ped off many times, were it possible, before I had passed from 
them.” And to Mr. Honeyman he said, 44 Tell Mr. James Wood 
from me, 1 heartily forgive him all wrongs he has done me ; and 
desire him from me, to declare himself the man lhat he is, still for 
the government of the Church of Scotland.” And truly Mr. Ruth- 
erford was not deceived in him, for the learned, pious, and worthy 
Mr. Wood was true and faithful to the Presbyterian government ; 
nothing could how him to comply, in the least degree, with abjured 
Prelacy ; so far from that, the apostacy and treachery of others, 
whom he had too much trusted, broke his upright spirit, especially 
the aggravated defection and perfidy of one, whom he termed Ju- 
das, Demas, and Gehazi concentrated in one, after he found what 
part he acted to the Church of Scotland, under trust. For this 
Mr. Wood went to the grave a man of sorrows, and left his Testi- 
mony behind him to the work of God in this Land, which has been 
in print a long time ago. 1 owe this piece of justice to the memory 
of this great man ; and to show that the only differences betwixt 
Mr. Rutherford and him, were occasioned by Mr. Wood’s joining 
with the promoters of the Public Resolutions of that time ; but 
Mr. Bulherford ever spoke of* him with regird, and as a good man, 
whom he loved. 

After wards, when some spoke to Mr. Rutherford of his former 
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painfulness and faithfulness in the work of God, he said, u I dis- 
claim all that ; the port I would he at is redemption and forgive- 
ness, through his blood. 4 Thou shalt show me the path of life, in 
thy sight is fulness of joy.’ There is nothing now betwixt me and 
the Resurrection ; but 4 to-day thou shalt be with me in paradise.’” 
Mr. Blair saying, 44 Shall I praise the Lord for all the mercies he 
hath done for you, and is to do ?” He answered, 44 Oh, for a well- 
tuned harp !” To his child he said, 44 I have again left you i^pon 
the Lord ; it may be you will tell this to others : that the lines are 
fallen to me in pleasant places, 1 have a goodly heritage : I Kless 
the Lord that gave me counsel.” ^ 

On the 19th of March, 1661, about five o’clock in the morning, 
(as he himself had foretold,) it was said unto him, 44 Come up 
hither and he gave up the ghost ; and the renowned eagle took 
his flight unto the Mountain of spices. 

Thus died the famous Mr. Rutherford, who may justly be ac- 
counted among the sufferers of that time ; for surely he was a 
martyr both in his own design and resolution, and by the design 
and determination of men. Few men ever ran so long a race with- 
out cessation, so constantly, so unweariedly, and so unblameahly. 
Two things, rarely to be found in one man, were eminent in him, 
namely, a quick invention and sound judgment, and these accom- 
panied with a homely but clear expression, and graceful elocution ; 
so that such as knew him best w r ere in a strait whether to admire 
him most for his penetrating wit and sublime genius in the schools, 
and peculiar exactness in disputes and matters of controversy, or 
his familiar condescension in the pul pit, where he was one of the 
most moving and affectionate preachers in his time, or perhaps in 
any age of the Church. To sum up all in a word, he seems to be 
one of the most resplendent lights that ever arose in this horizon. 

In all his writings he breathes the true spirit of religion, but in 
his admirable Letters he seems to have outdone himself, as well as 
every body'"'elso, which although jested on by the profane wits of the 
age, because of some homely and familiar expressions in them, 
must be owned by all who have any relish for true piety, to contain 
such sublime flights of devotion, as must at once ravish and edify 
every sober, serious, and understanding reader. 


The works of Rutherford are — 

Letters ; A Summary of Church Discipline ; 

The Trial and Triumph of Faith ; A Treatise on the Divine Influ- 
Christ’s dying, and drawing Sin- ence of the Spirit ; 

ners to Himself ; A Volume of Sermons, Sacra- 

A Discourse on Prayer ; | mental Discourses, etc. ; 

A Discourse on the Covenant ; Several Sermons ; some of which 
On Liberty of Conscience : were preached before Parlia- 

A Survey of Spiritual Antichrist; ment, in the years 1644 and 
A Survey of Antinomianism ; 1645; 

Antichrist stormed ; i The Last and Heavenly Speech 

Lex, Rex ; of John Viscount Kenmure : 

The Due Right of Church Govern- He wrote also, in Latin, A Trea- 
ment ; | tise on Providence. 

A Peaceable Plea for Presbytery ; 
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Though the Lord needeth not a testimony from such a wretched 
man as I — if 1, and all the woild, should be silent, the very stones 
would cry — it is more than debt, that I should confess Christ be- 
fore men and angels. 

It would satisfy me not a little, that the throne of my Lord Je- 
sus were exalted above the clouds, the Heaven of heavens, and on 
both sides of the sun ; and that all possible praise and glory were 
ascribed to him ; that, by his grace, l might put my seal, such as 
it is, unto that song, e\en the New Song of those who with a loud 
voice, sing, saving, u Thou art worthy to take the book, and to 
open the seals thereof ; for thou wast slain, and hast redeemed us 
to God by thy blood, out of every kindred, and tongue, and people, 
and nation ; and hast made us unto our God kings, and priests ; 
and we shall reign on rn) lb,’’ (Rev. v. 9, 10 ) And blessed were 
I, could I lay to mv ear of faith and say Amen” to that psalm of 
u the many angels round about the throne, and the beasts and 
elders ; whose number L ten thousand times ten thousand, and 
thousands of thousands; saving, with a loud voice, 4 Worthy is 
the Lamb that was slain, to receive power, and riches, and wisdom, 
and strength, and honour, and ulory, and blessing;’” and if I 
heard “ every creature, winch is in iieavui, and on earth, and un- 
der the earth, and simh as are in the sea and all that are in them," 
(as John heard them,) Rles-mr and honour, and glory, 

and power, be unto llim that sitteth lumi the throne and to the 
Lamb, for ever and ever.” 1 mean not -• v visible reign of Christ 
on earth, as the Mdlenarinns f.mev. I !>■ Lew, (Lord, help my un- 
belief,) the doctrine of tile Indy prnplufs and the apostles of our 
Lord Jesus Christ, contained m the luniks of the Old and New 
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Testament, to be the undoubted truth of God, and a perfect rule 
of faith, and the only way to salvation. And I do acknowledge 
the sum of the ’Christian religion exhibited in the Confessions and 
Catechisms of the reformed Protestant churches, and in the Na- 
tional Covenant, divers times sworn by the King’s Majesty, the 
State, and Church of Scotland, and sealed by the testimony and 
subscription of the nobles, barons, gentlemen, citizens, ministers, 
and professors of all ranks ; as also in the Solemn League and Co- 
venant of the Three Kingdoms of Scotland, England, and Ireland. 
And I do judge, and in conscience believe, that no power on esfrth 
can absolve and liberate the people of God from the bonds andvsa- 
cred ties of the oath of God. I am persuaded that Asa acted war- 
rantable 7 , in making a law, that the people should stand to the 
covenant, and in receiving into the covenant such as were not of 
his kingdom, (2 Chron. xv. 9, 10 ;) as did also Ilezekiah, in send- 
ing a proclamation through all the tribes, from Dan to Beersheba, 
44 That they should come and keep the passover unto the Lord at 
Jerusalem,” (2 Chron. xxx. 5, 6, 7,) though their own princes did 
not go along with them ; yea, and it is nature’s law, warranted by 
the Word, that nations should encourage and stir up one another 
to seek the true God. It is also prophesied, that divers nations 
should excite one another in this way. (Isaiah ii. 3,) 44 Many peo- 
ple shall go and say, 4 Come ye, and let us go up unto the mountain 
of the Lord, to the house of the God of Jacob, and he will teach 
us his ways.’” (Zech. viii. 21 , 22,) 44 And the inhabitants of one 
city shall go to another, saying, 4 Let us go speedily to pray before 
the Lord of hosts ; 1 will go also : Yea, many people, and strong 
nations, shall oome to seek the Lord of hosts in Jerusalem, and to 
pray before the Lord.” There is also a clear prophecy to he ac- 
complished, under the New Testament, (Jer. 1. 4, 5,) 44 That 
Israel and Judah shall go together, and seek the Lord. They 
shall ask the way to Zion, with their faces thitherward, saying, 

4 Come, and let us join ourselves to the Lord, in a perpetual cove- 
nant, that shall not he forg^ten.’” It is also foretold, that differ- 
ent nations shall confederate with the Lord, and with one another, 
(Isa. xix. 23, 24, 25 ) 44 In that day there shall be an highway out 
of Egypt into Assyria ; and the Assyrian shall come to Egypt, and 
the Egyptian into Assyria ; and the Egyptians shall serve with the 
Assyrians. In that day shall Israel be the third with Egypt, and with 
Assyria, even a blessing in the midst of the land ; whom the Lord 
of hosts shall bless, saying, 4 Blessed he Egypt my people, and As- 
syria, the work of my hands, and Israel mine inheritance.’ ” 

The Church of Scotland had once as much of the presence of 
Christ, as to the power and purity of doctrine, worship, discipline, 
and government, as any we read of, since the Lord took his 
ancient people to he his covenanted Church. The Lord stirred up 
our nobles to attempt a reformation in the last age, through many 
difficulties, and against much opposition from those in supreme 
authority : he made bare his holy arm, and carried on the work 
gloriously, like himself, his right hand getting him the victory, 
until the idolatry of Borne, and her cursed mass, were dashed, a 
hopeful reformation in some measure settled, and a sound Con 
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fession of Faith agreed upon by the Lords of the Congregation. 

. The people of God, according to the laudable custom of othei 
ancient churches, the protestants in France aud Holland, and the 
renowned princes in Germany, did carry on the work in an inno- 
cent, self-defensive war, which the Lord did abundantly bless. 
When our Land and Church were thus contending for that begun re- 
formation, those in authority did still oppose the work ; and there was 
noy hen wanting men from among ourselves, men of prelatical spirits, 
who, with some other time-serving courtiers, did not a little under- 
mi^ the building ; and we, doting too much upon sound Parlia-^ 
me#ts, and lawful General Assemblies, fell from our first love to self- 
seeking, secret banding, and little fearing of the oath of God. 

Afterwards, our work in public was too much in sequestration 
of estates, fining, and imprisoning, more than in a compassionate 
mournfulness of spirit towards those whom we saw to oppose the 
work. In our assemblies, we were more to set up a state opposite 
to a state ; more upon forms, citations, leading of witnesses, sus- 
pensions from benefices, than spiritually to persuade and work 
upon the conscience, with the meekness and gentleness of Christ. 
The glory and royalty of our princely Redeemer and King were 
trampled on, as any might have seen in our assemblies. What 
way the army and the sword, and the countenance of nobles and 
officers seemed to sway, that way were the censures carried. It 
had been better, had there been more days of humiliation and 
fasting in assemblies, synods, presbyteries, congregations, families : 
and far less adjourning of commissions, new peremptory sum- 
monses, and new-drawn up processes : and if the meekness and 
gentleness of our Master had got so much place in our hearts, that 
we might have waited on gain-sayers, and parties contrary-minded; 
and that we might have driven gently, as our Master, Christ, who 
loveth not to over-drive, but u carrieth the lambs in his bosom.” 

If the word of truth, in the Old and New Testaments* be a suf- 
ficient rule, holding forth what is a Christian army, whether 
offensive or defensive, whether clean or sinfully mixed, then must 
we leave the question betwixt our public brethren and us, to be de- 
termined by that rule ; but if there be no such rule in the word, 
then the confederacies and associations of the people of God, with 
the idolatrous apostate Israelites, with the Egyptians and As- 
syrians, as that of Jehoshaphat with Ahab, and those of Israel and 
Judah, with Egypt and Assyria, are not to be condemned. But 
they are often reproved and condemned in scripture. To deny 
the scripture to be a sufficient rule in this case, were to accuse it 
of being imperfect and defective — a high and unjust reflection on 
the holy Word of God. Beyond all question, the written Word 
doth teach what is a right-constituted court, and what not, (Psalm 
x. :) what is a right-constituted house, and what not, (Josh. xxiv. 
15 :) what is a true church, and what is a false one ; what is a 
true church, and what is a synagogue of Satan, (Rev. ii. :) what is 
a clean camp, and what is an unclean. We are not for an army 
of saints, and free of all mixture of ill-affected men; but it seemeth 
a high prevarication, for churchmen to counsel and teach, that the 
weight and trust of the affairs of Christ, and his Kingdom, should be 
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[The following narrative, extracted from the memoir of Viscount 
Kenmure, in the “ Scots Worthies,” affords an interesting and in- 
structive illustration of the Rev, Samuel Rutherford’s ministerial 
faithfulness in dealing with the consciences of the dying. — Ed.] 

Sir John Gordon, of Lochinvar, Bart., who was born about the 
year 1599, was irreligious in his youth, and guilty of profanity, and 
when he arrived at manhood broke out into grosser acts of wicked- 
ness. The great object of his efforts was his own advancement in 
temporal splendour and dignities ; and his ambition was gratified 
by Charles the First, who, in 1633, created him Viscount Ken- 
mure, and Lord Gordon of Lochinvar. 

Viscount Kenmure was present at the meeting of Parliament at 
Edinburgh, on June 16th, in the same year; but afraid to displease 
the King, from whom he expected more honours, and not having 
courage to glorify God, when his cause was at stake, he deserted 
the Parliament under the pretence of indisposition, after a few 
days’ attendance, and returned to Galloway; where he remained 
without remorse of conscience, till August, 1634, when his affairs 
having occasioned him to take a journey to Edinburgh, he fell sick 
in that city; and, speedily returning home, he continued at Ken- 
raure till the 12th of September, when he died. 

But the thoughts of God towards this nobleman were thoughts 
of peace: and, after having awakened his conscience with remorse 
for his conduct, in having turned his back upon the cause of Christ 
in the Parliament, and having dismayed his soul with the terrors of 
the Lord, he moved the Rev. Samuel Rutherford to visit him, on 
Sabbath the 31st of August. After supper his Lordship acknow- 
ledged to the Minister that he was much distressed with extremity 
of pain, and terrified with fear of death. 44 1 never dreamed,” said 
he, 44 that death had such a terrible, austere, and gloomy counte- 
nance. . I dare not die; howbeit 1 know that I must die. What 
shall I do? for 1 dare not venture into grips with death, because I 
find my sins grievous, and so many, that I fear my account is out 
of order, and not bo as becometb a dying man.” 

Rutherford, having discoursed to him for some time respecting 
that fear of death, which is natural to all men, believers not ex- 
cepted, and having expressed a hope that Christ would be bis second 
in the combat, on whose strength he exhorted him to rely, — 44 But, 
my Lord,” said he, 44 1 fear more the ground of your fear of death, 
which is, as you say, the consciousness of your sins, for there can 
be no plea betwixt you and your Lord, if your sins be taken away 
in Christ ; and, therefore, make that sure, and fear not.” Ken- 
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mure replied, u I have been too late in coming to God ; and have 
deferred the time of making my account so long, that I fear I have 
but the foolish virgin’s part of it, who came and knocked at the 
door of the Bridegroom so late, and never got in.” 

Mr. Rutherford having adverted to both Kenmure’ s own and his 
father’s sins, especially their cares for this world and worldly ho- 
nours, and thinking that his Lordship designed to extenuate. his 
faqjt in this, he drew several weighty propositions respecting the 
fears of death, and his eternal all, and obtested him in these words : 
— *• Therefore, I entreat you, my Lord, by the mercies of God, by 
youf appearing before Christ your Judge, and by the salvation of 
your soul, that you would look ere you leap, and enter not into 
eternity without a certificate under the hand of Jesus Christ ; be- 
cause it is said of the hypocrite in Job xx. 11, ‘ He lieth down in 
the grave, and his bones are full of the sins of his youth.’” The 
Viscount replied, 44 When I begin to look upon my life, I think 
that all is wrong in it, and the lateness of my reckoning affrighteth 
me ; therefore, stay with me, and show me the marks of a child of 
God, for you must be my second in this combat, and wait upon me.” 
His Viscountess answered, “You must have Jesus Christ to be, 
your second.” To which he heartily said, 44 Amen — But,” conti- 
nued he, u how shall I know that I am in a state of grace, for whill 
I be resolved, my fears will still overburden me?” 44 My Lord,” 
answered Rutherford, 44 scarcely, or never doth a castaway anxiously 
and carefully ask the question, whether he be a child of God or 
not.” But Kenmure excepted against that, saying, 44 I do not 
think that there is any reprobate in Hell who would not with all his 
heart have the Kingdom of Heaven.” The Minister having ex- 
plained the different desires in reprobates, his Lordship said, 44 You 
never saw any token of free grace in me ; and that is my great and 
only fear.” Rutherford replied, 44 I was indeed sorry to see you 
so fearfully carried away by temptation, and you know that I gave 
you faithful warning that it would come to this. I wish your soul 
were deeply humbled for sin : — But to your demand, I thought you 
ever had a love for the saints, even to the poorest who carried 
Christ’s image, although they could neither serve nor profit you in 
any way ; (1 John iii. 14,) 4 By this we know that we are translated 
from death unto life'because we love the brethren.’” And at last, 
with this mark, after some objections, Viscount Kenmure seemed 
to be convinced. The Minister then asked him, 44 My Lord, dare 
you now quit your part in Christ, and subscribe an absolute resig- 
nation of him?” Kenmure replied, 44 Oh, Sir, that is too hard ! 
I hope that he and I have more to do together ; and I will be ad- 
vised ere I do that. But what mark is it to have judgment to 
discern a minister called and sent of God, from a hireling?” Ru- 
therford allowed it to be a good mark, and cited John x. 4, 44 My 
sheep know my voice.” 

At the second conference, Rutherford urged deep humiliation 
upon Viscount Kenmure ; who acknowledged the necessity thereof ; 
but said, 44 Oh, if I could get him ! but sin causeth me to be jealous 
of his love to such a man as I have been.” The Minister advised 
him to be jealous of himself, but not of Jesus Christ, there being 
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no meeting between them without a sense of sin, diting Isa. lxi. 1 , 2, 
3; whereupon the Viscount said, with a deep sigh, accompanied 
with tears, “ God send me that;” and thereafter specified a certain! 
number of his sins, which were as serpents or crocodiles before his 
eyes. Rutherford said unto him, 44 Death and you are yet strangers 
to each other, and I hope that your Lordship will tell another tale 
ere .all the play be ended, and that you will think death a sweet 
messenger to carry you to your Father’s house.” Lord Kenmure 
replied, with tears, 44 God make it so and desired Mr. Ruther- 
ford to pray. * 

At the third conference, Viscount Kenmure said, 11 Death bmd- 
eth me straitly. Oh, how sweet a thing is it to seek God in health, 
and in time of prosperity to make our accounts ; for now I am so 
distempered that I cannot get my heart framed to think on my ac- 
count, and the life to come.” Rutherford : 41 It behoveth you to 
fight against sickness and pain, as well as sin and death ; seeing it 
is a temptation.” Kenmure: 44 1 have taken the play long ; God 
hath given me thirty-five years to repent; hut, alas! I have mis- 
spent it:” — and he covered his face, and wept. The Minister 
assured him, that although his day was far spent, yet it behoved 
him in the afternoon, yea, when near evening, to run fast and not 
to lie in the field, and miss his lodging; upon which he, with up- 
lifted eyes, said, 44 Lord, how can 1 run ? Lord, draw me, and I 
shall run !” Rutherford, hearing that, desired him to pray ; but 
he answered nothing : yet within an hour he prayed before him and 
his own Lady, very devoutly, and bemoaned his own weakness, both 
inward and outward, saying, 44 I dare not knock at thy door ; I lie 
at it scrambling as I may till thou come out and take me in. I 
dare not speak ; I look up to thee, and look for one kiss of Christ’s 
fair face. Oh, when wilt thou come ?” 

At the fourth conference, Lord Kenmure charged Mr. Ruther- 
ford to go to a secret place, and pray for him, and not to do it 
merely for the sake of appearances. 44 I know,” said he,* 44 that 
prayer will pull Christ out of Heaven.” Rutherford : 44 What 
shall we seek? Give us a commission.” Kenmure: 44 I charge 
you to tell my Beloved, that I am sick of love.” Rutherford : 44 I 
desire to know, my Lord, if we should seek life or recovery for 
your Lordship?” Kenmure : 44 Yea, if it he God’s good pleasure, 
for I find my fear of death now less, and that God is now loosen- 
ing the root of the deep-grown tree of my soul, so firmly fastened 
to this life.” Rutherford : 44 If it be so, then it behoveth your 
Lordship to covenant with God, in dedicating yourself and all 
that you have to God and to his service.” To this Viscount Ken- 
mure heartily consented ; and, after the Minister had recited 
several scriptures for that purpose, such as Psalm lxxviii. 36, etc., 
his Lordship took the Bible, and said, 44 Mark other scriptures for 
me;” and Rutherford marked 2 Cor. v., Rev. xxi. and xxii., Psalm 
xxxviii., and John xv. These places the dying nobleman turned 
over, and cried, 44 Oh, for one love-blink! — 6 Son of God, for one 
sight of thy face !’* 

When Rutherford told him that his prayers were heard, he took 
bold of bis band, and drew him to him, and said, with a sigh, 
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u Good news, indeed and desired him and others to tell him 
what access they had got to God in Christ for his soul. They 
Hold him that they had got access ; at which he rejoiced, and said, 
44 Then will I believe, and wait on ; I cannot think but my Be- 
loved is coming leaping over the hills.” Upon a little mitigation 
of the disease, he sent to call the Minister, to whom he said, 
smiling, 41 Rejoice now ! for He is come. Oh, if I had a tongue 
to |ell the world what Jesus Christ hath done for my soul I” _ 

After this, conceiving hopes, in consequence of the alleviation of 
hisMisease, of recovery, Viscount Kenmure became more careless, 
reiwiss, and dead for several days, and seldom called for Mr. 
Rutherford, though he would not allow him to go home to his 
flock. Lady Kenmure and others perceiving this, consulted the 
physician, who plainly told her Ladyship that there was nothing 
but death for her lord, if his flux returned. It having done so, 
Mr. Rutherford was induced, by this circumstance, to go to him, 
and give him faithful warning of his danger and approaching dis- 
solution, telling him that his glass was more nearly run than he 
was aware of, and that Satan would be glad to steal his soul out of 
the world asleep. The physician having corroborated this warning, 
Lord Kenmure took Mr. Rutherford by the hand, thanked him for 
his plain and faithful dealing, and acknowledged the folly of his 
deceitful heart, in overlooking his affection to this life, when he 
was once so fairly on his journey toward Heaven : then, having 
ordered them all to leave the chamber, except the Minister, and 
causing him to shut the door, he conferred with him respecting the 
state of his soul. 

After prayer, Mr. Rutherford told him that he feared that 
neither his former joy had been well grounded, nor humiliation 
deep enough; and, therefore, exhorted him to diu more deeply, 
representing his offence against both the First and Second Tables 
* of the Law ; whereupon his Lordship reckoned up a number of 
great sins, and amongst them, freely confessed his sin in deserting 
the last Parliament, saving,, 44 God knoweth that I did it with 
fearful wrestling of conscience, my light paying me within, when I 
seemed to be glad and joyful before men.” The Minister, being 
struck with astonishment at this reckoning, after so fair an appear- 
ance of sound marks of grace in the soul, stood up, and read the 
first eight verses of the sixth chapter of the Epistle to the Hebrews, 
and discoursed upon them. He then quoted Rev. xxi. 8, 44 But 
the fearful and unbelieving shall have their part in the Lake which 
burneth with fire and brimstone : which is the second death and 
told him that he had not one word of mercy from the Lord to him, 
and so turned his back : at which the agonized nobleman cried 
out, with tears, so that they heard him at some distance — 44 God, 
armed, is coming against me, to beat out my brains! 1 would die; 
I dare not die; I would live ; I dare not live. Oh, what a burden 
is the hand of an angry God ! Oh, what shall I do ? Is there no 
hope of mercy?” — and in this agony he lay for some time. Some 
j said the minister would kill him ; others that he would make him 
despair: but he bore with them, and went to a secret place, where 
he sought words from God to speak to him. 
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After this, another minister came to visit the Viscount of Ken- 
mure, to whom he said, 44 He hath slain me:” and, before that 
Rutherford could answer for himself, added, 44 Not he, but the c 
Spirit of God in him.” Mr. Rutherford said, 44 Not I, but the 
Law hath slain you ;” and withal told him of the process which the 
Lord had against the House of Kenmure. The other minister 
read the history of Manasseh, and of his wicked life, and how the 
Lord was entreated of him ; but Samuel Rutherford went still uf^>n 
wrath, telling the Viscount that he knew he was extremely pained 
both in body and in mind : — 44 But what will you think,” said fie, 
44 of the Lake of fire and brimstone, of everlasting burnings, fcid 
of utter darkness with the Devil and his angels ?'* Kenmure : 

44 Wo is me ! If I should suffer my thoughts to dwell upon it at 
any time, it were enough to cause me to go out of my senses : but, 

I pray you, what shall I do?” Rutherford: “Your Lordship is 
still in the same situation, only the sentence hath not been given 
out, and, therefore, I exhort you to mourn for offending God. 
And what, my Lord, if Christ had given out the sentence of con- 
demnation against you, and come to your bedside, and told you of 
it, would you not still love him, trust in him, and hang upon him ?” 
Kenmure : 44 God knoweth that I durst not challenge him ; how- 
beit he should slay me, I will still love him ; yea, though the Lord 
should slay me, yet will I trust in him ; I will lie down at God’s 
feet, let him trample upon me ; if I die, I will die at the feet of 
Christ.” Rutherford, finding him claiming kindness to Christ, and 
hearing him often cry, 44 O Son of God ! where art thou ? When 
wilt thou come to me? Oh, for a love-look !” said, “ Is it pos- 
sible, my Lord, that you can love and long for Christ, and he not 
love and long for you ? Can love and kindness stand only on your 
side ! Is your poor love more than infinite love, seeing he hath 
said, in Isaiah xlix. 15, 1 Can a woman forget her sucking child, 
that she should not have compassion on the son of her womb ? Yea, 
they may forget, yet will I not forget thee. Behold I have graven 
thee upon the palms of my hands.’ My Lord, be persuaded your- 
self that you are graven upon the palms of God’s hands.” Upon 
this he, with a hearty smile, looked about to a gentleman, one of 
his attendants, and said, 44 I am written, man, upon the palms of 
Christ’s hands ; he will not forget me : — is not this braw talking ?” 

Afterwards Mr. Rutherford, finding him weaker, said, 41 My 
Lord, the marriage-day is drawing near ; make ready? set aside all 
care of your estate and of the world, and give yourself to medita- 
tion, and prayer, and spiritual conference.” He desired Mr. Ruth- 
erford to sleep on a bed made upon the ground, in a chamber by 
him, and urged him to take a sleep, saying, 44 You and I have a 
far journey to go, make ready for it.” Four nights before his . 
death, he would drink a cup of wine to the Minister, who said, 

44 Receive it, my Lord, in hopes that you shall drink of the pure , 
river of the water of life, proceeding from the throne of God, and 
from the Lamb.” And when the cup was in his hand, he said, with 
a smiling countenance, 44 I think that l have good cause to drink 
with a good will to you.” After some heaviness, the Minister said, 

44 My Lord, 1 have good news to tell you. Be not afraid of death 
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and judgment, because the process which your Judge had against 
you is cancelled and rent in pieces, and Christ hath trampled it 
^■under his feet.” Kenmure, with a smile : 44 Oh, that is a lucky 
tale ; I will then believe and rejoice, for sure I am that Christ and 
I once met ^ — and will he not come again ?” Rutherford : 44 Ye 
have gotten'the first fruits of the Spirit, the earnest thereof, and 
Christ will not lose his earnest ; therefore, the bargain betwixt him 
and you holdeth.” Kenmure: 44 What is Christ like, that I may 
know him ?” Rutherford : 44 He is like love, and altogether lovely^ 
(Olnt. v. 16.) My Lord, if you had the man Christ in your arms, 
would* your heart, your breast, and sides be pained with a stitch ?” 
Kenmure : u God knoweth that I would forget my pain, and thrust 
him to my heart : yea, if I had my heart in the palm of my hand, 
I would give it to him, and think it a gift too unworthy of him. 
But I find my soul drowned in heaviness : when the Lord cometh, 
he stayeth not long.” Rutherford : 44 Wooers dwell not together, 
but married folk take up house, and sunder not: Jesus Christ is 
now wooing, and, therefore, he feedeth his own with hunger, which 
is as growing meat, as is the sense of his presence.” 

Upon Friday morning, the day of his departure, Lord Kenmure 
said, 44 This night 1 must sup with Jesus Christ in Paradise.” 
Rutherford read to his Lordship 2 Cor. v., and Rev. xxii., and 
made some observations on such places as concerned his state. 
After prayer, the Viscount said, 41 1 conceive good hopes that God 
looketh upon me, when he granteth such liberty to pray for me. 
Is it possible that Jesus Christ can lose his grip of me ? neither 
can my soul get itself plucked from Jesus Christ.” He earnestly 
desired a sense of God’s presence ; and the Minister answered, 
44 What, my Lord, if that be suspended till you come to your own 
home, and be before the throne, clothed in white, and get your 
harp in your hand, to sing salvation to the Lamb, and to Him that 
V sitteth on the throne, for that is Heaven, and who dare promise it 
to you on earth ? There is a piece of nature in desiring a sense of 
God’s love ; it being an apple which the Lord’s children delight to 
play w ith. But, my Lord, if you would have it only as a pledge of 
your salvation, we shall seek it from the Lord for you, and you 
may lawfully pray for it.” Earnest prayers were then made for 
him, and he testified that he was filled with a sense of the Lord’s 
love. The Minister said, 44 There is a process betwixt the Lord 
and your father’s house, but your name is taken out of it. How 
dear was Heaven bought for you by Jesus Christ.” He frequently 
said, 44 I know that there is wrath against it, but 1 shall get my 
soul for a prey.” Ofttimes he said, 44 It is a sweet word which 
God saith, 4 As I live, I delight not in the death of a sinner.’ I 
will not let go the hold I have got of Jesus Christ : though he 
should slay me, yet will I trust in him.” 

In deep meditation on his change, Kenmure put this question, 
44 What will Christ be like when he cometh ?” It was answered, 
44 Altogether lovely.” Before he died, he was heard praying very 
fervently, and said to the doctor, 44 I thought to have been dis- 
solved ere now’.” Rutherford replied, 44 Weary not of the Lord’s 
yoke, Jesus Christ is posting fast to be at you ; he is within a few 
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miles.' 1 Kenmure : “ This is my infirmity. I will wait on, he is 
worth the on-waiting. Though he be long in cording, yet I dare 
say that he is coming, leaping over the mountains and skipping" s 
over the hills.” Rutherford : u Some have gotten their fill of 
Christ in this life, howbeit he is often under a mask # to his own. * 
Even bis best saints, Job, David, Jeremiah, etc., were under deser- 
tions.” Kenmure : 44 But what are these examples to me ? I am 
not in holiness near to them.” Rutherford : 44 It is true that jou 
cannot take so wide steps as they did, but you are in the same way 
with them. A young child followeth the father at the back, thoigh 
he cannot take such wide steps as he. My Lord, your hunger oVer- 
coraeth your faith ; only but believe his word. You are longing * 
for Christ ; only but believe that he is faithful, and he will come 
quickly.” Kenmure: 41 I think it is time. Lord Jesus, come !” 
Rutherford : 44 My Lord, our nature is anxious for our own deli- 
verance ; whereas God seeketh first to be glorified in our faith, 
patience, and hope.” Kenmure: 44 Good reason that he he first 
served. Lord, give me to wait on ; only, 0 Lord, turn me not to 
dross.’ 1 * 

Viscount Kenmure, now finding himself weak, and his voice fail- 
ing, desired Mr. Rutherford to pray. After prayer, the Minister 
cried in his ear, 44 My Lord, may you now sunder with Christ?” 

— to which Kenmure answered nothing, nor was it expected that 
he would speak any more : — yet in a little while Mr. Rutherford 
added, 44 Have you any sense of the Lord’s love?” Kenmure: 44 I 
have.” Rutherford: 44 Do you now enjoy ?” Kenmure: 14 I do 
enjoy.” Rutherford : 4i Will you now sunder with Christ ?” 
Kenmure : 44 By no means.” Rutherford : 44 Shall 1 pray ?” 

The dying nobleman turned his eyes towards him, for he was un- 
able to speak ; and during the prayer was observed to be joyfully 
smiling and looking upwards: and, just as it was concluded his 
spirit departed, and went, there can be little doubt, to God, the • 
Judge of all, and to the spirits of just men made perfect, tfnd to 
Jesus, the Mediator of the New Covenant. 

44 In this late visitation,” says Rutherford, in one of his letters 
to the Viscountess of Kenmure, written a little after the death of 
her husband, to comfort her in her affliction, 44 Ye have seen God’s 
love and care in such a measure, that I thought our Lord brake # 
off the sharp point of the cross, and made us and your Ladyship 
see Christ take possession and infeftment, on earth, of him who is 
now reigning and triumphing with the hundred and forty and four 
thousand who stand with the Lamb upon Mount Zion.” 
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Editor begs to acknowledge his obligations to the Rev. George 
Cook, D. D., of the University of St. Andrew’s for* the following 
communication.] 


West Park , St. Andrew's, March , 1836. 

Reverend Sir, — I was duly favoured with your letter of the 11th 
instant : and, that the delay at press might be as short as possible, 
Dr. Buist and I went immediately to the churchyard, and inspected 
the grave-stone of Mr. Rutherford ; which is a flat one lying on 
the ground. I copied the inscription, which I subjoin ; and after 
having done so, Dr. Buist and I carefully compared the copy with 
the original, so that you may have perfect confidence in its accuracy. 
The letters had been deepened some years ago, but from the walk- 
ing of people over the stone, they are beginning to be worn down ; 
although it was not difficult certainly to decipher them. 

Two facts may be mentioned which show how much veneration 
was paid to the memory of Rutherford. The Rev. John Anderson, 
a minister of St. Andrew’s, who died in 1712, was, either at his 
own request, or at that of his friends, buried in Rutherford’s grave, 
and not in his own family burying-ground, and his epitaph was in- 
scribed on Rutherford’s grave-stone: and about ten or twelve years 
. ago, a student at the University, of the Reformed Presbyterian 
persuasion, who died while attending college, was, on the earnest 
entreaty of his parents, who came to St. Andrew’s on the melan- 
choly occasion, and who expressed the utmost anxiety that their 
request should be granted, buried in the grave of Rutherford. 
They thought of him very much as his own contemporaries did. 

With my best wishes for the success of your editorial labours in 
republishing a work which, in other days, made so deep an impres- 
sion on the plxblic mind, I am, Reverend Sir, yours respectfully, 

George Coor. 


To the Rev. Charles Thomson. 
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Epitaph on the Tombstone o/Mr. Samuel Rutherford, in the Burying 
ground of St. Andrew's. 


M. 


S. R. 

Here lies the Reverend Mr. Sam dell Rdtherfoord, Professor 
of Divinity in the University of St. Andrew’s who died March 
20th 1661. 


What tongue, what pen, what skill of men 
Can famous Rutherfoord commend : 

His learning justly raised his Fame ; 

True godliness adorned his name ; 

He did converse with things above, 
Acquainted with Emmanuel’s love. 

Most orthodox he was, and sound, 

And many errors did confound. 

For Zion’s King and Zion’s Cause, 

And Scotland’s Covenanted Laws, 

Most, constantly he did contend 
Untill his time was at an end ; 

That he wan to the full fruition 
Of that which he had seen in vision. 
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